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Under the stars and missing each other for reddie...only if you want to💗
<p><b><i>omg this is probably half a year late but here we go!!</i></b></p><p>The first time Eddie decided to leave for the bright lights of the big city, it was a rainy Tuesday afternoon in January and he was drunk on a fermenting promise to himself that never came true. He was nineteen years old, old enough to know better but young enough that reckless decisions could still be dismissed as the recklessness of a youth not yet over. When he’d told the others he was going to leave, the phone crackling wildly under the strain of their seven way phone call, they’d whooped loudly, cheering a victory that he hadn’t won yet.</p><p>“<i>I knew this would be the year you left, Eds! I could feel it in my dick”</i></p><p>Fucking gross.</p><p>After he’d chewed Richie out for being crude, he’d remained silent for a very long time, listening to the others babble excitedly about how great emancipation felt, how the air had never tasted sweeter than the day they’d left Derry and never looked back. He’d planned to leave, he’d always <i>meant </i>to leave, got as far as having his bags packed on no less than four separate occasions over the last six months, but something held him back, an invisible red tether that cut deep welts into his heart, and it tightened viciously every time he so much as thought about shutting the creaky old door behind him for the last time. </p><p>His mother tugged on the tether, and reminded Eddie that his wings had been clipped a long time ago.</p><p>When Richie left Derry, nearly two years ago, Eddie hadn’t cried. Not in public, not so that Richie could see it. Richie had cried, great heaving sobs that choked his voice and dampened the soft jersey of Eddie’s favourite sweater. He’d cried on Eddie’s shoulder for a long, long time, but Eddie’s eyes remained firmly, petulantly dry. They’d remained dry when Richie had told him that, out of all the Losers, out of all the people he’d ever met and even the people he hadn’t, his Eds was his favourite. They’d remained dry when he’d watched Richie shove his guitars and the half-broken metal box full of old mixtapes into his half-broken old car that wheezed almost as much as Eddie did. They’d remained dry as he watched Richie drive mouse-slow out of the drive way, hollering out of the window, “<i>I’ll never forget you, Eds! Not ever! I’ll always remember you and those fucking shorts!” </i></p><p>The shorts remained folded away in the back of his wardrobe, unworn.</p><p>Eddie didn’t leave.</p><p>The second time Eddie decided to leave for the bright lights of the big city, he was twenty-four years old, and working full-time at the pharmacy that he’d spent so many wasted hours in over the years, queueing up dutifully, waiting for the prescription to be filled, always jittering on the spot. He’d hop from foot to foot, wondering whether these pills would stop the throbbing in his heart and the mocking voice in his head, “<i>you’re cracked you’re damaged you’re ruined”. </i>So many years and so many sugar pills, enough to make his stomach churn and his teeth itch. The pharmacy was much the same, aisles of dandruff shampoo and cough syrup, and he spent his days drumming his fingers on the counter, each pound of each pad against the dull white surface a declaration, a plea. </p><p>“<i>You’re never going to leave if you don’t do it now. Rip the band-aid off, Eds, and stop being such a fucking pussy.”</i></p><p>Richie was right, in that very frustrating way that Richie was always, <i>always, </i>right, especially when it came to Eddie and his pathological tendency to self-sabotage himself into oblivion. Rather than grasp his life in both hands, a fragile little thing that needed nurturing, Eddie instead condemned it to a solemn existence of self-hatred and apathy, all the while staring at the little white sugar pills that he’d taken for so long, lined up neatly in piss-coloured plastic bottles on the shelves of the pharmacy. </p><p>He packs his bag with all the gusto he can manage that evening, shoving t-shirts and pressed chinos into an old rucksack with wild abandon, until he stops. He stops, and he stares at the bag, really <i>stares </i>at it, and he realises it’s wrong. He hasn’t packed his favourite books, the movie ticket stubs he’d saved from when Richie took him to see the new Star Wars and Eddie had complained bitterly about how boring it was, how stupid the entire thing was, and he’d annoyed Richie so much that Richie had dragged him out by the arm and they’d gone for burgers instead. There was no room for his favourite shoes, the sweater with the holes in it that Bev had leant him when he was cold and then given to him because the purple made the green in his eyes shine brightly, a freshly cut lawn on a summer morning. </p><p>Eddie emptied the contents of the bag onto the floor, and stepped over it. Tomorrow, he assured himself, tomorrow he’d leave. Tomorrow. </p><p>Eddie didn’t leave.</p><p>The third time Eddie decided to leave for the bright lights of the big city, he was thirty-three years old and he couldn’t remember why California called his name so loudly, why its sirens call echoed across the country, beckoning, seducing him with its call. California, a nihilistic melting pot of overworked and underpaid wage slaves who bowed to the corporate bell and submitted themselves to the scrutinising eye of the Silicon Valley start-ups. Surely there was nothing for Eddie there, a pharmacist with two degrees under his belt but no actual understanding of how the world works beyond the safe confines of his small town existence. Highways, supermarkets with more than ten aisles, electric cars, <i>save the turtles, </i>sandals in winter, and heatstroke in summer, sweat on your upper lip and tan lines on your knees. California. </p><p>His phone rang. </p><p>“Hello?”</p><p>“Is this Eds? Eds Kaspbrak?”</p><p>“<i>Don’t call me that. </i>Who is this?”</p><p>“Uh, it’s Richie?” </p><p>A question, not a statement, as if the caller is asking, ‘<i>is it okay that this is Richie?’ </i></p><p>“Richie? Richie who?”</p><p>“I thought you’d say that.”</p><p>A pause that stretches like tar, sticky and black.</p><p>“Oh <i>Shit!”</i></p><p>Eddie remembered. He remembered a tangled mop of dark brown hair, he remembered bucked teeth and freckles that skate across skin like sand in the wind, he remembered the lisp, and the gangly limbs that hung awkwardly, gorilla limbs that were too long, too grabby, too energetic. </p><p>“Richie <i>fucking</i> Tozier”</p><p>“The one and only! Gonna be honest, Eds, I was sort of hoping you wouldn’t pick up, that some housewife would answer all, ‘<i>he doesn’t live here anymore’, </i>but … here you are”</p><p>“Here I am.”</p><p>“Still there.”</p><p>“Still here,” Eddie confirmed, and his gut trembled with the sort of embarrassment that hangs low and heavy in the air like smoke. </p><p>“I’m in California, got a sweet little place on the oceanfront if you ever … y’know …”</p><p><i>Oh. </i>There it is. The static that had been buzzing around Eddie’s brain when he thought of California, the angry bees that stung him for not remembering finally relented, finally dropped down dead, because Richie’s on the other end of the phone, still lisping, voice a little deeper and a little hoarser, but Eddie had  <i>remembered. </i></p><p>“Ocean front, you say?”</p><p>The most reckless thing Eddie had done before this was leave the house during a torrential rainstorm with an only shower proof coat, knowing full well that the long fingers of Flu would be tapping at his arm in the morning. Now, here he is, sat in a tacky sea-food restaurant with someone he hasn’t seen for over a decade, and he’s drunk. Not too drunk, he can still see without his vision blurring, and he can still count all the freckles that litter Richie’s face, and he can still wonder whether these are new freckles, or whether these are the same freckles he used to stare at when they were lying in the quarry, sunning themselves like heat-starved reptiles.  </p><p>But, nevertheless, here he is, stuffing paella into his face with one hand and with the other waving wildly in the air as he talks through bites of rice.</p><p>“Do you remember when you got kicked out of band?”</p><p>Richie groans, wounded.</p><p>“Don’t fucking remind me, I was washing that fucking yellow paint out of my hair for at <i>least </i>three years after that.”</p><p>“I’ll never forget the look on Mike’s face, he was so ready to beat the absolute living shit out of you!” Eddie brayed, stray pieces of rice escaping his mouth as he spoke, disgusting but in the dim light of the restaurant, Eddie didn’t care.</p><p>The wind whips Eddie’s face when they stagger out of the restaurant three hours and ninety dollars later, and Richie grabs him by the chin roughly.</p><p>“You never left, did you?”</p><p>“You know I fuckin’ didn’t”</p><p>“I shouldn’t have left without you, I never should have left you there.”</p><p>Eddie pushed at Richie, gentle enough not to hurt. “It wouldn’t have made a difference, Rich. I’ve grown roots, I’m … I’m stuck there, like one of those plants that dies in the winter but is back again in summer. All I would have done is dragged you down with me.”</p><p>Richie readjusted his grip on Eddie’s chin, and tipped Eddie’s head up, so he was looking directly into Richie’s eyes.</p><p>“I nearly kissed you when I left,” Richie said, the alcohol swimming in his veins dimming his inhibitions, if only for these few snatched moments. “I really nearly did, but you looked so …”</p><p>“So what?” </p><p>“You didn’t cry.” </p><p>Eddie blinked. “I cried every day for a month after you left, Rich. I cried so much my mother sent me to the fucking doctor because she thought I had <i>hysteria.” </i></p><p>Richie barked out a laugh, a sad wet sound that sounded more like a sob, “I left you.”</p><p>Eddie pushed his face up, out of Richie’s grip, and pushed his lips against Richie’s quivering ones. The kiss is small, timid, and Richie wrapped his arms around Eddie’s shoulders and clung. </p><p>It didn’t last long, Richie was crying too much for it to be the storybook cliché that Eddie had so desperately hoped that it would be. </p><p>The next day, Eddie left.</p><p>The fourth time Eddie decided to leave for the bright lights of the big city, he left, and never looked back.</p><p><a href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A">@tinyarmedtrex</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mCM2W6zOwLtIv-HbayT6O9A">@xandertheundead</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m3_hhwnaDWEUviVqC0-2puA">@lifesucksheres20bucks</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mnI3kS_honWhXZDB60i_kqQ">@moonlightrichie</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m6XJdVyl_QDqgFSTDC-Q3RA">@toziesque</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mqrJV8xABo7RIrDhvt2buWw">@violetreddie</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m8dO457pCQ4NlxJq5xq9B_w">@eds-trashmouth</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mrVdiOudOTgWBT0ZcYrAPiQ">@oldguybones</a></p>
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I get the sense that you have already been asked for more of the &ldquo;you are the love of my life&rdquo; and the cliffhanger of Stan calling, but I&rsquo;m also here to ask for more and say I feel like wherever you were going with this idea is gonna be amazing. So, if you were to write a part two I will 162% support it (also why you so good at writing I&rsquo;m jealous💕)
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<p>Read part 1 <a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/190628068117/youre-the-love-of-my-life-from-the-prompt-list">here</a></p>
<p>Richie isn’t too proud to admit that what happened next wasn’t exactly the most adult response to Stan’s Jesus moment.</p>
<p> His best guess was that he passed out. What he remembered next was waking up on the floor, his phone a few feet away.  He could just hear Stan shouting at him from the tiny speaker. </p>
<p> “Richie! What the hell- are you still there? Richie!” </p>
<p>Richie flipped to his stomach, grabbing his phone. “If this is some sort of fucked up joke-”</p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/190705546397/i-get-the-sense-that-you-have-already-been-asked" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Reddie for the kiss list #44
<p>Of course!!</p>
<p><i>…out of lust.</i><br/></p>
<p>Eddie grit his teeth when Tozier pulled Eddie against him again, only to sigh and let him go with frustration written all over his face. It wasn’t like it was Eddie’s fault he felt weird trying to tango, it was so different compared to ballet and all the closeness with one of the most annoying people in the world didn’t help.</p>
<p>“You need to stop freezing up like that.” Richie complained, moving to grab the remote so he could stop the music from the box. “You’re a dancer, you have had to hold people before for shows, so what is going on here?”</p>
<p>It was so unfair of the company and Bill to write a goddamn show that threw so many styles of dance together. Eddie tugged at his sweatpants, not used to dancing in something with so much extra fabric. The shoes were also different and he missed his flats along with his tights and shorts.</p>
<p>“You’re just…really in my space.”</p>
<p>“That’s the point!”</p>
<p>Richie Tozier had been sought specifically by Bill Denbrough for his skills in the Tango and Waltz as well as some kind of artsy artistic stuff that Bev had done with him apparently. His mother had owned a dance studio and that was it. That’s all he had for experience, unlike Eddie who had worked his ass off to get where he was today. </p>
<p>Jesus Christ, it made him so mad.</p>
<p>It also made him furious that Richie was insufferable, annoying, teasing, rude, cocky and how even though he was lanky, had a long thin nose, a large mouth and wore thick ass glasses everywhere except on stage…</p>
<p>He was beautiful.</p>
<p>Eddie sighed and ran his hands over his face so he would have to look at the frown on Richie’s face while his long dark curls were up in that pink scrunchie. “I don’t know, okay? I’m just not used to…that.”</p>
<p>“Look Spaghetti,” Richie sighed and that was another thing that Eddie just couldn’t stand. The CONSTANT nicknames. “If you can’t get this right they’re going to have to give your role to someone else and as much as I love Vic and his weird ass scowl and creepy eyes, I would much rather dance with you.”</p>
<p>Eddie frowned, crossing his arms over his chest. “Really?”</p>
<p>“Well, yeah.” Richie replied easily and Eddie for a moment thought maybe they could do this before Richie had to keep going. “I mean, you’re a way hotter piece of ass than Vic.”</p>
<p>Eddie resisted the urge to bludgeon the fucker to death with his water bottle.</p> <p><a href="https://xandertheundead.tumblr.com/post/190713708420/reddie-for-the-kiss-list-44" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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&ldquo;you&rsquo;re the love of my life&rdquo; from the prompt list with reddie 🖤
<p>I changed it slightly, you’ll understand why</p>
<p>TW for suicidal thoughts <br/></p>
<p><i>‘Just wanted to check in Rich! Hope Cali is treating you well! -Ben’</i></p>
<p>Richie put down his phone, pressing his fingers against the bridge of his nose as he thought about how to craft the right response- one that didn’t sound too flippant because then Ben would think he was lying but that also didn’t give too much detail about his actual state. He knew he didn’t have long to do it before a ‘wanted to hear your voice’ call came. </p>
<p> The others refused to admit it but he knew they had a ‘Make sure Richie hasn’t offed himself’ schedule worked out. He got daily texts from at least one loser and a weekly phone call from another. When he asked they insisted that they were all checking in with each other, trying to keep up communication after losing it for 27 years. Richie new it was bullshit but still, most days he didn’t mind the check ins. He was grateful that they cared enough to do it, that he had people who were worried about him. </p>
<p>But on days like this he wanted to be left alone. He didn’t want to remember that the infamous seven losers club was down to five. He didn’t need the reminder that he’d lost more than anyone else, that he was still struggling with everything that happened while everyone else had moved on. All of them had found something better after Derry but Richie, Richie had only lost things. First his best friend then his- <br/></p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/190628068117/youre-the-love-of-my-life-from-the-prompt-list" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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&ldquo;If I had my way we&rsquo;d sleep every night all wrapped around each other like hibernating rattlesnakes.&rdquo; SCREAMS Reddie pretty please
<p>Oh my GOD this is SO very much them I love how your brain works.</p> <p><a href="https://letmetellyouaboutmyfeels.tumblr.com/post/190611761003/if-i-had-my-way-wed-sleep-every-night-all" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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1/2 I&rsquo;m back for a request. It&rsquo;s been a hot MIN. Ok so like Eddie gets kicked out of his house and Richie asks his parents if he can stay with them n of course they say yes. But now they&rsquo;re in close proximity (bed sharing, quite literally!) they&rsquo;re with each other everyday so naturally feelings start to progress. 1 day they both can&rsquo;t sleep and catch each other in the kitchen drinking water or whatever and start talking.
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<p>Richie couldn’t believe that this was happening. What he’d wanted for years, dreamt about. Eddie’s lips against his, their tongues moving together as hands grasped and tugged the other even closer, trying to remove any small gaps between their bodies. </p>
<p>Eddie was on the counter, his legs wrapped around Richie’s and his hands in Richie’s hair, holding onto him like a lifeline. Richie had his hands on the small of Eddie’s back, his palms pressed firmly flat and Richie knew he could die happy there, nestled between Eddie’s legs. What had started out as their normal teasing and banter had lead to this, to mouths moving and hands roaming and Richie seeing god. </p>
<p>A cough behind him made Richie leap back. His mom was standing there, looking at them with all too knowing eyes.</p>
<p>“Mom it wasn’t - we weren’t-” Richie starts.  He’d never even told them he was interested in boys let alone his feeling for Eddie. Shame burns in him as he tries to think of a convincing lie. </p>
<p>“Maggie, I swear, this wasn’t-” Eddie says at the same time. Richie glances at him, seeing that Eddie is as red as a fire hydrant. He looks embarrassed, and Richie’s stomach drops. He can’t handle both of them being ashamed of this, it’s too much. </p>
<p>“I need to leave. Excuse me.” Eddie adds, dropping off the counter and hurrying away. Richie can’t even get out a ‘wait’ before he disappears. </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/190604707582/12-im-back-for-a-request-its-been-a-hot-min" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Part 2 for reddie apocalypse PLEASE ILL DO ANYTHING ... no rush though!
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<p>They made it to Florida without killing each other. There were days where Richie wanted to throttle Eddie and he was sure Eddie felt the same but when most people are undead and already trying to kill you you learned to deal with a slightly annoying boat mate. </p>
<p>(Even if he did insist on Richie wearing clean socks everyday. They were mid-apocalypse but sure, let’s care about socks)</p>
<p>The worst part was that while Eddie’s particularities annoyed him Richie also found all of them damn cute. The way how all the labels on the cans needed to be pointing forwards, when he swore at the fish that weren’t biting, the way he woke up early to work out- usually without a shirt. </p>
<p>Okay the last one fell more into the ‘sexy’ than ‘cute’ category but you get the point. Richie was attracted to him. A lot. He liked Eddie’s little laugh, how he snorted when he laughed too hard, the way he rolled his eyes. All of it. The man was the full package. </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/190536212287/part-2-for-reddie-apocalypse-please-ill-do" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Can you combine 2 and 9 from the kissing prompts? 💕😊 Reddie obviously
<p>When Richie said he&rsquo;d be in town and asked Eddie if he could stay with him for a few days, Eddie didn&rsquo;t know how he felt. It&rsquo;d been years since they&rsquo;d spoken to each other, even longer since they&rsquo;d seen each other and they didn&rsquo;t exactly part on the best of terms. </p><p>The last memory he had of Richie was him answering the door to their apartment complex&rsquo;s security person; it wasn&rsquo;t quite the same as having the cops called on them, but it was still embarrassing to have to assure this stranger that it was nothing more than a heated argument. After that, Eddie vowed to never raise his voice that loud ever again. </p><p>&ldquo;Don&rsquo;t fall in love with me, Eds.&rdquo; Richie had said over the phone after Eddie had, against his better judgement, agreed to let Richie stay for a few days. He said it to be teasing, but it was hard to do when it was already true. He couldn&rsquo;t fall in love with Richie because he never fell out of it in the first place. </p><p>Even on their worst day, screaming at the top of their lungs, fighting for their hopes, dreams, and their future, even then Eddie was so madly, inexplicably in love with Richie. His absence, the haunting memory of the door slamming shut, still stung to the day, all these years later. </p><p>And now, Eddie had to endure days of this. Torturous small talk. The facade of apathy, pretending he didn&rsquo;t still harbor every feeling known to man for the guy who was shacked up on his couch. All the improbable what ifs. He just kept telling himself that he only had to get through two more days. He could do that. </p><p>He was at work for 8 hours each of those days and then 8 hours of sleep each night, so in reality, there was only 16 hours he had to account for. He could easily avoid Richie for 16 hours. Right? Plus, there was no way Richie would only be sleeping 8 hours a night; Richie was a sleep in until noon kind of guy. It used to drive him crazy when they were together. Now he would give anything to get those afternoon wake ups back. </p><p>He was walking by the bathroom when he heard the sound of singing over the steady of the shower. Smiling to himself, he leaned against the wall beside the door, content to just listen. Richie always denied it, but he had a lovely singing voice and Eddie found himself getting lost in the melody. </p><p>He didn&rsquo;t realize that the shower had turned off until the door was opening and he had to scramble to be elsewhere. Unfortunately, he ended up bumping straight into a wet, towel clad Richie in his haste to get literally anywhere else. </p><p>&ldquo;Woah, hey there, Eds,&rdquo; Richie chuckled, his hands coming up naturally to grab Eddie&rsquo;s upper arms. There was the slightest hint of a smirk curling at his lips. &ldquo;You tryin&rsquo; to catch a sneak peek?&rdquo;</p><p>&ldquo;No!&rdquo; He exclaimed indignantly. &ldquo;I just-uh, I heard you, and uh,&rdquo; he began to ramble, feeling the heat rise up his cheeks to the tips of his ears. It looked up at Richie, the sight of his bright blue eyes making his heart flutter dangerously. &ldquo;It just reminded me of old times.&rdquo;</p><p>Richie shared his smile, almost wistful as he nodded. His gaze remained dipped down, his eyes focusing solely on scanning over Eddie&rsquo;s face. &ldquo;We really did have some good times, huh?&rdquo;</p><p>Meekly, Eddie nodded. He felt suffocated by the tension, like he couldn&rsquo;t breathe until his lips were pressed up against Richie&rsquo;s. So, without thinking, he did exactly that, lifting up onto his toes and pressing his lips to Richie&rsquo;s.</p><p>It was quick. Over in barely a second. Mostly due to the amount of shock between them. They stared at each other in disbelief for a few seconds before they both lunged forward, crashing their lips together and enveloping each other in their arms. Richie&rsquo;s hands flew to cup both of his cheeks while Eddie&rsquo;s arms wrapped tightly around Richie&rsquo;s bare middle. </p><p>In no time, Richie was deepening the kiss, tracing his tongue over Eddie&rsquo;s bottom lip and licking into his mouth. He swallowed the moan that resulted and moving his arms to wrap tightly around Eddie&rsquo;s waist. Crouching down, his hands moved under Eddie&rsquo;s ass to hold his up as he hoisted him off the ground. </p><p>Eddie took the hint immediately. He jumped with the movement and wrapped his legs around Richie&rsquo;s waist, his arms around his shoulders. He let out a bark of laughter against Richie&rsquo;s lips as his back slammed into the wall.</p><p>&ldquo;I&rsquo;ve missed you so much,&rdquo; Eddie murmured against his lips as Richie slowly walked them towards Eddie&rsquo;s bedroom. </p><p>Richie moved one hand to grip the back of Eddie&rsquo;s head, pulling him in for another heated kiss. He nearly tripped over the transition to carpet in the bedroom, but luckily caught himself just in time. </p><p>&ldquo;I&rsquo;ve missed you too, Eds,&rdquo; Richie returned with just as much passion. He couldn&rsquo;t keep his lips off of Eddie&rsquo;s, even as he tried to make his way over to the bed. They had years to catch up on. </p><p>And when Richie finally pressed into Eddie, he murmured a soft, &ldquo;I still love you,&rdquo; against his lips. </p><p>Their lips moved together sensually, much like their bodies as Richie continued to thrust into Eddie, who let out the softest moans into Richie&rsquo;s mouth. &ldquo;I love you too, Richie,&rdquo; Eddie gasped, his fingernails digging into Richie&rsquo;s shoulder blades. &ldquo;I never stopped.&rdquo;</p><p>Even as the two of them came, nearly simultaneously, their lips remained pressed firmly together. </p><p>In the afterglow, as Eddie curled up against Richie&rsquo;s side, they kept sharing feather light kisses, in between soft confessions of love. </p><p>&ldquo;Looks like I&rsquo;m gonna be staying longer than a few days,&rdquo; Richie joked while pressing a kiss to Eddie&rsquo;s nose.</p><p>&ldquo;That&rsquo;s what you think,&rdquo; Eddie shot right back, wearing a matching smile. </p><p>Richie laughed, &ldquo;Good one, Eds.&quot; </p><p>And then he kissed Eddie again, for the hundredth time that night and for the first time of the rest of their lives.</p><p><br/></p>
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Hey T! Remember that Drabble you did where Eddie was in space and dying. So he made a video saying goodbye to Richie.(like iron man) is there a possibility for a part 2 please?? Is one of my favorite Drabble by you so far😍
<p>Aw thank you! I can totally give you a part 2. Read part 1 <a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/189317905037/hi-43-reddie">here</a>.</p>
<p><br/></p>
<p><b></b></p>
<p>Eddie woke up to the gentle sound of heart monitors beeping reassuringly. With great effort he opened his eyes, looking around. He was in a med bay, hooked up to machines that seemed to be monitoring everything about him. And he was alone, the other beds were empty. It made the space seem strange and lonely. </p>
<p>Before he started analyzing that though he realized the most important thing- that he was alive. Somehow he’d gotten off his ship and to this one, whatever this one was. </p>
<p>“How the fuck did that happen?” He asked himself. His voice was hoarse from disuse but it was there, he was saying it, he lived. </p>
<p>He tried to think back to his last moments, what had happened, but all he could remember was recording the message for Richie. </p>
<p><i>Richie</i>. </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/190477185022/hey-t-remember-that-drabble-you-did-where-eddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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<p><i>(not sure this is what you expected, but there you go anyway anon! <b>Notsfw under the cut!</b>)</i></p>
<p>* * * * *</p>
<p>When Eddie had been told by his father that they were going to be welcoming the King, Queen and Prince from their neighbouring Kingdom, he had been less than pleased about it. He had heard all about the elusive Prince Richard, and how he was not only a womaniser, but he was also very crude when it came to personal matters. His mother seemed to agree with him, not wanting to open their kingdom up to scrutiny and bad publicity, but his father had been adamant that they came to visit. After all, King Wentworth was a long-time friend of his.</p>
<p>The thing was, Eddie had never actually seen Prince Richard in person. All he had to go on was the rumours from the staff as well as what his father had told him about. Richard was the same age as him, a few months older. He sported dark curls on his head and his eyes were a chocolate brown colour. He was also apparently really tall and lanky. Before Eddie had even met the other Prince, he had made up a list of assumptions on how he was the wrong person to be seen spending time with.</p>
<p>It was about five minutes after actually speaking to the Prince in person, that Eddie realised just how wrong he was.</p>
<p>Ever since Eddie was born, his mother was breathing down his neck, stopping him from taking part in activities that were considered normal for a Prince, just in case he was injured. No amount of arguing from his father would budge her on that matter; so as Eddie had grown, he had become accustomed to sneaking out of the palace and seeking refuge in the woods where he could practice climbing, sword fighting and other activities his mother deemed ‘dangerous’.</p> <p><a href="https://eddiefuckinkaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/190424529286/f6-a3" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Got any Richie x Bev hcs? I love the way you write them 😩👌
<p>- they both have specific places they smoke in so it doesn’t bother the losers (richie once tried to light a cigarette in the clubhouse and Stan smacked him so hard his glasses fell off) so they go to a small spot in Bassey Park under a willow tree and sit their with their legs entangled and sharing a cigarette to save money because they’re broke teenagers</p><p>- bev’s signature style is blue jeans, vans, one of Richie’s old shirts that hangs off of her tiny frame, and her hair in a messy ponytail. Richies is ripped tight black skinny jeans, a band t-shirt that has a lot of bill’s paint stains on it, huge black combat boots that add like 2 extra inches to his 6’3 height, and they both wear a shit ton of rings and necklaces and friendship bracelets</p><p>- richie also has one of Bev’s scrunchies on his wrist at all times</p><p>- bev has a cloth to clean Richie’s glasses in her purse because he always gets them dirty somehow</p><p>- richie has about 5 lighters in his back pocket in case Bev forgets hers, which she usually always does</p><p>- they gave each other stick n poke tattoos when they were 15 and they’re both on their ankles (richie’s says ‘B’ and Beverly’s says ‘R’)</p><p>- they were each other’s first makeout</p><p>- they have hangover cures that always make after a night out</p><p>- when they grow up and all the losers move out of derry, bev and richie get an apartment together</p><p>- it’s covered in 80’s rock posters, movie posters, string lights, potted plants, boho cushions and tapestry’s, and a shit ton of bright colourful lights so every room is a different colour</p><p>- they have hooked up before, but they refuse to tell the losers when it was and how far they went</p><p>- when bev has nightmares she crawls into Richie’s bed and he immediately spoons her and strokes her hair to calm her down</p><p>- when richie has a bad day and gets his anxious tics, bev makes him a hot cup of tea and puts on his favourite film (space jam, you know its his favourite) </p><p>- their height difference is hilarious, richie is a giant at 6’3 without shoes and bev is a tiny 5’3</p><p>- their go to song to dance to is ‘tell it to my heart’</p>
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<p>i got a little too invested in the argument so this is almost 2k. whoops!</p>
<p><a href="http://ko-fi.com/sunxcherries">ko-fi</a> | <a href="http://sunxcherries.tumblr.com/ask">send me reddie prompts (sfw or nsfw!)</a></p>
<p>—</p>
<p>When Eddie shows up to his Richie’s apartment unannounced, he isn’t expecting him to actually open the door.</p>
<p>“Eddie,” Richie says coldly, blocking the entrance with his body so Eddie can’t get in. His eyes look a little red, but Eddie can’t tell if it’s just the lighting or maybe a figment of his imagination. “What do you want?”</p>
<p>“I left a shirt here,” he responds, standing awkwardly with his hands in his jacket pockets.</p> <p><a href="https://sunxcherries.tumblr.com/post/190319716186/can-you-write-a-nsfw-au-where-reddie-are-fighting" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Madwheeler smut pls?? Hc or something ajsnsj
<p>okay i have a ton of asks like this lmao so here’s a little drabble to tide y’all horny madwheeler anons over lol y’all are so funny ily</p>
<p><b>notsfw </b>under the cut!! (they’re like juniors in college here bc idk how to write about people that aren’t my age apparently lmao enjoy)</p> <p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/190311012557/madwheeler-smut-pls-hc-or-something-ajsnsj" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Heyheyhey could you please write something angsty af about the &quot;shh potter is only me  concept?? Pleeeease
<p>ohhh I’ll give it a try! thank you for the ask! I hope this lives up to your expectations:</p><p><br/></p><p>There was something almost, soporific, about the nights when Boris—gangly limbs pale as the moonlight and freckled like stardust, would reach out as if he were a sailor tossed overboard, seeking to grasp a life preserver; his cool-to-the-touch skin would drag around my waist, fingers idly dancing along my hip bone. I had grown to be quite accustomed to having an extra dip in the bed, and although I admitted it reluctantly to no one but myself, I more often than not could no longer sleep alone. On the nights where I was strangled awake, choking on the memory of smoke and rubble, his raspy voice was there, breathe warm against the shell of my ear, lips—chapped as per usual, would press lightly against my head, singing his lullabies—sometimes they were Polish, sometimes Swedish, usually Ukrainian—and whisper me back to sleep. “Shh Potter, shh&hellip; Is just me.” He would say, at times when I would wake up, startled enough to punch at the faceless man who knocked down the first domino—to punch at nothing in reality except Boris who was unfortunately there, however fortunate it actually was that he was present as I’d’ve punched a hole in the wall perhaps, had he not been. It was one of the many things we didn’t speak a word of when the sun peaked through the window, illuminating every speck of dust as if to say “<i>I can see you now, the moon isn’t the only one who knows the secrets you keep.</i>” If we were too hungover than the blanket would become our solace, shrouding us in darkness once more, covering everything in a way that made us blind to see, and anyone else unable to see the whole story underneath—to see the bruises made either from rough housing or the impractical nights where thigh met thigh and chest met chest and everything was like a racecar: fast enough to see but too fast to remember the details of every move, every twist and bend and times the wheels kissed the dirt instead of staying on the track like it should. On those mornings when our heads ached from the alcohol we so recklessly downed, and we decided instead of moving to stay with our bodies intertwined sleepily—before gaining enough conscienceness to push ourselves away from where my head met the crook of his neck or his hands were inside my shorts just resting on the back side of my thigh, we had some sort of ironically unspoken rule, to not speak at all; to not lose ourselves in the grotesque confrontation of what we had done, so our dynamic—whatever that may be, wasn’t ruined. Somewhere in a parallel universe, I’m sure there’s a Boris and Theo who cracked the mirror; who broke the pattern and with that, tore the sanctuary we built to nothing more than debris made of shattered glass and scraps of fabric. I don’t want us to be that Boris and Theo. I don’t want our haven to become corrupt—although it’s become more of an asylum than anything; made to protect one from danger, but it itself harboring perilous conflicts nonetheless: ones of fists swinging, sand in the eyes, narcotics and fistfuls of my despair. There was one Saturday, where Xandra and my father had been sitting in the kitchen early morning—and it was to my assumption a Friday where they would’ve been at work, and I had decided to walk down the stairs to get some water as my throat had been as dry as the air outside, and came to halt when we met each other’s eyes. I was shirtless, for reasons I can dub to simply being too hot, but I dashed back upstairs anyways, and tossed on a dark t-shirt which was probably Boris’ with how it was down to my mid-thighs. I had shoved him awake, sharply saying his name, until he woke up with a confused expression. “What are you doing? Is weekend, Potter, come back to bed.” He had murmured to me. “I know it’s the weekend dipshit! I just walked downstairs shirtless and Xandra and my Dad saw me!” I retorted. The slavic boy mumbled a “<i>so?</i>” before I began to ramble at him—slowly adjusting to the light and getting out of the bed, about how they might’ve seen the crimson and purple splotches that I couldn’t see without a mirror. </p><p>I had put a chip in the glass reflection that day. I didn’t see Boris for two weeks following, though I did meet him in my dreams; ugly dreams of yelling and fist fighting and sometimes just of us lying in the middle of the street at daylight, with him overtop of me—arms caging me in and my hands clutched in his knotted curls, a sense of anxiety and dread overpowering everything else that might’ve been good. Terrible sleep, if any at all, because there was no one there to coax me back to rest when I started up with my eyes wide open. I’d place Popchyk on my chest like Boris had done several times, but it was nowhere near the same. When he showed up at my pool on a Friday afternoon, I sat next to him—but not close enough for our legs to touch, and we watched the sun shimmer on the water, passing a beer bottle between us. “Let’s swim.” Boris decided, and we discarded our shirts and pants—keeping on our boxers, and jumped into the lukewarm water. It was symbolic almost, replacing the regret with chlorine. Slowly but surely we got back to hands splayed across each other’s chests, pushing at each other, and elbows jabbed into our sides in a playful fighting manner—using violence once again as an excuse to touch, and starting the loop of avoidance all over again.</p>
Tags: holy shit op you sure this isn’tfromthebokk, tgf, edit: wow i was typing w one hand and man that was meant to be a compliment butninstead it makes me sad bc the close together words, and misspells i’m so sorry

Post id: 190299108383
Date: Thu, 16 Jan 2020 20:12:50
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/190299108383/richie-having-a-private-nsfw-instagram-account
Slug: richie-having-a-private-nsfw-instagram-account
Reblog key: qrJkVr2H
Reblog url: https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/190297872832/richie-having-a-private-nsfw-instagram-account
Reblog name: wonderwheelzier
richie having a private nsfw instagram account where you never see his face or eddies, but he posts pics of eddie from the neck down and videos of him putting eddie across his knee and spanking or fingering him. you can hear eddie protesting and moaning and whimpering, and just about hear richie whispering but bc hes speaking so softly you cant hear know for certain that its him (though it doesnt stop fans who find the account speculating...)
<p>Oh my god, I am obsessed with this. Like darkly obsessed. I can just see it: the two of them from the neck down, so all you see is Richie’s broad shoulders and chest, his big thighs, and Eddie’s lean, small body laid out over his lap. I can see it being on some random website and all it has is the one page with videos of the two of them. Sometimes the videos are of Richie just touching Eddie, displaying him in front of the camera and doing things like tweaking his nipples and running his big hands along the insides of his thighs, humiliating him by pulling his legs apart crudely so he’s forced to show everything to the camera. In other videos he’s spanking Eddie, who’s gagged so he can’t cry out too much or say Richie’s name by accident, or fingering him, the camera taking in every stab of his fingers into Eddie’s tight pink hole. Then sometimes he’s fucking Eddie, making Eddie ride him with his back to Richie’s chest, and the camera films everything, from Richie’s hands slamming Eddie down onto his cock, to how big and thick his dick is as he buries himself inside Eddie. And at the same time he’s saying all these cruel things to Eddie, calling him his whore, his cunt, teasing him for getting off when the camera’s on, like, “Only sluts come this hard on camera, baby.”  </p><p>And the website becomes this weird, dark sensation. Everyone secretly watches it, and there are endless theories on forums and social media about who it could be. One of the most popular ones is that it’s Richie and Eddie, because of their body shapes, with people comparing pictures of Richie and Eddie out in public next to stills of the men in the videos to compare them. And also because of how aggressive Richie is when it comes to Eddie. Like there was a news story a few months before about how Richie almost broke a guy’s arm when they were out at a bar because he put his hand on Eddie’s shoulder, and people are like, <i>it makes total sense that he’d be this intense and dark sexually</i>. Plus, in a couple of the videos, their faces will dip a little more into the line of the camera, so you see the edge of Richie’s jawline, or the long pale arch of Eddie’s throat covered in hickeys (and people know Richie loves marking up Eddie because they’re always papped in public and Eddie usually has a love bite on his neck).</p><p>So people are obsessed and really want to know if it’s them. But Richie laughs it off when people tweet him about it, like, “it’s cool you guys think i’d be that edgy. like i’m literally in my pjs drinking tea right now”, and all the while the videos just keep cropping up on the website, each one darker and smuttier than the last.</p>
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Prompt #2: 49 and 80
<p>
<b>“Take off your shirt.  “You owe me.” <br/></b></p>
<p>When Eddie had decided to take on a renter he’d been prepared for a lot of things. For his new roommates to be someone who was messier than him or who didn’t wash the dishes. He was ready to have awkward conversations and for them to drink all the milk and not buy more. </p>
<p>What he hadn’t expected was Richie. Eddie could never have predicated the loud obnoxious man. Or that he would fall for him, completely and utterly.  At first, Eddie was sure that he was going to kill him. They were complete opposites, Richie was a night person and Eddie was a morning one. Eddie was mostly vegan and Richie couldn’t name more than five vegetables. He was shocked that they made it through the first few weeks without suffocating each other with their pillows. <br/></p>
<p>But then, between movies and going grocery shopping together, they’d become friends. Good friends. Richie was funny- funnier than Eddie wanted to give him credit for- and Richie seemed to enjoy Eddie’s rants. Once they were friends it took Eddie only a little while longer to realize that he wished they were more than that. <br/></p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/190239390137/prompt-2-49-and-80" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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I really really really really really really like the way you draw Bill, pocket sized author! :)
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For the Drabble list can you do 19 + Reddie?
<p><b>“Please don’t let me be alone.”</b></p>
<p>Eddie was sitting in his room, doing his homework, when he heard a rock being thrown at his window. He tried to ignore it, glaring down at the math problems and focusing on that and only that. </p>
<p>It didn’t work. A minute later he heard a familiar voice calling for him. </p>
<p>“Eds! Eds come on, I know you’re in there! Pop that sweet little head down here!”</p>
<p>He made it another couple minutes before Richie finally got to him.</p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/190197175307/for-the-drabble-list-can-you-do-19-reddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Jealous/possessive richie with eddie teasing him???
<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="156" data-orig-width="1028"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/7f7aaef06673cd8c23c7d7b14c7fc426/4037e6bb9bbc090a-12/s1280x1920/440ab2bb64c2065626a9add62d3390e4f04a8fd5.png" data-orig-height="156" data-orig-width="1028" data-media-key="7f7aaef06673cd8c23c7d7b14c7fc426:4037e6bb9bbc090a-12"/></figure><p><i>i combined these because i thought they went really well together!!! notsfw under the cut! (also this got away from me lmao i did not mean for it to be so long)</i></p>
<p><b>Rating: </b>E <b>Words: </b>1,446</p>
<p><a href="http://ko-fi.com/birightsrichie">ko-fi</a> | <a href="http://birightsrichie.tumblr.com/ask">send me reddie prompts!</a> | <a href="https://birightsrichie.tumblr.com/post/189382808099/masterlist-last-updated-1620-works-15-first">masterlist</a></p> <p><a href="https://birightsrichie.tumblr.com/post/190169902214/jealouspossessive-richie-with-eddie-teasing" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: 
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what are your thoughts on cock warming
<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="497" data-orig-width="828"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/e7f7267eb92e73afd45ad3cfb83e7144/596667818b59da36-26/s1280x1920/92db6c7e5d5f0e0b4ad362fbf76b6fd38de30d33.png" data-orig-height="497" data-orig-width="828" data-media-key="e7f7267eb92e73afd45ad3cfb83e7144:596667818b59da36-26"/></figure><p>my thoughts on cock warming are included below, as well as some dom richie. enjoy!</p>
<p><a href="http://ko-fi.com/sunxcherries">ko-fi</a> | <a href="http://sunxcherries.tumblr.com/ask">send me reddie prompts (sfw or nsfw!)</a></p>
<p>—</p>
<p>“God, Richie, just want you in me all the time. Fucking love being full.”</p>
<p>It slips out of Eddie’s mouth before he can catch it, and he feels Richie’s hips stutter in their rhythm against him. He quickly picks it back up, and Eddie moans and grips hard at Richie’s shoulders. </p>
<p>“Yeah, baby, you want that?” Richie huffs above him, one hand on the pillow next to Eddie’s head and the other one on his waist. “Want me all warm inside of you? Stretching you out?”</p> <p><a href="https://sunxcherries.tumblr.com/post/190069225161/what-are-your-thoughts-on-cock-warming" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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SINCE YOU WRITE SUCH GOOD ANGST :) this idea isn&rsquo;t original but pennywise transforming into eddie to seduce richie?  ofc no part two :))
<p>“<i>Twas the night before murder-mas and all through the inn, not a creature was stirring not even </i>a-” A knock on Richie’s door paused his insane muttering. Making up terrible songs was all he could do to deal with his situation. The last twenty four hours all felt surreal- the call from Mike, flying back to Derry, seeing his friends, seeing Eddie- and he didn’t want to deal with any of it. He wanted to leave, to forget Derry and all this all over again but one thing kept him here. A height challenged hypochondriac. </p>
<p>The knocking persisted, not caring about Richie’s very recent and relevant sexuality crisis. He’d been trying to ignore that he was gay for years but one look at Eddie and there was suddenly no denying it. He was in love with the other man, now and probably until one of them met their untimely deaths at the hand of a psychotic demon in a clown outfit. </p>
<p>“I’m coming!” He called, pulling open his door to see the man in question. Eddie was standing there, in red flannel pajamas and looking deeply unhappy. </p>
<p>“Eds, what are you doing here?” He asked, moving aside as Eddie barreled into his room.</p>
<p>“I can’t sleep. And it looks like you can’t either.” </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/189845493332/since-you-write-such-good-angst-this-idea-isnt" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Sex-ed question? Can i skip the condom with an exclusive long-term partner and the patch (or other hormonal birth control)? Or is it still a no-no?
<p>You have my permission not to use a condom if and only if:</p><ol><li>You and your partner are completely monogamous</li><li>It has been at least 6 months since either of you have had any kind of sexual contact with anyone else.</li><li>After you’ve passed that six month mark, you’ve both had comprehensive STI screenings.</li><li>If either of you are positive for any STI, that STI has been/is being fully treated. That means that, for bacterial infections, you’ve finished your full course of antibiotics and your doctor tell you you’re clean. For HIV, that means that you are taking your medication as prescribed and your viral load is undetectable.</li><li>If one of you is HIV positive and the other is negative, the negative partner is taking PrEP/Truvada as prescribed.</li><li>If applicable, you are using appropriate birth control as prescribed.</li></ol><p>Then and only then do you have my permission to put the condoms away.</p><p>Note: several of these steps require your complete confidence in your partner. You need to believe them that they are not cheating and that their medical condition is as they say it is. If you do not have that complete confidence, use protection. </p><p>Note: don’t stop using protection on my say-so. I’m just some asshole on the internet. Talk to a doctor. Ok?</p>
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number 24 for the festive prompts. anything u want but stan uris Must be there. he is a necessity bc i miss him
<p><b>“Secret Santa is bullshit”</b><br/></p>
<p><b>Rating: </b>T (cause Richie) <b>Words: </b>1,049</p>
<p><b></b></p>
<p>Eddie groaned as he sat down on the couch next to Richie. Ben had talked them all into doing a Secret Santa gift exchange, so now they were all seated in Bill’s basement getting ready to give their gifts. Eddie had grumbled about it when they all drew names - he wanted Richie, of course, so he could have an excuse to get him a really good gift. But he got stuck with Stan. Okay, not stuck with Stan. He loves Stan. But not the way he loves Richie. </p> <p><a href="https://birightsrichie.tumblr.com/post/189670403719/number-24-for-the-festive-prompts-anything-u-want" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Reblog name: richietoizer
we really do NOT talk enough about how celebrity news would go  insane if super famous bestselling author and screenwriter Bill Denbrough left his famous actress wife Audra Phillips for some random librarian like im just imagining celebrity magazines with covers saying WHAT?
<p>this really is so funny to me like lbr audra obviously has hundreds of twitter stans and bill probably has fans but authors don’t get stans like actors do. so bill’s made the decision to leave audra for this small town librarian who is just incredibly beautiful and has absolutely zero online presence or connections and audra’s tweeting out memes to her rabid fanbase about the hot divorce lawyer stan put her in touch with and bill is just posting pictures of mike all captioned “mike”. famous comedian richie tozier comments the eggplant emoji on every single one. fashion designer beverly hanscom-marsh is talking about them like she’s known them forever even though last year she said bill’s books “weren’t for her”. meanwhile bill and mike are living it up in florida and are sometimes sighted at disneyland wearing matching mickey mouse ears</p>
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IN THE SHOWER NEED/ LUST WITH THE SPECIAL REQUEST OF TOP! EDDIE PLEASE MORE FICS WHERE EDDIES TOPPING.  MAYBE W/ SOME MISSING THE OTHER, LONGING, AND/OR CONFESSING FEELINGS SPRINKLED IN THERE.
<p>Remember when I said I would keep these prompts short? Well I failed. ENJOY!</p>
<p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/20884724/chapters/50075729">Read on AO3</a></b></p>
<p><i>Rated E</i></p>
<p>The first thing Eddie did when he arrived at Richie’s apartment in California was take a shower. He needed to wash off the five hour flight he had to take to visit his best friend before they could do anything else. Richie knew that and he drove them straight to the apartment after picking Eddie up from the airport, pointing at the bathroom as soon as they stepped inside and showing Eddie how to turn use the shower.</p>
<p>He’d been in there for five minutes when Richie knocked on the door.</p>
<p>“Hey Eds did I leave my phone in there?” He asked. “I can’t find it anywhere.”</p>
<p>Eddie peeked around the shower curtain, seeing Richie’s phone on top of the sink. Eddie rolled his eyes. “I swear he doesn’t lose his head because it’s stuck to his shoulders.”</p>
<p>“What’s that?” </p>
<p>“It’s here!” Eddie said loud enough so Richie could hear over the sound of water running, he reached for his towel, one feet on the bathroom carpet. “Give me a second and I’ll give⎯ <i>Richie what the fuck?</i>” Eddie screeched when Richie barged into the bathroom, where Eddie was naked, wet and exposed. </p>
<p>“Shit Eds fuck sorry.” Richie said, eyes wide behind his glasses. Eddie could tell he was trying really hard not to let them drift down to where Eddie was trying to cover himself with his hands.</p> <p><a href="https://jem-carstairs-is-perfection.tumblr.com/post/188378053085/in-the-shower-need-lust-with-the-special-request" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reddie, nsfw, bottom richie, yesssssss
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Hello!! Could you possibly do a fic where young Eddie got in a fight with bowers and Richie is worried about? 44 + 67 on the prompt list ☺️ 44 + 67
<p>Richie jumped as his doorbell rang. He was home alone, his parents were on a business trip and he’d spent the morning playing video games. </p>
<p>Normally he’d ignore it the noise but something made him get up and check the peephole. What he saw made him fling the door open. It was Eddie, bruised and bloody, standing on his porch.</p>
<p>“Eds! What the hell happened?” He asked, ushering the other boy in and closing the door behind him.</p>
<p>“Bowers caught me as I was coming back from Ben’s.” He explained. His lip was split and every word made it bleed more. “Jumped me.” Eddie didn’t sound angry just tired, frustrated. His hands were balled into fists but he didn’t say anymore. </p>
<p>“I ran away, eventually. Thank god for track, huh?” He finished, trying to smile.</p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/189530523377/hello-could-you-possibly-do-a-fic-where-young" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: 

Post id: 189525683858
Date: Sat, 07 Dec 2019 02:17:17
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college au thing where eddie and richie meet through mutual friends (the losers) and they just like bicker and fight and cant stand eachother and the rest are like &laquo;oh :/// ah whatever&raquo; but one night it all builds up and they fuck and after that theyre so sweet and nice and loving to eachother and they all realise that the bad energy between them was just sexual tension, nvm this is canon
<p>I combined this with some of my smut prompts- <b></b>Reddie for 81 please? “We’re…. Just friends” 31 with reddie? “Don’t kink shame me.” 62 + Reddie “I think thats the first time i’ve heard you moan…it was like a fucking melody.”</p>
<p>Don’t send me anymore smut prompts! I got A LOT of them. </p>
<p><b>NSFW</b></p>
<p>“Fuck off Trashmouth, everyone knows that Superman would whip Batman’s ass in a fight.”</p>
<p>“No fucking way, because Batman doesn’t play by rules. He’s a fucking innovator. That’s why he would win.” Richie reached over and flicked Eddie’s cheek to prove his point, which only made the other man even angrier. Eddie knew that was why Richie did it which, again, only pissed him off more. Richie was far too good at pushing his buttons and it drove Eddie crazy. </p>
<p>“Fuck off!” He screamed, swatting Richie away. “You’re the fucking worst.” He grabbed Richie’s hand as the other man pulled back, laughing maliciously. </p>
<p>“And you’re the cutest!” Richie made to pinch Eddie’s cheek, only to be batted away. </p>
<p>“I hate you.” Eddie said, “How would you like it if I was constantly touching you?”</p>
<p>“Oh Eds, not in front of the kids!” Richie replied, jokingly throwing his head back and giggling. </p>
<p>The two didn’t even notice the rest of their friends staring at them. </p>
<p>“Will you two just fucking sleep together already?” Stan sighed, his head on Mike’s shoulder. “Spare us all of this?” </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/189458309097/college-au-thing-where-eddie-and-richie-meet" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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37,42 for the Drabble any ship
<p><b>37. Welcome to fatherhood.”</b></p>
<p><b>42. “Stop being so cute.”</b></p>
<p>The sound of crying coming from the baby monitor woke Eddie up out of his sleep as he rolled over in bed. He was just about to mutter to his husband that he would get it, when he realised the other side was already empty. Eddie frowned and sat up, rubbing his eyes and checking the clock next to the bed which read; 03:45. Damn, she was getting earlier and earlier.</p>
<p>If someone had told Eddie three years ago that he would be happily married and father to a beautiful new born baby girl, he’d have rolled his eyes at you and walked away. It was crazy how much three years can change someone’s life for the better. Three years ago, Eddie was working a dead end job, still living with his crazy overbearing mother and trying to fend off the advances of Myra from his mother’s church who was determined to begin a relationship with him.</p>
<p>It was after a rather stressful night at home, trying to explain to his mother once again that he was gay and not interested in Myra that he had gone out to one of the very few clubs that Bangor had to offer. There, he bumped into Richie Tozier, who spilled his fresh drink all over him and the rest, they say, was history. Now he was twenty nine years old, a year married and a new father.</p>
<p>Eddie slowly made his way down the corridor, towards the nursery where their daughter, Claire, slept. He reached the doorway and peaked inside, his heart swelling at the sight of Richie cradling her in his arms, close to his chest. He was murmuring, and Claire had stopped the wailing noises she had been making down the monitor and settled for quiet gurgling as she calmed down.</p>
<p>“You need to <b>stop being so cute</b> so I can actually be mad at you for waking me up, little miss.” Richie scolded playfully, pecking her nose as he padded around the room, still rocking the baby in his arms. “Your daddy has an important meeting tomorrow as well, so we need to be quiet to make sure he gets enough sleep.”</p>
<p>When the two of them had settled down to talk about starting a family, Richie was the one to suggest he take some time off work to take care of their child, whilst Eddie still went out to work. Of course, when they first brought Claire home, Eddie had taken a month off so they could get used to their new family unit, but now he was back in the swing of things and Richie was right, he did have an important meeting the following morning.</p>
<p>“Bit late for that, I’m afraid,” Eddie spoke up, making Richie turn around and sigh at the sight of him. “I guess all I can say to this is; welcome to fatherhood! No sleeping through the night, regardless of important work meetings.” He stepped forward and looked down into Richie’s arms at their daughter, who was now fast asleep. “What was wrong?”</p>
<p>Richie smiled softly and pressed a kiss to Eddie’s hair, “Her diaper needed changing. The second I took her in my arms afterwards she was already nodding off. Sorry if she woke you, I meant to turn the monitor off.” He glared at the piece of technology and Eddie laughed, shaking his head.</p>
<p>“Its fine, I’m glad I woke up, this sight was too good to miss,” he smiled once more and stifled a yawn. “Looks like she is fast asleep though so how about you and I do the same?” Eddie asked and Richie nodded, carefully placing Claire back into her crib. He stepped back and laced their fingers together.</p>
<p>“Love you, Eds.”</p>
<p>“Love you too Richie.”</p>
<p>With that, they made their way back to bed to try and get as much sleep as they could with the remainder of the night. </p> <p><a href="https://eddiefuckinkaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/189459340966/3742-for-the-drabble-any-ship" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: 

Post id: 189525360378
Date: Sat, 07 Dec 2019 01:49:17
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/189525360378/34-14-for-reddie-for-the-smut-prompts-my-dear
Slug: 34-14-for-reddie-for-the-smut-prompts-my-dear
Reblog key: UOB4Sr36
Reblog url: https://jem-carstairs-is-perfection.tumblr.com/post/189525316940/34-14-for-reddie-for-the-smut-prompts-my-dear
Reblog name: jem-carstairs-is-perfection
34 &amp; 14 for reddie for the smut prompts my dear please!!! 💞
<p>mochi my love thank you for the prompt! this sort of got away from me so i owe you some smut lol i’m sorry but i hope you like it anyway! HAPPY FRIENDAVERSAY ILY!💖</p>
<p><b></b></p>
<p>34 - “Tell me what you want.”</p>
<p>14 - “Are you sure? Once we start, i might not be able to stop.”</p>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/21701989"><b>read on AO3</b></a></p>
<p>=====</p>
<p>They fell onto Richie’s bed together, legs tangled as they kissed each other hungrily. It had been a month since they’d begun doing this. A tentative kiss turned into making out for hours turned into experimental roaming of hands. It was hard to say who exactly started it. After all, both of them were slightly tipsy the night The Kiss happened. All Richie could say—as his hand slowly slid down Eddie’s back, causing him to let out a faint whimper—was that he was very happy with the outcome of it all. <br/></p>
<p>If he had to complain about anything, it would be the fact that they hadn’t gone all the way yet. Sure, they’d exchanged hand jobs, and Richie even convinced Eddie to let him give him a blow job, but nothing else beyond that had happened. They hadn’t even <i>talked</i> about any of it. That was the thing with them, though, they were all action and no talk. Thinking about it, Richie decided that maybe his one complaint wasn’t the lack of sex, but actually that he didn’t even know <i>what</i> they were. </p> <p><a href="https://stanleuyris.tumblr.com/post/189524599817/34-14-for-reddie-for-the-smut-prompts-my-dear" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reddie, fic rec, nsfw, ish
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why you hatin on the red hot chili peppers, man?
<p>although i don’t agree with your taste in music, i have to respect your ability to type out this message while longboarding across campus</p>
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it&#039;s been brought to my attention that everytime hader kisses his costars, he always pulls them closer by their neck. so let&#039;s go back to that scene in ch2 where eddie is on top of richie after saving richie from the deadlights and you can see richie&#039;s hand slowly reaching up to eddie&#039;s neck (and richie licked his lips while looking up at eddie)..... makes you Think..........
<p>hader was playing richie as wanting and ready to kiss eddie in that moment i wont accept anything else</p>
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1 and byeler :3plss
<p><b>“Am I bothering you?”</b> Mike asks. </p><p>It’s a hot summer afternoon and they’re sitting on a soft blanket, poorly splayed out on the grass. Will just hums as he shakes his head, his chin nudging Mike’s bony shoulder in a funny way, almost ticklish. Mike is in between Will’s bent legs, his back to Will’s chest as the latter boy has his sketchbook on Mike’s stomach, hugging Mike’s torso as he intently draws the lake in front of them. <i>Lover’s lake</i>. </p><p>Mike watches Will’s fingers, completely hypnotized by the way they moved. As often as they did this, as many times as Mike watched Will’s drawings through every step of the way, from a rough sketch to the final touch ups of his work, Mike knew he’d never get used to it. Will is the most talented person he knows.</p><p>However, it never fails to make him too aware of himself. Will has his face tucked into Mike’s neck, and even though it had Mike’s whole stomach swirling in contentment for having Will so close, it worried him all the same. Mike doesn’t want to distract him; keep him from giving it his best and get closer to his so desired scholarship. Mike just <i>knows</i> he has to be distracting him just by breathing. Will is taking longer to contour his lines than usual. <i>Way</i> longer. “Are you sure?” He insists. </p><p>Will gives him a little huff, but it’s lighthearted. “Yes, Mike. I’m sure.” Kissing his neck briefly. Mike’s skin is a little clammy and Will smiles. “Are <i>you</i> comfortable? You’re sweaty.”</p><p>“No, l mean yes! Yeah l’m good. l like being here.” Mike’s answer is a little too eager, and he has to fight to stay still instead of visibly cringing at himself. <i>Smooth</i>. “Forget I’m here. But don’t. But&hellip; l am a little hungry though. Is it okay if I just hold the bag of chips behind it? I won’t be loud. Or I can just sit by you while you work.” He added, sounding way less enthusiastic than he’d meant to.</p><p>Will chuckles, looking away from the few ducks he was trying to memorize and side eyeing Mike with a fond smile on his face. “I’ll take a break.” </p><p>“No! It’s fine, l don’t want to interrupt you.” </p><p>Will shuts his sketchbook and puts it aside, shuffling for the bag of chips inside his backpack as Mike fumbled to sit in front of Will. “Really, Will, I didn’t-”</p><p>“Mike. It’s fine.” Will gives him a playful look Mike knows better than to contest. He crawls a little closer to Will, defying the laws of physics, trying to fit his lanky legs between Will’s small figure again. </p><p>Both of them stretched their backs in the process, the nice feeling bordering on a dull ache as their sore muscles adjusted. “I’m too tall for cuddles.”</p><p>Will shakes his head at that, smiling lazily as he opened the bag of potato chips. “We both know you’re the little spoon here, Mike.” He teased, getting a mouthful of chips as Mike’s cheeks flushed. </p><p>“Hey!” Mike chimes.</p><p>“You’re cute.” He adds, offering him the bag of chips and looking at Mike in complete adoration. “I’m lucky.”</p><p>Mike smiles and looks down at the bag, grabbing some chips and filling his mouth just like Will had done. He likes the way Will looks at him. It makes him feel special, like he is something precious. Something sweet. </p><p>And to Will, he is. </p>
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(1/2) I have a story that happened in real life that sounds like it a straight up fanfic (please write it). So like 3 years back a bunch of my friends and I got drunk together for the first time. Two of them accidentally slept together. I remember in the morning we woke up to them screaming at each other in the bedroom saying shit like &ldquo;I can&rsquo;t believe this happened&rdquo;. They didn&rsquo;t talk for like two weeks straight and then like half of us staged an intervention with each of them and told them to
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<p>——– </p>
<p>“No, No, NO, NO.”</p>
<p>Richie opened his eyes slowly, feeling like he could have slept for another four hours if not for the screaming that was happening next to him.</p>
<p>“Eds what- what are you shirtless?” He asked, fumbling for his glasses and looking down at himself. “Why am I shirtless?” </p>
<p>“We slept together! We fucking- AHH!” Eddie ran a hand through his hair  and then turned around, looking for his clothes.</p>
<p>“No we didn’t. Eds we probably just fell asleep…” He checked under the covers. “Naked.”</p>
<p>“If the soreness in my ass and the ripped condom are any indication we certainly fucking did.” Eddie replied, pulling on his jeans. “I can’t fucking believe this. I can’t believe this happened. Why did you let this happen Richie?”</p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/189462039117/12-i-have-a-story-that-happened-in-real-life" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Could I get a part 2 of that reddie office au??
<p><b>part two to<a href="https://eddiefuckinkaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/189315596111/i-dont-care-what-you-say-the-nightmare-before"> this prompt </a></b></p>
<p>* * * * *</p>
<p>Eddie watched as Beverly sat on his bed, scrolling through her phone in excitement. Occasionally, she’d glance up at him with wide eyes, grinning from ear to ear which only made Eddie groan internally and wish he had never opened his mouth.</p>
<p>“I can’t believe it’s been almost a week and you haven’t messaged him yet. He was clearly into you!” Bev gasped, throwing herself back on Eddie’s bed dramatically. “Richie Tozier gave you his number and you haven’t messaged him yet. Why not?”</p>
<p>A flush rose up on Eddie’s cheeks and he looked away from his friend and down at his own phone. Richie’s contact name stared back up at him and a nervous flutter overtook his stomach. “I don’t know Bev, I just…I’ve been hurt before and I also don’t want this to affect him joining the company.”</p>
<p>Bev scoffed, “Eddie, how many times have I told you to quit that shitty job. They don’t give two craps about you and even though you do a pretty important job, most of them think you’re there just to run after them and fetch teas and coffees.”</p> <p><a href="https://eddiefuckinkaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/189437652916/could-i-get-a-part-2-of-that-reddie-office-au" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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god i loved ur last prompt! got me curious about the 16 points plan richie had 👀 any chance you sharing something about that with us?
<p><b>Richie’s Sixteen Point Plan To Confessing His Feelings For His Childhood Best Friend Eddie Kaspbrak</b></p><p>1. Work up the courage put his plan into action</p><p>2. Recruit the rest of the losers to help him</p><p>3. Pick a flower on the way to class &amp; tie a note to its stem saying its from a secret admirer</p><p>4. Convince Mike to write the note for him, so Eddie doesn’t recognize his hand writing</p><p>5. Leave said flower on the desk Eddie always sits in during their shared class</p><p>6. Repeat steps 3-5 for anywhere from 4-9 weeks (depending on how much nerve he loses during the process) until Eddie is convinced that he has a secret admirer </p><p>7. Try not to get jealous of himself when Eddie swoons on and on about this dreamy secret admirer </p><p>8. Convince himself not to come forward prematurely and complete the other 8 steps of his plan</p><p>9. Force Stan to probe Eddie for information about his plans for the week </p><p>10. Plan the remaining steps for a night that Eddie is free</p><p>11. Have Bill make plans with Eddie and bring him to the courtyard at precisely 4:45pm on Friday</p><p>12. Write the words, “It’s Me” in glow in the dark paint on the concrete in the middle of the courtyard<br/></p><p>13. Have Ben pick up all of Eddie’s favorite foods from around town</p><p>14. Set up a picnic blanket &amp; stage all the food (and the candles he borrowed from Bev)</p><p>15. Eddie arrives and sees the words “it’s me” and Richie standing beside it (Have to explain what it means and that he is Eddie’s secret admirer)<br/></p><p>16. Kiss &amp; be in love</p>
Tags: 

Post id: 189340830148
Date: Wed, 27 Nov 2019 19:51:56
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/189340830148/please-do-prompt-64-love-that-one
Slug: please-do-prompt-64-love-that-one
Reblog key: gOz1FFPa
Reblog url: https://andaleduardo.tumblr.com/post/189338638580/please-do-prompt-64-love-that-one
Reblog name: andaleduardo
Please do prompt 64! Love that one!
<p>

<b>64. “You’re cute, I’ll give you that. But not cute enough to get away with that!”</b></p>
<h2><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/20884724/chapters/51466963">Read on AO3</a></h2>
<p>“Damn it.” Eddie cursed, running a hand down his face. “Why is this so hard?“ </p>
<p>Richie snorted, &ldquo;That’s what she said.” He snickered without looking up from his homework.</p>
<p>Eddie threw an eraser at him. Then he glanced down at his notebook and let out a frustrated groan. “I don’t know why I don’t get it.&quot; </p>
<p>They were both sitting on Eddie’s bed, working on their physics homework. Well, Richie was working, Eddie was struggling to get past the first problem. </p>
<p>Richie gently patted his knee. &quot;It’s alright Eds. This stuff can be complicated.&quot; </p>
<p>&quot;Not for you. You get it!” Eddie said, gesturing wildly at Richie’s mostly finished worksheet. “And you don’t even pay attention in class.&quot; </p>
<p>Richie gasped dramatically. &quot;Lies and slander!”</p>
<p>&quot;Shut up.” Eddie said with an amused smile. “Rich, I saw you sleep through the entire class last time.”</p>
<p>“Only because I was tired after fucking your mom all night, Eds.&quot; </p>
<p>Eddie rolled his eyes, balling up a piece of paper and throwing it at his friend’s face.</p> <p><a href="https://jem-carstairs-is-perfection.tumblr.com/post/189336708715/please-do-prompt-64-love-that-one" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: 

Post id: 189221569683
Date: Thu, 21 Nov 2019 22:23:40
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/189221569683/richies-attitude-towards-religion-reminds-me-of
Slug: richies-attitude-towards-religion-reminds-me-of
Reblog key: NxVQ5gin
Reblog url: https://reddie-for-anything.tumblr.com/post/189221563071/richies-attitude-towards-religion-reminds-me-of
Reblog name: reddie-for-anything
richie&rsquo;s attitude towards religion reminds me of this one time when i asked my brother why he doesn&rsquo;t go to church with the family and he said &ldquo;i only go to church when i know they&rsquo;re serving jesus&rsquo; blood and bone&rdquo; and i said &ldquo;just say wine and bread, peter, you sound like a cannibal&rdquo; and he said &ldquo;fuck you, why would they have said that the wine and bread symbolizes blood and bone if they didn&rsquo;t WANT the church to sound like a cannibalistic cult&rdquo; then he went into a rant about organized religion
<p>this is why maggie tozier stopped taking her son to mass</p>
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46 + 48
<p><b>46. “Hey, binge eating at Christmas is totally justified!”</b></p>
<p><b>48. “You made gingerbread zombies?”</b></p>
<p><b>* * * * *</b></p>
<p>As Eddie stepped into the apartment he shared with his boyfriend, Richie, the smell of gingerbread hit him square in the face. It was coming from the kitchen, and Eddie dumped his bag and made his way through the living room to the entrance to their kitchen, spotting Richie sliding something into their oven.</p>
<p>It was surprising to see Richie out of bed and actually doing something other than wallowing in self-pity, which he had been doing for the past three weeks, since he lost his job. Not that it was Richie’s fault of course, as some douchebag at the station had called Eddie a few choice words, leading Richie to punching him square in the face, breaking his nose. He was terminated on the spot of ‘aggressive behaviour in the workplace’.</p>
<p>Eddie understood why Richie was so depressed about losing his job, as he had been a comedian radio DJ on one of the prime hour shows. People loved his work and some had even complained about his termination, regardless of whether it was aggressive or not. Yet the producers refused to hire him back, and instead placed the douchebag in charge of Richie’s shows.</p> <p><a href="https://eddiefuckinkaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/189174106931/46-48" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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38 and 62 for the reddie smut prompt?🥺
<p><b>38. “You’re n-not ,um, w-wearing anything under that, are you..?”</b></p>
<p><b>62. “If you don’t like my teasing, then why are you moaning?”</b></p>
<p><b>(notsfw)</b></p>
<p><b>* * * * *</b></p>
<p>Eddie Kaspbrak absolutely hated his roommate Richie Tozier. He hated the way he always left the cap off of the toothpaste in the bathroom, he hated how he never picked his dirty clothes up off of his side of the room until absolutely necessary, he hated that he stayed up late listening to music loudly through his headphones. Yet, the thing he hated most of all, was how fucking attracted to him he was.</p> <p><a href="https://eddiefuckinkaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/189151129861/38-and-62-for-the-reddie-smut-prompt" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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You should write a fic where Richie and Eddie secretly get married before they go off to college and then forget each other and then when Eddie and Myra try to get married they can&rsquo;t cause Eddie is already married.
<p>“I can’t believe that you would do this to us Eddie! I thought you wanted this! Have you been lying to me this whole time?” Myra wailed next to Eddie, sobbing on the arm of the couch, as she had been for the last twenty minutes.</p>
<p>“Myra! I didn’t do anything! I don’t even know who this guy is!” He stared down at the piece of paper with a name- Richie Tozier. The guy he was supposedly married to. But there was no way, Eddie had never even met a Richie, let alone married one. It made no sense. </p>
<p>Besides he wasn’t gay, he was marrying Myra. He knew this and yet the very official looking paper from the licensing bureau said otherwise. </p>
<p>“Two weeks Eddie! We’re supposed to be married in two weeks!” She sobbed. Eddie had to hold himself back from snapping at her. She was acting like he had cheated on her, like this was the worst thing anyone could ever do rather than listening to him. </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/189090424712/you-should-write-a-fic-where-richie-and-eddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Look Eddie is so needy he just doesn&#039;t know it but the day Richie stops giving him &quot;casual&quot; affection cuz he going through some sort of gay panic is the day Eddie goes feral and demands it ie: where is my pat on the head/kiss on the cheek?!?!
<p>richie being so fucking conflicted because he just cant bring himself to say no to eddie so if he sees eddie looking at him expectantly then he’ll reach out and touch him, but also every time he touches eddie he has some sort of gay melt down and cant handle it. but eddie doesnt notice any of richie’s turmoil and whenever richie ruffles his hand through eddie’s hair or rests a hand on eddie’s calf he’s just like yay richie’s giving me attention again :) while richie’s like <i>shitimgayfuckimsogayshitfuckingshit</i></p>
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Can I request a fic for Richie comforting Eddie after he has a panic attack?
<p><i>The fic I wrote for Amelia <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A">@tinyarmedtrex</a>‘s pen pal letter. Please enjoy it as much as she did! &lt;3</i></p>
<p>* * * * *</p>
<p>Richie whistled as he entered the apartment he shared with his boyfriend, and hopefully soon to be fiance, setting his keys in the bowl by the door. He kicked his shoes off and headed towards the living room, hoping to find Eddie as he was always home before Richie on a Friday. </p>
<p>However, when he stepped inside, Eddie was nowhere to be found, but the TV was on. This made panic flare up in Richie’s chest and he crossed the room to look into the kitchen. “Eds? Baby?” He wasn’t in there either and sweat started to form at the back of his neck. “Eds?”</p>
<p>Leaving the kitchen, Richie walked back out of the living room and down the hall towards the bathroom, sticking his head in there to see if Eddie was just taking a shower. Nope, he wasn’t there either. The only other place left to check was their bedroom and Richie was praying to the God he didn’t believe in that Eddie was just taking a nap. </p>
<p>“Eds?” He called, opening the door slowly. “Eds are you in here?” The light was off but Richie could make out a silhouette on the bed and he let out a breath. “Oh fuck, Eddie.” He turned on the light, expecting for Eddie to yell at him for interrupting his sleep, but the sight that greeted him instead was not…something he wanted to see. </p>
<p>Eddie was sitting in the middle of the bed, his eyes dark red from obvious crying and his face was pale white. Between his legs was his phone, which was buzzing. He froze, eyes wide for just a moment before his instincts cut in and he rushed over to the bed, taking Eddie’s face into his hands. “Eds, Eds?” </p>
<p>“Richie?” Eddie whispered, his voice soft and quiet and he looked up at him, the look breaking Richie’s heart into a million pieces. “C-Chee?”</p>
<p>“Hey, hey baby,” Richie breathed, pressing kisses to Eddie’s blond curls. “What happened, baby? Why are you crying? What- what’s wrong sweetie?”</p>
<p>Suddenly, his phone started ringing again from the spot on the bed and Richie looked down, his eyes widening at the caller ID. Sonia. Eddie let out another sob and suddenly his breathing started to pick up, choked and struggling. “R-R-Rich-”</p>
<p>Immediately, Richie grabbed the inhaler from his drawer and brought it to Eddie’s lips, waiting until he took it into his mouth before pushing the trigger. “There we go, my love. That’s it. I’m here.” He didn’t even have to ask about what his mother said or did. He didn’t need to, he just knew. He turned Eddie’s phone off and rushed to turn off the light before returning to the bed. </p>
<p>Whenever Eddie entered a panic attack like this, this was what they would do. Richie would lay behind Eddie and pull him to his chest, the inhaler within arms reach. Sometimes he would sing, sometimes he would just stroke his hair and press kisses there to soothe him. Tonight, Richie just rocked them back and forth until Eddie’s breathing evened out and he fell asleep. </p>
<p>Tomorrow, he would take Eddie out for dinner and ask that all important question. Right now, Eddie just needed him to be there, holding him close and keeping him safe.</p>
<p>Richie was more than happy to oblige to that, no matter what. </p> <p><a href="https://eddiefuckinkaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/188667124558/can-i-request-a-fic-for-richie-comforting-eddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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<p><b><i>“I thought you loved me.” </i></b></p><p>“I do.” Richie breathed softly, his hands buried in his thick curls as his lips twitched slightly. Eddie thought of how small he looked then, sitting on the sofa with his beating heart on display atop of the mahogany coffee table. If things were different-if he himself were different-Eddie might have gotten some kind of sick satisfaction from the whole thing. “Fuck Eddie, I love you so much. You’ve gotta understand that.” </p><p>“That’s a laugh.” Eddie growled from his place across the room. It was raining, the storm outside nothing in comparison to the hurricane in his veins. It was a whirlwind, leaving the air inside of his small apartment thick and sour. He didn’t dare look at Richie knowing full well that when he did the tears would finally come. </p><p>“I just need time.” </p><p>Time, Eddie thought, time for what? Eddie never prided himself on his smarts but he sure as fuck was not stupid. That girl, the one that had gotten Richie all confused and bothered, was undoubtedly going to be apart of that time. Now Eddie knew that Richie would never cheat-never take that unmistakable step towards sin but in some kind of gut wrenching way Eddie thought this was worse. Time. Time to hug and kiss her, time to fuck her. No, giving Richie time was giving him permission to figure out all of his feelings inside of her, and on her presumably. </p><p>“There is no break to this relationship Richie.” Eddie sharpened his teeth on his boyfriends skin, drawing blood with each word. “You are either all in or you’re not.” </p><p>Richie looked at his feet like a child, his bottom lip trembling a little. Eddie felt bad then, a ping of guilt hit him square in the chest but immediately faded as Richie spoke, “That’s not fair.” </p><p>“Fair?” Eddie repeated, the word catching in the back of his throat. “You want to know what’s not fair Richie? The fact that you came here tonight asking for a break because you think you have a thing for the pretty new thing at the station. The fact that you fucking think that I’m gonna let you go and screw around whilie I stew in this apartment-hoping to god that you come back!” There were tears now, against every fiber in his being they came trailing down his cheeks like a badge of shame. “You’re the one being unfair! I’m being honest and committed to this relationship!” </p><p>“So am I.” Richie dared to say back. He looked up to Eddie with hooded eyes, his lashes thick with fresh tears. “I want this to work, I swear to god I do but I can’t be committed with this lingering feeling inside of me. I don’t want to feel this way, I hate myself for it but I can’t keep lying and telling you that everything is okay when it isn’t.” </p><p>Eddie choked, wiping his eyes with the back of his hand as a violent sob ripped through him. Thundered cracked in the sky, fresh rainfall hit the window like bullets and Eddie was sure that this was what heartbreak truly felt like. Richie never rose to console him, never dropped his gaze and Eddie began to pace the small room in an attempt to keep from a complete breakdown. </p><p>“Eddie.” Richie whispered, the name sounding like a prayer on his lips. “I’m so-” </p><p>“I was going to ask you to marry me.” Eddie spoke, stopping suddenly on the far side of the living room. This statement came out thinly, but the second time he said it there was a bit of force behind the confession. “I bought a ring and everything.” </p><p>“I know.” Is all Richie had to say on the matter. </p><p>“You should go.” Eddie advised curtly, hugging his midsection. Richie nodded, standing from the couch and moving towards the door. “Leave your key.” </p><p>Richie turned and looked at him, his shoulders slumping with defeat. There was no argument though because there wasn’t anything left to argue about. This was it, one final display of all they ever were or had been. Of what they could have become. Richie apologized one last time and left his key on top of the counter. As he left the storm thickened and Eddie fell in the wake of it all. </p><p>It was over. </p><p>No clean break. </p><p>Just jagged edges on shattered hearts. </p><p><br/></p>
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I was wondering if you could write a soulmates AU with Reddie of course
<p>Eddie knew how soulmates worked. Everyone did. Society was structured around the concept; people waited to date, to make life decisions, to do much of anything really, until the names appeared on their wrist. </p>
<p>Others would never make those decisions. Instead, they would choose to live their lives alone, rather than risk choosing the wrong name. Because while your soulmate’s name appeared on one wrist your enemy’s name would appear on the other. It was impossible to tell which name belonged to which person- people would try and guess, spend their hard earned money on physics or small talisman that purported to tell them, but it was still guess work at best. </p>
<p>Of course, enemy was subjective. For some people it was a school yard bully or a particularly cruel boss. </p>
<p>Not Eddie though. He knew, deep in his bones, that the name on his wrist was the one that would kill him. He’d been told this from an early age, his mother putting him through intense training so that when the name appeared he could fight and win. His whole life was spent preparing for it, at the expense of everything else. </p>
<p>But when Eddie’s 18th birthday came, to his and his mother’s horror, the same name appeared on both his wrists.</p>
<p>Richie Tozier.</p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/188546602822/i-was-wondering-if-you-could-write-a-soulmates-au" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: ummmm??, fic rec, reddie, soulmate au, okay;;;, richie actually kills him? i thought it would be something like with it or whatever, eddie gives himself and has a big character moment and he’s dead??, what???, bro i gotta see what happens, what is richie doing??
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Ahh I wish there was a fic that had your sortings specifically!! I haven&rsquo;t come across one before. Do you mind feeding us crumbs and sharing any more headcanons pertaining to Slytherin Richie and Gryffindor Eddie? 🥺 I&rsquo;m very attached to them.
<p>Ahhh thank you!! Uhh well here are the og posts about why I sorted them that way: <a href="https://dear-wormwoods.tumblr.com/post/168481883318/reasons-why-eddie-kaspbrak-is-a-gryffindor-as-a">Gryffindor Eddie</a>, <a href="https://dear-wormwoods.tumblr.com/post/168491264838/what-are-your-thoughts-on-richies-hogwarts-house">Slytherin Richie</a>. And <a href="https://dear-wormwoods.tumblr.com/post/187644302218/gryffindor-eddie-ftw-im-curious-what-hogwarts">here’s one that is headcanon-y </a>about all the Losers (I can never decide where to Officially put Ben and Bev so they change houses a lot in my head). And…</p><h2><b>More Hogwarts AU Headcanons:</b></h2><p>- Richie and Eddie of course know each other from Year One, but don’t start dating until Year Five or Six (Richie’s very public Quidditch flirting isn’t enough for Eddie, who is always oblivious and assumed it was a joke meant to distract him from playing, so eventually Richie has to be honest and sincere in private for once in his life and confess that his feelings are very much not a joke).</p><p>- Both Eddie and Richie have trouble conjuring a Patronus. Richie struggles with it because of the emotional nature of the spell; he’s very good at compartmentalizing (which later lends itself well to being quite good at Occlumency) and avoids dealing with his feelings, so he has a hard time opening himself up to the spell. Eddie struggles with it because his life is overwhelmingly lacking in happy memories, because of his mother’s abuse and the death of his father at such a young age. </p><p>- Of course, they end up helping each other succeed at the Patronus spell. Being with Eddie gets Richie to open up, and being with Richie (and the other Losers, too, but y’know) provides Eddie with more happy memories and positive feelings than he knows what to do with. </p><p>- Eddie’s Patronus is some type of bird - a symbol of freedom and peace, mobility and independence (see: <a href="https://dear-wormwoods.tumblr.com/post/176929242678/okay-so-im-re-reading-it-as-you-do-and-theres">train tracks and seagulls</a>). Richie’s is a wolf, which Eddie thinks is badass and, frankly, hot as fuck, but Richie seems really annoyed by it, because…</p><p>- I’m really attached to Richie being an actual werewolf in a Hogwarts AU, as a shout out to his whole Werewolf Thing in the novel. Instead of symbolically seeing himself as a monster who will corrupt and infect Eddie, he will <i>actually</i> be the werewolf and afraid of <i>literally</i> corrupting and infecting Eddie. </p><p>- Once they start seriously dating, it doesn’t take long for Eddie to pick up on the fact that something is wrong. Because he’s Eddie and he pays attention to everything Richie says or does. So even though they’re in different houses, he notices pretty quickly that Richie spends a few days every month, like clockwork, avoiding him. </p><p>- When he confronts Richie about it, Richie makes up some joke about how he has to keep Eddie on his toes, or doesn’t want to overexpose him to his “hot bod, stunning intellect, and unrivaled sense of humor”. Eddie lets him laugh it off and change the subject, but he remains suspicious.</p><p>- And of course starts to lowkey stalk him, and it’s easy because Eddie has a map of Hogwarts in his head, including many of the secret passageways and hideouts, and Richie isn’t very good at sneaking around. He notices that Richie spends a lot of extra time working in the Potions classroom, which is confusing because Richie is good at Potions, he’s good at everything, it’s not like he needs extra help?</p><p>- Long story short, he eventually puts the situation together - Richie avoids him in the days before, during, and after a full moon, and all that time brewing potions outside of class time… has to be Wolfsbane.</p><p>- At first he’s scared, because yeah, he doesn’t want to stumble upon Richie at the wrong time and get attacked, and knows that Richie would never forgive himself if that happened. But at this point he’s head over heels for Richie and would do just about anything for him, so he’s determined to get him to talk and then help.</p><p>- When Eddie finally confronts him about it, Richie can’t avoid the discussion this time, and assumes this is the end of their relationship, their friendship, everything, because he’s a monster, and Eddie’s innocent and Good and he can’t keep tempting fate by staying with him. But Eddie refuses to break up with him, and instead insists that they find a way to make his wolf-days more bearable.</p><p>- So he pulls a Marauder and decides to work on becoming an animagus, so he can still hang out with Richie even while he’s not human, and keep him grounded in ways the Wolfsbane potion can’t. </p><p>- But it sucks, and it’s hard, so he confides in Ben and Mike about what he’s doing in the hopes that they’ll be able to help, but doesn’t tell them <i>why</i> he’s doing it. And of course they’re interested, but it’s a long process and A LOT of work, so while they don’t particularly want to do it themselves, they do agree to help Eddie figure it out (especially since it can go horribly wrong if not done perfectly). </p><p>- Eventually word gets out and Bev, Bill, and Stan are in on it too. None of them know why Eddie is so keen on doing this obnoxiously complex spell, but they’re supportive. Stan only agrees to help on the condition that Eddie promises he’ll register with the Ministry if it’s successful.</p><p>- One day they’re all just chilling by the lake and the topic of transformation comes up, except this time Richie is there, but everyone just assumed he was already in on it and probably came up with the idea before Eddie did. But he’s Pissed and bursts out with, “So what Eddie, you told everyone I’m a fucking werewolf?”, which… he hadn’t, of course, but now the cat’s outta the bag. </p><p>- Naturally the Losers are all loyal and won’t bail on Richie just because of this news, which he is both surprised and touched by. The don’t look at him any differently or treat him like a monster. Because they’re his best friends. And he’s not a monster, not really.</p><p>- They take the animagi thing more seriously after this though, because obviously the stakes are higher and it’s not just an academic pursuit. They all want to help make Richie’s full moons less miserable, and Eddie being able to stay with him during that time is the surest solution. </p><p>- Anyway with everyone’s help, Eddie is eventually able to successfully become an animagus. His animal form is different than his Patronus though - not a bird, but a dog. Specifically, a Cavalier King Charles Spaniel, because that breed is <a href="https://www.telegraph.co.uk/content/dam/pets/2016/10/31/2467164-king-charles-spaniel-puppy_trans_NvBQzQNjv4BqAIxa0bBg7pcy-91O5Mng0w5TTiGwPYRD1An2JfDOkcY.jpg?imwidth=450">Eddie in dog form</a> (sweet, intelligent, gentle, but also playful and emotionally expressive with a love of exploration and running) (<a href="https://dear-wormwoods.tumblr.com/post/179167297913/while-were-on-the-subject-of-james-ransone-with">also there’s this</a> lmao).</p><p>- A little small, but Eddie’s happy with it - he was a worried about becoming a fucking dove like his Patronus, but a small dog is a vast improvement over that because at least this way he can actually run around with Richie and have fun. </p><p>- When Eddie shows Richie, Richie loses his shit over how cute he is. Eddie just can’t escape being the cutest being in the universe, apparently.</p><p>- Richie’s full moons are a lot more fun after that, because he doesn’t feel like a monster anymore - just a guy who’s sometimes a wolf, who is in love with a guy who’s sometimes a dog. </p><p>- And that’s all I have for today, The End.</p><p>(shout out to <a href="https://tmblr.co/mU7_EWOhIcB7mjfitje5JSQ">@richiefuckfacetozier</a> for being the person I talk to about Hogwarts AUs most often)</p>
Tags: 

Post id: 188486180408
Date: Sun, 20 Oct 2019 23:53:49
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/188486180408/got-any-fic-recs-with-eddie-spagettie-topping
Slug: got-any-fic-recs-with-eddie-spagettie-topping
Reblog key: 9lvQCR8L
Reblog url: https://edsbev.tumblr.com/post/188483738198/got-any-fic-recs-with-eddie-spagettie-topping
Reblog name: edsbev
got any fic recs with Eddie Spagettie topping?
<p>the most recent one i read was <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/21077375">‘Give It Up’</a> on ao3 n its rlly good and also pretty funny </p>
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one word prompt for Reddie &mdash; jealousy
<p><br/>hey anon-friend! ty for the prompt! here it is, some fluffy nonsense for you. it’s about lying in a bed and feeling safe and.. only a little bit about jealousy tbh but. i hope you like it! i don’t really mention ages here but they’re about 17. also icr if you can do read mores on mobile? but there’s a cut at some point cos i dont like long text posts. ty for reading! <a href="http://oneangryshot.tumblr.com/ask">send me a one word prompt if you like</a>! for any of the losers i love them all. (other reddie <a href="http://oneangryshot.tumblr.com/post/165748285267">here </a>and <a href="http://oneangryshot.tumblr.com/post/165613071892">here</a>)<br/></p>
<hr><p>Eddie’s pretty sure that Richie’s bed is the most comfortable place in the world. It’s a nest of blankets and pillows and Eddie would never actually sleep in it, because he’d probably get trapped under a pillow and then suffocate and die, but it’s a good place to escape to, when his mother’s at her worst. Like today, she’s screaming and he’s feeling tired and sick and strange so he goes over to Richie’s, and he ignores the voice at the back of his mind that’s telling him that this isn’t really the kind of shit you do with a friend, use his bed for comfort, his room for comfort, him for comfort, because most of the time he doesn’t actually care. Because he needs it. He needs to feel safe.<b><br/></b></p>
<p>So he throws himself, face first, onto Richie’s bed, crawling up to the top, grabbing two of his pillows and holding them over his head, nuzzling his face into the soft. It muffles Richie’s voice and the bright sun through the windows and the sound of the wind outside. He feels the bed move near his butt, Richie joining him, and then a loss of pressure as he steals one of the pillows.</p>
<p>“Wanna talk about it, Eddie baby?” He hears him ask, like he’s speaking through a dream. He’s been calling him that a lot lately, <i>Eddie baby</i>, and he’s not sure how he feels about it. It’s somehow both better and worse than all the other nicknames. </p>
<p>“She thinks I’m dating someone,” says Eddie, muffled against the sheets. “Or fucking them I guess, whatever, she’s been leaving pamphlets about like… gonorrhea and syphilis all over the house and talking about how it rots your brain and makes you crazy and how dirty all the girls on my street are and it’s driving me crazy. Am I supposed to just listen to that? I feel like I should take Georgia Nichols across the road a… a fruit basket or some shit, you know? To apologise.”</p>
<p>“<i>Are </i>you dating someone?” </p>
<p>“Wow, totally not the point, Richie.” Eddie struggles out from under his pillow, throws it at Richie who looks deceptively innocent, who laughs when the pillow knocks his glasses sideways. Eddie misses the softness immediately, steals the one Richie stole off him, turns away to bury his face in it again. </p>
<p>“Just come live with me and my totally normal family,” says Richie. Eddie can only see grey but he can feel Richie moving again, jostling up against his legs. When he settles he’s closer, Eddie can feel the warmth of his body somewhere near his hips. He takes the pillow off his face for a moment, squints behind him. Richie is leaning against the wall, legs bridging Eddie’s butt. Eddie hides himself in the pillow again. “It’ll be cute, like camp, we can steal my mum’s vodka and do shots around a fire.” </p>
<p>“Only if I get to have your bed,” says Eddie.</p>
<p>“Obviously we’ll top and tail,” says Richie, scornfully. He tickles Eddie’s foot and Eddie kicks out, is immediately satisfied when he connects with some part of Richie’s body, making him squeak. “Okay, asshole, you’re sleeping on the floor,” says Richie. “I think you broke my hand.” </p>
<p>“I think you broke your hand against my foot.” </p>
<p>“Hey turn around, I don’t like talking to you when I can’t see your face.” </p>
<p>Eddie does as he’s asked, casting the pillow aside and sitting up, gathering blankets around him instead. It’s not that he’s cold, not exactly, it’s just that there’s something about Richie’s bed that makes him feel safer, more solid in his body, like he gets strength from the weave of the fabric. Plus, it smells nice. Like sun-warmed cotton, like something sweet but not too sweet, sugar and lemons.</p>
<p>Richie smiles at him, nose wrinkled and hair wild, and that makes Eddie feel safer too.</p> <p><a href="https://oneangryshot.tumblr.com/post/165809434197" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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(1/2) Just thought of a scenario where Richie is invited on a game show for couples where they have to answer questions about each other. The show figured they&rsquo;d have a famous comedian cracking jokes while his long-suffering boyfriend rolls his eyes, but joke&rsquo;s on them, since Eddie is just as a chaotic, plus they understand each other&rsquo;s weirdness so well they&rsquo;re virtually unstoppable.
<p>

(2/2) The question will be something like “what’s your partner’s favorite thing about you?” and of course Richie writes “my massive dick.” They pan over to Eddie, expecting an annoyed or embarrassing response, but he in fact wrote “his frankly massive dick.” They high-five as the host looks into the camera like his soul’s left his body, basically Steve Harvey on Family Feud

<br/></p>
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do you have any good fluffy reddie fic recommendations? i&rsquo;m really sad and need to cheer myself up
<p>I do!</p><ul><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13102134">You Can Count on Me to Misbehave</a></li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/12709575">What’s My Name?</a></li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/12598800">Find Your Fire</a></li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/12325209">Coffee and Carnival Bears</a></li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/12057132/chapters/27303966">but you don’t even like me</a></li></ul><p>I hope you feel better!</p>
Tags: fic rec, reddie, nsfw, ish
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Confessing/sad or hurt feelings in the kitchen. I wanna read your magic, sweetie, pls
<p><b>Hehe hope you like it, thanks so so much for the prompt! I loved writing this ♡</b></p>
<p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/21032942/chapters/50119304">READ ON AO3</a></b></p>
<p><b>(Send me a kissing prompt (place + reason) from <a href="https://moonlightrichie.tumblr.com/post/188343782351/a-kissing-prompt-list">THIS LIST</a>)</b></p>
<p><b>Warnings: Alcohol, cursing, mentions of sex and smoking</b></p>
<p>Richie had just been trying to enjoy himself.</p>
<p>He’d had a few beers, smoked with Bev out on the porch and danced to the bass-filled music currently shaking his classmate’s house. At some point he’d been making out a little with Lisa from English class, the two having found each other on the dance floor. Nothing serious, just harmless fun; something the two of them would never talk about again after tonight. </p>
<p>Nothing he’d done throughout the entire night was bad, he was pretty sure. It was a party after all. There were some people having sex in the parents’ bedroom and others smoking weed in the basement. Richie hadn’t done any of those things, and not that he found any of the two to be especially bad either. If he’d wanted to, he probably could have been with Lisa from English class in one of the second floor bedrooms right now, getting it on. </p>
<p>But he wasn’t. </p>
<p>Because before he’d even thought about going that far, Eddie had put a hand on Richie’s bicep, pulling him away with fingers digging harshly into his soft flesh. </p>
<p>“What the fuck do you think you’re doing?” he’d spit out angrily, not letting go of Richie’s arm until they were standing alone in the kitchen, putting his hands on his hips and staring Richie down with lightning in his eyes.</p>
<p>Richie hadn’t known how to respond, because how was he supposed to reply to that? Instead he’d just blinked, doing a double take as Eddie’s words processed in his brain. He hadn’t done anything wrong, so why was Eddie being so mad at him right now?</p> <p><a href="https://moonlightrichie.tumblr.com/post/188405482541/confessingsad-or-hurt-feelings-in-the-kitchen-i" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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42 + Reddie please!
<p><b>42. I’m going to save you from the terrible date you’re having</b></p><p>“And you know what else? My parents paid for me to travel all over London for an entire summer! God, it was fantastic. I pity anyone who doesn’t go. I mean, seriously, everyone needs to go see Europe. Fuck school, money, whatever. I don’t care. No excuses, am I right?”</p><p>The boy in front of him stopped talking very suddenly and Eddie almost jolted with the force of it. He sputtered, almost dropping his fork down onto his plate.</p><p>“Uh, yeah, totally.”</p><p>What was this guy even talking about? Drop all your responsibilities and prance around overseas for three whole months with what money? Eddie should have known better than to say yes to this date. The first message this guy ever sent him said <i>Let me take you out on the most expensive date you’ve ever been on. I won’t disappoint, I promise ;)</i></p><p>Eddie can’t even remember why he replied. Probably to say something snarky back. Maybe it was even to make fun of the guy right to his face. Well, that backfired. Now he’s stuck here listening to the epitome of rich, while, male privilege drone on and on about <i>daddy’s money</i> and <i>expensive clothing</i> and <i>first class flights</i>. </p><p>“What about you, Eddie? Where’s your favorite place to travel?”</p><p>Jeez, does this guy not know him at all? Of all the times Eddie’s said he hasn’t gone many places, of all the times he said he only makes a modest living. God, how fucking arrogant. </p><p>His annoyance must shine through because suddenly his date corrects himself. “Is there anywhere you’d like to go?”</p><p>Eddie considers this for a moment. Yeah, sure, there’s plenty of places he’d like to go. He’d love to see Europe, for starters, but something bitter inside of him doesn’t want to give this douche the satisfaction of knowing that. </p><p>“I’ve always wanted to go out to California. My best friend went to school out there and loved it.” </p><p>“Oh, don’t even get me <i>started</i> on California. Your friend has no idea what he’s talking about. It’s such a cheap trick. Nothing there is real, not even the mountains. You can get better views up in Iceland. You should let me take you there.”</p><p>Ugh! It takes every single bone in Eddie’s body not to smash his head against the table. First off, how fucking pretentious. Second, how dare he insult Richie like that? Richie is his best friend. God, if he were out to dinner with Richie instead this wouldn’t be so fucking painful. It feels like Eddie’s ripping his own teeth out one by one without painkillers – he can hardly even enjoy his food! Richie would make it feel like the best dinner in the world. </p><p>“And you know, it’s really beautiful –”</p><p>“Excuse me,” Eddie cuts in, not even trying to be polite. “I have to go to the bathroom.”</p><p>“Oh, sure! Take your time. I’ll order dessert while you’re gone. Baked Alaska sound good?”</p><p>Eddie makes a noise that could be either a confirmation or denial as he stands but his date doesn’t question it. He just smiles down at the menu and the pulls out his phone – the newest iPhone, probably preordered. Eddie has to stop himself from scoffing. </p><p>He makes his way to the bathroom with quick, short steps and doesn’t hold back when he throws the door open. It slams loudly against the wall and someone standing in the far corner jumps, before turning around. </p><p>“Whoa, what gives – oh! Eds, finally. Jesus you take forever to piss, you know that?”</p><p>Eddie freezes in his tracks. What the actual fuck? He’s going to be dreaming. This has to be a hallucination because there’s no way Richie is standing in front of him right now. Make if he shakes his head a little bit and shuts his eyes fake Richie will go away?</p><p>“What are you doing? Pick your jaw off the floor, man. How’s it going out there?”</p><p>Nope. Still here. </p><p>Eddie makes quick work of crossing the room. He gets close to Richie before glancing under the stall doors to confirm the room in empty before asking, “Richie, what are you doing here?”</p><p>“What does it look like I’m doing here? I’m here to save you from this awful date!”</p><p>“How did you know it’s awful? Have you been spying on me?” He can’t help the way his voice raises an octave, getting more screechy the longer they talk. </p><p>“No, I could just tell it was going to be shit. Look at him, he’s a walking travesty!” Richie takes another step toward him while he talks and Eddie feels his heart fall into the bottom of his chest for just a second. </p><p>“How long have you been in here?”</p><p>“When did your date start? Forty-five minutes ago?” </p><p>A nod from Eddie. </p><p>“Yeah, about that long.” Eddie is about to open his mouth and say something but before he can, Richie keeps going. “We have about another minute of safety before he starts to get suspicious and checks on you. The window is open, Eds. What do you say?”</p><p>Eddie doesn’t even hesitate to take Richie’s hand. He already knows who he’d rather spend his night with. <br/></p>
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48 + reddie or bevchie it&#039;s your call my dude
<p>48. I called you at 2am because I need you</p><p>“Good morning, ma’am,” comes through the speaker in a thick, southern accent. It sounds over the top, emphasis placed on the ma’am more than anything else in a way that really draws the vowels out. “We here at Electric United got your information from the public records, see, and after careful consideration we determined that you are eligible for reimbursement!”</p><p>There’s no answer from the other end. Maybe there’s a light sigh, but other than that nothing else rings through the speaker. </p><p>“I know how exciting this may be, little lady, so keep your britches on.”<br/></p><p>Still silence. Maybe she’s hung up. Maybe she’s figured it out, grown irritated at having been called at all. Still, though, he can’t stop himself when he presses on, keeps talking into what could be just an empty receiver. </p><p>“Now, in order to process your entitled money, we’re gonna need your credit card inform –”</p><p>“Richie, I know it’s you.”</p><p>He stops in his tracks, voice completely freezing in the back of his throat, almost choking him. The line stays dead for another second, nothing but the tell-tale sound of the line cracking once or twice to indicate she’s still there.</p><p>“Hey, Bev.”</p><p>“Richie, it’s two in the morning.”</p><p>Yeah, it is. Richie glances at the bright red numbers glaring at him from on top of his stove. They shine bright, too bright in the darkness of his kitchen. Idly, his free hand creeps up the wall and his fingers tangle in the spiraled chord of the phone. </p><p>“Really? Is it? I hadn’t noticed.”<br/></p><p>She sighs now, deep and heavy. Her voice sounds shrouded in sleep. Its soft around the edges, muffled by the dreams she might still be coming out of. “Okay.”</p><p>She stops there, tossing the proverbial conversation basketball back onto his side of the court. Things fall into silence yet again and he feels stifled by it, absolutely consumed. God, it’s too much but she knows that. She knows he can’t handle silence, that she can break him with a single word and two beats of a breath. </p><p>Isn’t that the reason he called in the first place? The silence of it all is too much to bear. It’s too much to lay in bed staring up at the ceiling, completely alone. With no one to talk to he’s forced to let his mind run wild with thought after thought until it eats him up from the inside out.</p><p>He should tell her, he really should. Just open up and get it off his chest now so they can talk about it and he let her sleep. It should be easy and he rolls it around in his mouth for a moment. It tastes heavy, makes his mouth feel like it’s filled with tar. Maybe that’s why he says, “What’cha up to?</p><p>She’s quick to reply this time, clicking her tongue in response and saying, “Richie, honey, I’m sure you’re tired right now but can I ask you something?”</p><p>“Anything.”</p><p>“Are you fucking serious?”</p><p>“I’m always serious, Bev,” He says back, means for it to come off as a joke but his voice is too soft. </p><p>“Richie,” She says, voice firm but gentle on the other end. He can see her in his mind, sitting down at her kitchen table and putting her head in her free hand. “Why did you call?”</p><p>He thinks about making another joke but apparently his brain is finally catching up with his body because all of his defense mechanisms lower and he says, “I knew you would answer.” </p><p>He doesn’t even think about the words as he says them, they just come spilling out and then suddenly they’re there. He can’t take them back and she can’t unhear them. His heartrate picks up in his chest for a moment, his breath clattering in and out of his mouth. </p><p>She sighs again, one final time. It doesn’t sound exasperated this time. No, it’s full of something a little fuller, a little homier. It makes Richie melt into her through the phone. </p><p>“What’s going on, hun?”<br/></p>
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Can we please get some soft bichie kisses,, please. Bichie content.. I&#039;m starving,,,,
<p>bichie content i can 1000% provide my guy</p><p>Richie groaned as he moved about under the covers, trying to keep himself warm in Bill’s freezing cold bedroom. “Dude, if you don’t get a radiator or a fucking heated blanket I’m gonna call my lawyer.” </p><p>Bill snorted beside him, and curled up against Richie’s front. “Stop being such a b-baby.” He teased, wrapping his arms around his boyfriends waist. “You’re over dramatic.”</p><p>Richie huffed. “Am not. Come closer.” He mumbled, pressing his face into Bill’s neck to try and steal his body heat. “Soft.” </p><p>“I’m soft?” Bill laughed, and cradled Richie’s head. “You’re c-c-cute.” He whispered, kissing over his cheek. Bill sighed and closed his eyes, needing to get some sleep after the past few nights. He and Richie always stayed up late over winter break to play games, get high and makeout. It was tradition even before they started dating. </p><p>From where he was lying, Richie smiled at the gentle kisses and decided to press some of his own kisses to Bill’s neck, knowing very well it was a big weakness of his. Bill moaned and it rumbled through his chest, making Richie shiver. “And you say I’m the cute one.” Richie mumbled against his skin. Bill held him close and eventually pulled Richie away to kiss him on the lips.</p><p>Their kisses were usually always slow and lazy, their tongues gently running over one another and their lips moulding together perfectly after years of practise. Bill sighed and wrapped Richie’s thigh around his waist, running his hands over his body. “I love you.” He whispered, and Richie grinned.</p><p>“Don’t be gay, dude.” Bill burst out laughing at the same time Richie did, and the two pressed their foreheads together as they tried to calm down so neither would wake Bill’s parents. That’s the last thing they needed. Richie peppered kisses over his boyfriend’s face before smiling at him. “But…seriously, Bill. I love you too.” He said and thankfully, due to how dark it was, he didn’t see Bill’s intense blush.</p><p>“Shut up and k-k-kiss me, idiot.”</p>
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(1/11) Richie doesn&rsquo;t think he&rsquo;s been this turned on since - well, since the last time he had to travel for work without Eddie - and to be honest, he should have expected that his husband would be like this when he got back, because Eddie is always like this whenever he&rsquo;s forced to spend upwards of 24 hours without Richie&rsquo;s dick in or around him. But it&rsquo;s whatever. It&rsquo;s not like either of them are complaining.
<p><a href="https://ransonejames.tumblr.com/post/188320190843/111-richie-doesnt-think-hes-been-this-turned" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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concept: nerd!richie getting flustered by seeing mechanic!richie at work
<p><b>richie, leaning against the side of the car eddie’s working on:</b> so…cars huh</p><p><b>eddie:</b> ?</p><p><b>richie:</b> love them. love the way they…go fast and stuff</p><p><b>eddie, wiping his hand over his cheek and leaving a streak of oil just under his eye:</b> do you need something richie?</p><p><b>richie, sweating in bi panic bc that is so fucking cute and also eddie is only wearing a tank top and his arms are fucking <i>ripped</i>:</b> um. did you *elbow slips from the car door and almost sends him toppling over* um… *straightens up and fixes his glasses* did you ever see cars 3?</p>
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Reddie 75 and 87 pleaseee :)
<p>Thank you for the prompt. Here it is!</p>
<p><b>75. “We may be soulmates, but that does not mean you can just waltz in here like you own the place! I could have been naked or something!”  </b></p>
<p><b>87. “What? Sorry–I didn’t hear you. I was too busy getting lost in your eyes. Ow! What? I was just trying to seduce you!”  </b></p>
<p>Eddie pushed open the door to the cinema, welcoming the feeling of the cool air from the AC against his skin after walking all the way there in the hot summer air. The place was empty except for one person wiping the concession stand distractedly. That person looked up as soon as Eddie walked in, dropping the rag to adjust his glasses. </p>
<p>“Eds my love!” Richie said, flashing him a huge grin.</p>
<p>“Hi Rich.” Eddie said. He had long ago given up on trying to get Richie to not to call him any of that, even if it still made his cheeks pink up every time. </p>
<p>“How was the arcade?” Richie asked, his task abandoned, his attention now solely on Eddie. “I wish I could’ve gone with you guys.“ </p>
<p>Bill and Eddie went to the arcade earlier that day. They had asked Richie to join them and he would’ve, if he didn’t have a shift at the cinema.</p>
<p>That was probably the only thing Richie didn’t like about his summer job ⎯missing plans with his friends. The free candy, the free tickets and the money, even if it wasn’t much, almost made up for it. </p>
<p>Having Eddie visit him did too, he would often say. </p> <p><a href="https://jem-carstairs-is-perfection.tumblr.com/post/187972834680/reddie-75-and-87-pleaseee" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Reddie &quot;in the rain&quot; because of &quot;love&quot; pls 👀
<p><b><a href="https://tmblr.co/mKUQj1SCO5wVREdVhC0bdNA">@thundercatseddie</a> also requested this.</b></p>
<p>“I dare you… to kiss Richie!” Bill said with a broad smile, making the whole group jump in surprise. Eddie watched him shocked, holding his breath and not daring to turn to face the friend on his left.<b></b></p>
<p>He frowned at the look of defiance that Bill gave him, though, quickly losing his temper.</p>
<p>“No.”</p> <p><a href="https://anellope.tumblr.com/post/188196501426/reddie-in-the-rain-because-of-love-pls" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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L with reddie maybe pretty pls?
<p><b><i>“Let’s just pretend that this didn’t happen.”</i></b></p>
<p><b><i>NSFW </i></b></p>
<p>“This is going to look so cool Eds, just wait.” Richie said, bouncing in the chair and making Eddie’s job next to impossible.</p>
<p>“Only if you sit still! Otherwise you’re going to end up with a blue neck and face.”</p>
<p>“It’s still sexy Eds, everyone wants to fuck a smurf.”</p>
<p>Eddie closed his eyes, shaking his head even though Richie couldn’t see him. “Literally no one wants to do that. That’s just a you thing.”</p>
<p>“Come on Eds, you’re telling me Papa Smurf never did it for you?” He asked, tilting his head back to look at Eddie. </p>
<p>Despite himself Eddie smiled, rolling his eyes as he did. “No Richie, he didn’t. Now sit still.”</p>
<p>Amazingly the other boy listened and let Eddie finish dying his hair.  Richie had decided that one of his first acts of college rebellion would be electric blue hair.  They’d bleached it earlier and now- after taking a million pictures- they were dying it blue. Eddie had laid towels down on Richie’s floor, hoping not to stain anything. </p>
<p>“I like this.” Richie commented, leaning back. “Just you and me, your hands in my hair.”</p>
<p>Eddie was again grateful he was behind Richie so the other boy didn’t see his blush. “We hang out all the time.”</p>
<p>“With everyone else.” </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/188198006382/l-with-reddie-maybe-pretty-pls" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Continua a leggere</a></p>
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We&rsquo;ve all read the reddie fics where they&rsquo;re dared to kiss one another...... but... let me raise you.... could you write one where instead.... Eddie dares Richie to kiss him? (Or vise versa. Whichever your preference)
<p>Richie spent a lot of his time reminding himself of all the things that he wasn’t supposed to do. </p>
<p><i> Don’t pick your acne, it’ll scar. Don’t wear that outfit, it’s hideous. Don’t be so loud, don’t make that joke. </i></p>
<p>The word <i>don’t </i>had a permanent spot in his mind, defining his life and every action he took. </p>
<p><i>Don’t </i></p>
<p><i>Don’t </i></p>
<p><i>Don’t </i></p>
<p>Tonight he was sitting with his friends and classmates, playing truth or dare.</p>
<p><i>(don’t pick truth, they’ll know your secret) </i></p>
<p>He’d already done three dares, each dumber than the last. Eddie had spent most of the game huffing at him, small bursts of annoyance escaping his lips. But that was fine. If Eddie was annoyed at him it meant that Richie had his attention. It meant that Eddie sat near him, his hand on Richie’s knee, as he urged Richie not to drink whatever was in that cup.</p>
<p><i>(Don’t think about how warm his hand was, how Eddie’s shampoo smelled) </i></p>
<p>Then it was Eddie’s turn. </p>
<p>“He’s picking truth.” Richie said, pinching Eddie’s cheek. Eddie yelped and glared at him. </p>
<p><i>(Don’t be so obvious)</i></p>
<p>He drew his hand back, regretting the action. “He always picks truth.” Richie added.</p>
<p>“Fuck you.” Eddie glared at him. </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/188152686227/weve-all-read-the-reddie-fics-where-theyre-dared" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Okay! Can I request Richie and Eddie working at the same Station but Richie is a radio jockey and Eddie is a news reporter and just them meeting for the first time at the station despite both working there for a while? Lots of flirting please!
<h2><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14520066/chapters/49637591">Read Here on AO3</a></h2>
<p>“Who the hell finished the coffee?” Eddie asked, whirling around. “If you finish it you have to make more!” He said, slamming the empty pot down. </p>
<p>No one looked at him and he groaned, running his hands over his face in annoyance. He had less than ten minutes before his shift started and he desperately needed coffee. Anything to help him get through a shift with Myra. He tipped the pot over his mug, watching miserably as a few drops fell. </p>
<p>“It was me.” A voice said from next to Eddie, sounding sheepish. “I’m not really used to other people being here when I am and I forgot to make more.”</p>
<p>Eddie whirled around on him, about to scream that that didn’t make sense but the words died on his lips as he saw the guy. He was cute. Really cute. Big hipster glasses magnified his bright green eyes, his messy black hair was pulled back into a bun and he was tall. Basically all the things Eddie liked rolled up into one lanky package.  </p>
<p>But he had also finished the coffee and right now that made him the enemy.</p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/188112557977/okay-can-i-request-richie-and-eddie-working-at" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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hanzier butbuts just Mike laying in between riches legs in bed. A CONCEPT
<p>Richie scrolled through the comedy section on Netflix over and over again, still having no idea what he wanted to watch. He chewed his lip in concentration as he went through the section again…and then one more time just to make sure something hadn’t been miraculously posted since the last time he looked. But still nothing. He groaned and opened his mouth. “Michael, the Netflix isn’t working.” He called to his boyfriend who was currently stepping out of the shower. </p><p>Mike dried off his face, a towel already wrapped around his strong hips, and frowned. “What do you mean it isn’t working? Did the WiFi go down again?” He called back, checking his complexion in the mirror to make sure his new skincare routine was working. If he could, he’d wrestle Richie into the bathroom and wash his face for him with all of his lovely new products, but that was wishful thinking. </p><p>“No, that’s all fine.” Richie replied, throwing the remote down in annoyance. “It’s just not showing me anything interesting. Therefore, it’s broken.” From the bathroom, Mike chuckled to himself. His boyfriend was so damn picky but he had to admit, it was pretty cute. </p><p>“Lemme pick something.” He said, walking into the bedroom from the en-suite and smiling down at him. He stood at the side of the bed and stroked Richie’s hair back so he could kiss his forehead, earning a soft hum from him in return. “Pass me the remote, babe.” He said softly. </p><p>“You’re looking particularly dashing this evening, Mikey.” He grinned, shamelessly looking at his abs and biceps whilst handing Mike the TV remote. <i>He could just lick him all over right now, even if all he tasted was citrus soap and water.</i></p><p>Mike snorted and scrolled through the documentary section instead, running his fingers absentmindedly through Richie’s hair. It calmed him down, but right now he had never been so relaxed in his life. “How about something creepy?” He asked excitedly, seeing some true crime documentaries come up in their recommended. </p><p>Richie nodded. “I’ll have to hide behind my big strong man for most of it, but I know you love your spooky scary stuff.” He said, kissing Mike’s wrist where it was just above his cheek. Mike smiled fondly down at him and bent down to capture Richie’s puffy pink lips in a kiss. Richie sighed, cupping Mike’s jaw and smirking. “I don’t wanna make you all dirty again.” He winked when he pulled away. “But my mind is racing, right now.” </p><p>Mike laughed and ruffled Richie’s hair, picking a documentary and gently putting the remote on the bedside table. He turned to their dresser and pulled out some boxers, hanging his towel back up and changing into them. He wore flannel pyjamas to bed every night - except in the summer when Richie insisted he wear just boxers, purely so he didn’t get too hot during the night of course, no funny business here - and he put on some pants before shaking his head. No shirt tonight, Richie would keep him warm enough. </p><p>He walked back to the bed and climbed over Richie, who was already snuggling down in his hoodie. Richie was never, ever warm, so he always bundled himself up as if he lived in the Arctic and not a warm cottage home in the English countryside - Mike’s amazing choice. </p><p>Mike looked at his boyfriend of four years, and smiled. He then kissed his cheek and got under the covers before clambering into his lap and lying down between his legs, head resting just underneath Richie’s sharp chin. Richie, who hadn’t expected this affection just yet, stared down at Mike with wide eyes. “Comfy?” He whispered, and Mike nodded, taking Richie’s arms and wrapping them around his bare tummy. Richie ran his hand over Mike’s abs and kissed the back of his head. “I love you, ya know.” He whispered.</p><p>Mike turned to look up at him and kissed Richie again, lazily this time and for a lot longer. “I love you too.” He breathed, hearing the music from the TV pick up and turning back round. Richie leaned against the headboard and smiled throughout the entire documentary. Usually he’d be a little bit of a bitch when it came to true crime, but with Mike right there, holding him tight…he didn’t mind so much. </p>
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&ldquo;Are you just gonna stare?&rdquo;
<p><i>Please accept almost 3k words of smut and a smitten Richie! Notsfw ahead, obvs. </i></p>
<p><i>* * * * * </i></p>
<p>Richie had an added bounce in his step as he walked into the coffee shop where he was meeting with his best friend, Bev. She was sitting in their usual booth, coffee’s already sitting on the table and he slipped into the seat across from her. He lifted the cup and took a big gulp, sitting it down with a sigh and a smile. “Morning Miss Marsh.”<b></b></p>
<p>“You are…surprisingly happy this morning, what’s going on?” Bev asked, raising an eyebrow softly and Richie flushed a little, giving her a shrug of response. </p>
<p>He ran a hand through his hair, “I spent the night at Eddie’s last night,” he admitted, cheeks going a little red. Bev seemed to catch on to his nervousness and let it go with a wave of her hand. </p>
<p>However, Richie’s thoughts had been kicked into overdrive and he started thinking about Eddie, his boyfriend, and the night they spent together. He had met Eddie Kaspbrak on his first day of college and they had become fast friends, and then Richie had fallen head over heels in love with him. Not wanting to ruin their friendship though, Richie kept his feelings to himself. That is, until three months ago when Eddie had kissed him and told him he’d been crazy about him since the day they met. </p>
<p>Now, three months later, their relationship was still new but going strong. The previous night, he had spent the night in Eddie’s dorm for the first time and Richie was still floating on cloud nine. He really was so far gone for Eddie it was insane. </p>
<p>“You really love him, don’t you?” Bev asked, bringing Richie out of his lovesick thoughts and he nodded his head. “That’s so sweet. I’m so happy that you’re happy.”</p>
<p>It was their last year of college, and in six months time, they would be graduating and moving on to their adult part of their lives. Richie just hoped when that came around, he and Eddie would still be together and…and possibly talking about getting a place together. He’d never bring that up to Eddie, not unless he wanted to scare him away forever. </p>
<p>“Yeah. I really do, Bev. I really do.”</p>
<p>Bev reached a hand over and squeezed Richie’s hand tight, “Are you seeing him again tonight?” She asked. </p>
<p>Richie nodded his head and gestured to the Deli bar in the coffee shop. “Yeah, he’s at the dance studio at the moment and I promised him I’d take him lunch before we went to see a movie or something. Since we both don’t have classes this afternoon.” </p>
<p>“You guys are so domestic,” Bev laughed. “I think it’s incredibly cute, you taking him lunch.”</p>
<p>Ignoring her, Richie slipped out of the booth and headed to the counter, listing off Eddie’s order for his favourite sandwich. He glanced at the clock, realising that if he left now, he could surprise Eddie with an early lunch and maybe watch him do whatever dance he was practicing in the studio. It wasn’t something that Eddie needed for college, just something he liked to do. Richie didn’t even know what style he practiced, but he was planning on finding out this afternoon. </p>
<p>“As much as I loved this, Bev, I have a boyfriend to deliver lunch to!” Richie grinned and winked, blowing her a kiss as she waved him goodbye. </p> <p><a href="https://eddiefuckinkaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/188048176521/are-you-just-gonna-stare" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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I have this AU of like 18y/o Reddie meeting in a Sephora. Like Richie is into make up and he lets Bev do his for demonstration and Stan is like the store manager and Eddie comes in once to buy his mom a gift and he just falls in fucking love with Richie who is in a full fucking face of make up
<p>Oh I am into this. <br/></p><ul><li>Richie is bored and at the mall so he decides to go visit Bev, who just got a job a Sephora. <br/></li><li>She’s bored too, its a slow day so she offers to do his make up. <br/></li><li>Richie has worn make up a little before- maybe some eye liner or mascara but nothing dramatic. But he trusts Bev and he’s seen all the movies that are playing so, yea, why not. <br/></li><li>He watches as Bev gather at least two dozen products.</li><li>‘Is that what it takes to make me beautiful Bev?’ He asks, twirling a mascara wand in his fingers. ‘Six eye shadows and three lipsticks?’</li><li>‘It’s a start.’ She grins at him and he sticks his tongue out. ‘Now be quiet, don’t mess up my masterpiece.</li><li>He listens, falling silent and watching the few customers that are in the store. <br/></li><li>She’s nearly done when a guy Richie’s age comes in, looking confused. He’s gorgeous, small and angelic and Richie can’t stop staring. He watches the guy look around the store and then his eyes settle on Richie. For a brief second Richie thought that he was going to say something rude but then his mouth drops and he just stares.</li><li>Richie grins, winking at the guy- who immediately blushes and turns around to start talking to the manager, Stan. Richie watches them go to one of the stations and he has a sense that the guy won’t be here long. </li><li>‘Bev! Let me be free! I need to propose!’ He says, craning his neck to keep one eye on the guy.<br/></li><li>She tsks but moves back, handing Richie a mirror to see her work. He has to admit he looks good- dramatic purple and blue eye make up make his eyes pop and highlighting bring out his cheekbones. <br/></li><li>‘I look good.’ He says, unable to keep the shock from his voice.</li><li>‘You always do.’ She kisses his cheek. ‘Now go get your man.’</li><li>Richie stands, seeing that the guy is already checking out, still chatting with Stan. He turns and sees Richie, going bright red again.</li><li>‘Hey,’ Richie says, leaning on a counter and immediately tipping a display case. He scrambles to grab them and misses. But its worth it when the guy giggles.</li><li>‘Come here often?’ Richie asks as he bends over, grabbing the spilled containers. He comes over and helps Richie, standing close.</li><li>‘No. My mom needed cover up and sent me.’ He holds up the small bag. ‘I thought it would boring but-’</li><li>‘But?” Richie asks, dumping the make up on the counter.  He’s is openly watching Richie, eyes scanning his face. Richie almost blushes from the direct attention. <br/></li><li>‘It wasn’t.’ He smiles. ‘I’m Eddie.’</li><li>‘Richie.’</li><li>’You look great in make up Richie.’</li><li>‘You look great in a fanny pack.’ He says, reaching out and fiddling with the zipper on Eddie’s pack as an excuse to stay close. He enjoys the blush that floods Eddie’s cheeks. <br/></li><li>‘Are you on deck for another demo?’ Eddie asks, pointing behind them.</li><li>Richie turned to see Stan and Bev both openly watching them. They flashed a thumbs up as he looked. He glared at them.</li><li>‘No I’m free. Do you need to get that to your mom?’ He asks, poking the bag.</li><li>Eddie shakes his head, smiling at him.</li><li>‘Do you like cinnabun? Because I have a coupon.’</li><li>‘Sexy and thrifty.’ Eddie smiles again. ‘I’m in.’</li><li>Richie leads him out of the store and to their first date. </li></ul>
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part 2 of waiter richie pls🥺🥺
<p><i>You asked for a part two, and here it is! Enjoy!</i></p>
<p><b><a href="https://eddiefuckinkaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/187840265591/richie-working-as-a-waiter-and-accidentally">Part One</a> || <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15796833/chapters/49395392">AO3</a></b></p>
<p>* * * * *</p>
<p>“Will you stop being a depressed weirdo and help me with these orders?” Bev asked as she looked at Richie who was moping in the back of the kitchen. Richie looked up at her and flipped her off, rolling his eyes as he jumped down from the counter. Ever since last week, since Eddie came into the restaurant and then left, he had been in a funk.</p>
<p>It had been just about a week now, and Richie had been hoping that Eddie would come back in. He was hoping that Eddie had felt the connection too, but he never did. He tried to convince himself that Eddie wasn’t going to come back, because he was out with his mother and his girlfriend. </p>
<p>“Excuse me for being in a funk Marsh,” Richie sighed and picked up a glass, following the order on the screen. The place was very quiet as it was a Sunday afternoon and they only had one table. “Did you lie to me about how busy it was to get me to work?”</p>
<p>Bev shrugged, sticking her tongue out, “Maybe? I mean if you wanna earn cash you gotta work for it.” She laughed and picked up the drink Richie had finished making. She stepped out from behind the bar and Richie watched her eyes glance towards the door before she turns back to him. “You have a visitor.”</p> <p><a href="https://eddiefuckinkaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/187967760901/part-2-of-waiter-richie-pls" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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reddie kissing by a campfire for a bet ✌
<p>thank you for the prompt el!! tumblr deleted the first draft of this when i was almost done and i really liked how it had come out so i hope this doesn’t disappoint because i couldn’t remember what i wrote the first time dkjnfks :’(</p>
<p><b>Read on <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/20765393">AO3</a></b></p>
<p>===</p>
<p>Richie was nervous. He sat cross-legged, staring at the dancing flames of the bonfire as he tapped his thigh anxiously, ignoring his friends around him. All he could think about was how badly he wanted to go home now- just be anywhere else but here. He could feel Stan’s eyes on him, boring holes into his skull. Richie was nervous and it definitely showed. </p>
<p>“Hello? Earth to Richie!!”</p>
<p>He blinked rapidly, black curls bouncing as he shook his head in an attempt to snap out of the trance he had put himself in. He looked over at Beverly, the source of the voice that brought him back to the reality he didn’t want to be in right now.</p>
<p>“Are you okay, Richie?”</p>
<p>Was he okay? He could hear the genuine concern in her voice, but all he thought about was if he should deflect with a joke like he always did. He could tell her the truth- tell all of his friends the truth. Tell them why he was nervous once the suggestion to play truth or dare was brought up. How just the name of this game they’ve played so many times before made a shiver run down his spine and his heart rate pick up. No, he wasn’t okay, but he would keep that to himself.</p> <p><a href="https://thundercatseddie.tumblr.com/post/187931696172/reddie-kissing-by-a-campfire-for-a-bet" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Don&#039;t know if you&#039;re still taking prompts but Eddie swallowing down his germaphobia to take care of a sick Richie?
<p>Always my friend…..<a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/17781587/chapters/49343075">A03</a></p><p>“Alright, you can do this.” </p><p>It had been the tenth time Eddie had repeated this to himself, his feet creating a trail of nonsense in the kitchen. The apartment was suffocating, the air thick with the sickness that floated from the bedroom down the hall. Eddie hated this, hated seeing his best friend in this state but what he hated more was the fact that there was no one better to take care of him. Stan and Mike were on a date, Beverly and Ben out of town and Bill-well he wasn’t sure where Bill was but he sure as hell wasn’t answering his phone. Eddie couldn’t do this-the germs and bacteria that was thriving in their shared apartment was making his skin crawl as a familiar sense of obsession knotted in his chest. Eddie should be past this, he was fucking twenty one for godsake! He wasn’t a thirteen year old germaphobia   who was cramming pills down his gullet, he was better-wiser than he was as a child and goddamn he could do this! </p><p>Until he reached Richie’s door. </p><p>Oh no.</p><p>No. No. No. No. </p><p>Eddie’s stomach twisted ad churned, fear choking him in every sense. His friend was doomed, doomed because his roommate was a coward-afraid of a little cold that had already made its rounds on campus. Humiliated and deflated Eddie turned to leave, the medicine in his hand like lead. He had the best intention-Eddie really did-but for whatever reason it felt like he was back home with Sonia, like he was that scared little boy once again. </p><p>What stung the most was that Richie wasn’t just another fiend-he was the person that Eddie wanted to impress the most. Eddie’s boyish crush having developed into something real over the past year and he was sure that it was one sided. There was no why Richie-ladiesman-Tozier saw him in that light, no way he too lay awake at night with feelings of admiration and unrequited love vibrating through his core. With every girl Richie brought home Eddie fell deeper and deeper into the pit and soon he wondered if he would ever be able to dig his way out. </p><p>“EDDIE!” Richie’s shrill voice called out, “EDDIE, NO! EDDIE!” </p><p>“Holy shit Richie.” Eddie shouted, bursting through the door immediately. Richie was still asleep, his body thrashing against the sweat soaked covers as he continued to cry out Eddie’s name in a haze of emotion. The was scorching in the room, the humidifier and vapor rub burning Eddie’s nose as he rushed to Richie’s bedside. “Richie, Richie wake up!” He shook his friend’s shoulders, the agonizing noises that came from Richie bouncing against the four walls. “It’s just a dream! Wake up!” </p><p>Richie bolted upright in bed, making Eddie jumped back in surprise. The trasmouths face was white as a sheet, his eyes bulging from his head as he snapped forward and grabbed hold of Eddie’s shoulders, forcing him into the bed. “Eddie! Oh my god Eddie!” </p><p>“Calm down.” Eddie pleaded, the heat coming from off of his friend in terrifying waves. “Please calm down, I’m right here.” </p><p>“But-but you weren’t! Eddie you dead!” Rihcie’s hot breath ticking Eddie’s ear as he whimpered and whined out his description. “ I saw it-you-you saved me and then Pennywise stabbed you through the heart! Right in front of me! I couldn’t save you! I tried-oh god I tried so buh-bad.” He was crying now, trembling as he clung to Eddie for dear life. </p><p>“Who is Pennywise?” Eddie asked, trying to put space between them. </p><p>“The demonic clown that got you Eds! It killed you and I never-never got the chance to tell you how I loved you-how I always loved you! I never-I never-” Richie’s blubbering was like poison in the air, hanging heartfelt confessions out to dry. “I love you Eddie! Please don’t die! I can’t let the clown get you!” </p><p>Eddie pulled away just long enough to touch Richie’s forehead, sighing in relief as he realized, “You are burning up, you don’t mean any of this.” Then the realization of what he had just said hut him full force. “You are hallucinating Richie, I need to take your temperature.” </p><p>Forcibly he removed his friend, peeling his body away in order to grab the thermometer that was on the nightstand, all the while listening to Riches gut wrenching voice following. “Eddie, I love you! I’m sorry I couldn’t save you, I’m so suh-sorry!” </p><p>It took only a moment to get a reading off of Rihie’s forehead but once the numbers blinked Eddie’s heart stopped. “104.5, okay we need to get you to the hospital.” Easier said than done as Richie wrapped his arms around his waist, Eddie’s name like a prayer on his lips. “Come on, get up, get your shoes.” </p><p>It took three tries to get Richie from his bed, Eddie’s untrained muscles struggling to bear the weight of the much taller man. There was no time to change, the emergency room was just going to have to deal with their pajamas. As he slid Richie into the passenger seat he once again faced the challenge of peeling him off-the man was unwilling to just let go. “No. Eddie, I have to save you-I can’t let him get you-Eddie!” </p><p>Finally he was able to close the door, calling Stan and Mike before himself getting into the car. “The others are going to meet us at the ER.” He announced, looking beside him at Richie who had his head pressed against the glass. Eddie could feel his fear bubbling up like bile in his throat, though this was a new fear-one of loss and worry. This was terrifying, the reality of him possibly not being able to save Richie making him want to weep. “I’m going to take care of you Richie okay? I promise everything was going to be okay.” </p><p>“I love Eddie.” Richie breathed into the small space, the smell of sickness seeping from his pores. “Save Eddie, save my Eddie.” </p><p>Eddie fought tears as he drove down the empty street, doing his best not to get caught up in Richie’s rambling but failing miserably. Once there nurses rushed out to help, assessing Richie as he screamed out for his Eddie, the hallucinating becoming more violent than before. Eddie tried to follow but was not allowed back and could only watch as they put Richie on a gurney and took him away, his own name echoing against the white tile. </p><p>Stan and Mike made it there ten minutes later but by then Eddie had broken down into nothing. </p>
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how about 34 for reddie! it sounds really intimate/romantic
<p>This only took 30 years but here it is.  It’s not how I wanted it to be at all but it’s something?  Right?  Yeah??  I hope you like it.  </p><p>#34 kiss prompts: <b> Kisses that start on their fingers and run up their arm, eventually ending on their lips.</b></p><p><b>Pairing: Reddie</b></p><p><b>Rating: Mature</b></p><p>_____</p><p>Eddie is sprawled out on the floor of Richie’s bedroom, feet up on the dresser and eyes on the TV set on top, where <i>The Lost Boys</i> is playing, volume low.  The cover for the video is nearby, torn on the edges from overuse and years of being shoved in Richie’s backpack and carried to sleepovers at Bill’s.  They’ve watched this movie hundreds of times, and they’ll watch it hundreds more, because Richie just can’t get enough of it. </p><p>Speaking of- Richie is right beside Eddie, mouthing the lines and tapping his long fingers against his knees, his voice a low, familiar sound that makes Eddie smile.  It’s late, the clock on the desk reflecting a neon green twelve-zero-seven in the dark of the room, but Eddie isn’t sleepy.  He never gets sleepy when he stays over at Richie’s.  Not since the first time when they were ten, and Eddie pulled his first all-nighter, playing video games and reading comics, cracking up over funny expressions on their favorite characters. </p><p>“<i>My own brother, a God damned shit sucking vampire</i>!”  Richie’s brows move up his forehead as he speaks, the light from the screen reflecting off his glasses.  Richie chuckles, bumping Eddie’s shoulder with his.  “This movie sucks so much.”  </p><p>Eddie snorts, shoving at Richie’s knee with his foot.  “You love it.”  </p><p>“Nah.”  </p><p>“Fucking liar.”  </p><p>“It’s funny,” Richie says, rolling on his side and facing Eddie.  He narrows his eyes in a dramatic glare.  “<i>Careful, Eds.  I’m a shit sucking vampire</i>.”  </p><p>Reaching out, Eddie shoves Richie’s face away, laughing when Richie falls back into their piled blankets and pillows.  “You’re just a shit sucker.”  </p><p>Richie gets up and to his feet.  “Jaysus.  You’re after my throat tonight, huh?”  </p><p>“You deserve it,” Eddie quips, no longer paying attention to Richie as he heads over to his messy closet.  </p><p>Eddie sighs, stretching his toes out as he stares off, not watching the screen anymore.  They start college in a month, and though they’re both headed to Boston– along with Bill, Ben, and Mike– Eddie dreads the end of these easy, wonderful nights.  The end of spending so much time together, of sharing everything in their lives that they can call their own.  Like Richie’s sweaters, that Eddie always ends up wearing when he’s cold.  And Eddie’s softest pillow, that he gives to Richie whenever he sneaks over to Eddie’s in the middle of the night, to squeeze and hold as he falls asleep to nightmares.  </p><p>Eddie is startled out of his thoughts by Richie settling down beside him, looking much more comfortable in a tee and shorts.  “What’s that look for?” he asks, leaning down and peering into Eddie’s eyes.  “You’re making your grumpy face.”  </p><p>“I’m fine,” Eddie says, forcing his eyes away from Richie’s blue, blue stare.  “Just kinda tired.” </p><p>“Then go to sleep, dumbass.”  </p><p>“I could if you’d shut the fuck up.”</p><p>Smirking, Richie falls back, dark hair curled over the pillows, the screen light bouncing off his glasses again.  “You’re not tired.  Who is the fucking liar now, huh?”  </p><p>Eddie can’t help the smile that curls over his lips, even though he’s trying to force his mouth into a thin line.  “I’m not lying, asshole.”</p><p>“Yes you are!” Pushing up on his elbow, Richie pokes Eddie’s side with his free hand.  “Like I don’t know you?  You get all cuddly when you’re about to pass out.  Trying to spoon me.”  </p><p><i>Cuddly</i>.  Something in Eddie’s stomach twists at the way the word leaves Richie’s mouth.  The same thing that always reacts to the unexpected ways Richie shows he pays attention.  “I’m not cuddly,” Eddie says, failing to keep a straight face.  “Shut up and watch your movie.”  </p><p>Richie chuckles.  “You’re caught.”  </p><p>“Shh.  The movie.”  </p><p>“You’re a big time cuddler.”  </p><p>“And you’re a big time moron.”  </p><p>“So mean,” Richie says, then pokes Eddie’s side again.  “Don’t be a dick.” </p><p>Eddie shoves at Richie’s face again, but Richie catches his hand that time, brings it to his mouth.  Eddie’s chest goes tight at the warm breath brushing over his skin.  Until Richie smirks, cocks one brow, then bites the pad of Eddie’s middle finger. </p><p>“<i>Ow</i>.  What the fuck?”  Eddie pulls his hand away, glaring.  “What’s wrong with you?” </p><p>Richie’s grin is wide, a little crooked, like the angle that his glasses are sitting on his nose.  “I’m a shit sucking vampire.”  </p><p>Rolling his eyes, Eddie considers kicking him in the head.  Or the balls.  “Then suck on yourself!”  </p><p>Cackling, Richie spreads his legs out in front of him, then bends down toward his lap.  His voice is strained as he bobs his head a few times and says, “Nah.  Can’t do it.  You’ll have to do it for me.”  </p><p>Eddie kicks him in the thigh, cheeks hot and ears burning.  “Suck a fat one.”  </p><p>“I would, but your mom-” </p><p>Eddie swings the pillow at him, catching Richie right in the face, almost knocking his glasses off.  “<i>Shut up</i>.”  </p><p>Richie’s unfazed, falling back into the blankets and laughing hard.  Loud enough to wake his mom and dad.  “You’re so mad!  Why are you mad?”  </p><p>“Cause you’re talking about my mom!”  </p><p>“I <i>always</i> talk about fucking your mom.  What’s the big deal?” </p><p>Eddie’s not even sure why he’s mad, so he doesn’t bother answering.  Face flushing deep.  Embarrassed.  He just crawls under the thin sheet he stole from Richie’s bed, pulling it up over his head.  Fucking jerk.   </p><p>“What are you doing?” Richie says, tugging on the sheet.  “Are you hiding?”  </p><p>“Going to sleep.”  </p><p>“It’s like, only a little after midnight.”  </p><p>“Goodnight, Dick.”  </p><p>“Okay, okay.”  Richie reaches out, fingers sneaking under the sheet to take Eddie’s hand in his again.  “I’m sorry.  Forgive me, Eddie my love?”  </p><p>Eddie sighs, deflated, and kicks the sheet away.  “It’s fine.  Just.  I’m tired.  Ok?  I’m gonna sleep.”  </p><p>Richie is quiet for a moment, eyes big and deep and so blue. “Hmm okay,” he says, but he squints, and Eddie knows he isn’t buying it.  “I don’t think you’re tired at all.”</p><p>“Don’t think too hard there, Rich.”  </p><p>Richie goes on, ignoring Eddie’s insult.  “You’re embarrassed.”  </p><p>This trips Eddie up, makes him stop before he can spit out another comeback.  Yeah, he’s embarrassed, but Richie’s never called him out on it before.  “And why would I be embarrassed?”  </p><p>“No idea, but you’re face is all red like you are.” </p><p>Eddie looks away, withering under Richie’s stare.  “I’m <i>not</i>.  I’m mad that you bit me.  Like, who does that?”  </p><p>“I’m sorry,” Richie mumbles, then he pulls Eddie’s hand up to his mouth again.  “Okay?” He breathes out, and presses his lips to the soft pad of Eddie’s finger.  </p><p>Eddie inhales, just sharp enough for Richie to notice, and it should end there, but Richie pauses instead of moving away.  Long enough for their eyes to meet in the glow from the TV.  It’s one of those weird little moments, where Eddie isn’t sure what’s about to happen, but the air is charged around them, a sudden change.  </p><p>Richie goes on, breath hot and damp on Eddie’s palm, warm mouth dragging over Eddie’s dry skin.  And higher, to press a kiss to the inside of Eddie’s wrist.  Slow.  Hesitant.  Eddie’s heart jumps hard in his chest, every spot Richie’s mouth touches on fire.  He should stop this.  He should shove Richie away, call him an idiot.  Something that would bring this back to <i>normal</i> territory.  But he doesn’t.  Eddie doesn’t say a word as Richie kisses up his arm, over the crazy sensitive skin (has it always been this fucking sensitive?) of his inner arm, the inside of his elbow.  Lingering as he gets close to the fold of Eddie’s sleeve.  </p><p>Richie pauses, lips hovering over Eddie’s shirt, and their eyes meet again.  A deep swooping runs through Eddie’s stomach, his breath getting shorter as Richie waits.  Just as Eddie’s about to tell Richie to get the fuck off him, Richie’s eyes drop to Eddie’s mouth, a brief glance that lights heat in his chest and skin.    </p><p>Bringing his free hand up, Eddie cups the back of Richie’s neck and pulls him in, lips missing the mark and catching the corner of Richie’s mouth instead.  But Richie adjusts with a sharp gasp, palms suddenly on Eddie’s face, a gentle touch that spills the truth, despite how hard Richie’s kissing him back.  And Eddie’s had so few kisses in his life that he’s not sure what the hell to do, but he follows Richie’s lead, holding on to his best friend with trembling hands.  </p><p>Pulling back to breathe, Richie buries his face in Eddie’s shoulder, slipping the neck of the tee down and mouthing a hot trail over the flushed skin there.  A sound chokes Eddie off, one he can’t hold in when Richie’s teeth skim the base of his neck.  </p><p>“<i>Richie</i>,” Eddie groans, legs falling open as Richie’s thin hips get so close to him.  So, <i>so </i>close.  “Rich…” </p><p>“Yeah, yeah,” Richie’s eyes come into view again, heavy and lidded as he stares down at Eddie.  “What the hell, Eds?”  His voice is breathless and low.  “We’re kinda making out here.  What’s happening?”  </p><p>“I want you.”  The words are out of Eddie’s mouth before he can think twice about admitting it.  “I want to be with you.” </p><p>“<i>Fuck</i>,” Richie groans, dropping his head to rest on Eddie’s chest.  He speaks muffled into the fabric of Eddie’s shirt.  “I’m dreaming.  I gotta be.”  </p><p>Frowning down at the mass of dark hair hiding Richie from him, Eddie rubs his palms over Richie’s back, urging him gently to look at him.  “What do you mean?”  </p><p>Lifting his head, Richie moves up a bit and settles between Eddie’s legs, warm and perfect and hard against him.  “I’ve wanted to kiss you since we were like, fucking twelve, dude.”</p><p>“Really?”  </p><p>Nodding, Richie leans in, presses a sweet, slow kiss to Eddie’s lips, a kiss that Eddie deepens, wrapping his arms around Richie’s back, one hand pushing under the hem of his shirt to touch smooth skin, the other getting lost in Richie’s hair.  Gripping the strands hard as Richie’s hips jerk against him.  </p><p>The damn movie is still playing, a background to the sharp breaths and gasps, and Eddie can barely hear it.  So caught up in Richie’s mouth and his taste and how good his hair smells, and every little sound he makes as Eddie slides a knee over his hips.  Lifts up to meet the little rolls of Richie’s body.</p><p>“Wait.  <i>Wait</i>, fuck.”  Richie pulls back, so flushed and hair a bigger mess than usual from Eddie’s hands.  “Eds.  I can’t.  If you don’t want more than this, I’m gonna have to tap out.</p><p>Rolling his eyes, Eddie pulls Richie back to him.  “Asshole.  I do want more.”  </p><p>“Yeah?”  </p><p>“<i>Yes</i>,” Eddie says, then squeezes his thighs around Richie’s waist.  “Fucking kiss me.  Be my boyfriend, or whatever.”  </p><p>Richie smiles wide, whispers, “Okay,” and then they’re kissing again.      </p><p>________</p><p>If you want to be added or removed from my tag list, just let me know.  </p><p>PermaTag:    <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mYXFnbPANm7HKoB6BKqk9cg"><b>@richietoaster</b></a><b>  <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/myZ6IAQnz4dtgwnViJo4erQ">@eddie-kas</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/myNd8XWL_LBF9Vg-wgQgbNQ">@mrs-vh</a> </b><b><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mLAnSdrUcmXDdmeB6OUamMg">@its-stranger-than-you-think</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mAv2ddYbMmmZUBiLnFOhgjQ">@derrylosers</a></b><b> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mGpXKv9VtlWB-hxdOx1icxw">@beepbeeprichiellc</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mN--dNpqsRgvZu1WSwA7--Q">@claryvoyantfray</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m64MVltIMXG9rXcdDUtSi7g">@reddiesetandgo</a>  <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mvJfPP4D6OqFmkaptvySXSQ">@wheezyeds</a>  <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mcdY9fIF9pGwHcV4LTLwIgQ">@halfway-happy353</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mj5Ac5_3T63JvNTGyQ_uOfg">@stellarbisexual</a>  <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m_AIO55DJRdkgR-u_LjFA4Q">@onlyreddie</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m-bpDyqwIQ9Y12byz9W7t5A">@richardtoz</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m6roUyvH8-ivpXzTGiBAVqg">@s-s-georgie</a> </b><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mbBTSrwfGZf9lCMAPLO5F7w"><b>@reddie-for-anything</b></a><b> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mKUQj1SCO5wVREdVhC0bdNA">@thundercatseddie</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mH1m2LuWSwtEPtgzVOOrt_Q">@captainbartholomew</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mwUHIibvFJdiYVXC5t9IGrw">@state-of-longing</a></b></p>
Tags: eeyyyyyyy!!!, fic rec, reddie
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Reddie + 71 pls!
<p>Here you go, boo!</p>
<p><b>“You’ve been drinking tonight, haven’t you?”</b></p>
<p>Richie sighed as he scrolled through his twitter, the heavy realness of leaving for college tomorrow setting over him and he tried to keep his mind off the fact that he would be getting on a plane and flying to California, only to come back for breaks and holidays. They had had a small Losers party that night, everyone obviously trying their best to not think that this would be the last time they would all see each other. At least for a few months.</p>
<p>Eddie had been in a weird mood, Richie noticed.</p> <p><a href="https://xandertheundead.tumblr.com/post/187895494420/reddie-71-pls" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: what!!!!, reddie, fic rec
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(1) Eddie wakes up to the feeling of fingers running through his hair. Not brushing over his hair, too-careful, but catching and tugging and then stopping to try and go more tenderly. It&#039;s not the too-motherly touch he might have felt something in him cringe from, it&#039;s... new. Familiar the way a half-forgotten dream is familiar. He knows he&#039;s in a hospital, he can hear the beeping, smell those telltale hospital odors, but he doesn&#039;t want the dream to fade. He doesn&#039;t want to remember too fast.
<p>

(2) Of course he does remember, sooner than he’d like, why he’s here. Remembers being thrown across the lair, the pain growing fuzzy, remembers… Richie. Richie, who’s there messing with his hair when he opens his eyes. He watches the light come up in his eyes, watches the relief sweep over his face when he sees Eddie awake and alert. The soft, stunned smile that takes him as their eyes meet. Richie… but that’s right, isn’t it? Richie’s who should be here.

<br/></p> <p><a href="https://ransonejames.tumblr.com/post/187871858553/1-eddie-wakes-up-to-the-feeling-of-fingers" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: this is so soft and gorgeous i!, drabble, reddie, fix it
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Idk if you accept prompts, but I would love to see Sonia meeting Eddie and finding out he is married from the road trip au you wrote (no need to have Sonia meeting the children, just seeing Eddie and maybe finding out he has children)
<p><i>Here you go anon! </i></p>
<p><b>Part One</b> || <b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15796833/chapters/49175021">AO3 link </a></b></p>
<p>* * * * * </p>
<p>“Papa, papa, papa!” Eddie looked up from his book as his daughter Grace rushed into the living room, a panicked look on her face. “Papa we’re all out of peanut butter so we can’t have lunch!”</p>
<p>Eddie covered his heart, his eyes widening in mock horror, “Oh no! Whatever will we do? I guess, there is really only one thing for it, Gracie.” He winked and his daughter gave him a hopeful look. “I suppose I’ll have to go to the supermarket and buy some won’t I?”</p>
<p>Grace breathed out a sigh of relief and nodded her head, “Can I come with you papa? Please, please, please?”</p>
<p>Unable to say no to his daughter, Eddie nodded his head and stood up from the couch. They were on their third day in Derry and so far, everything about their month long vacation had gone swimmingly. They had spent the whole weekend with Went and Maggie, but it was now Monday and both of his in-laws were working morning shifts. </p>
<p>He could hear Richie and Ollie laughing in the kitchen and he was sure his boys would be okay until they got back. “Okay, go grab your coat while I tell daddy where we’re going.” Grace grinned and dashed off to the hallway, where her shoes and coat were, and he headed to the kitchen. “Knock, knock.”</p>
<p>Richie looked up from where he was busy with the cookie cutters and flashed Eddie a smile, “Hey, Eds!”</p>
<p>“I heard we’re out of peanut butter, so Grace and I are going to go to the supermarket. Is there anything else you think we need while I’m out?”</p>
<p>His husband stepped to the fridge and pulled it open, checking the contents thoroughly, “Maybe pick up some more milk and eggs, we’re running low since I decided to bake some cookies with Ollie here.”</p> <p><a href="https://eddiefuckinkaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/187826105541/idk-if-you-accept-prompts-but-i-would-love-to-see" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reddie, it makes me sad but good for him! standing up, living his life, he’s the love of my life, eddieeee!!!, drabble, also gracie is my new child, sweetheart
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h?? bill hader did fucking w h a t ?????
<p>I stutter sometimes, but I definitely didn’t here.</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="393" data-orig-width="828"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/854d2d4710efb320fd9b30cf9fd5a0b0/bc9036945e36706c-a0/s640x960/67833ec5bd11ce12c9ec618273667186abf30db4.png" data-orig-height="393" data-orig-width="828"/></figure><p>His “apology” was this:</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="483" data-orig-width="601"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/2560e31497083e947ec4a889d5062d73/bc9036945e36706c-dd/s640x960/cac276c279250169f2a8f6c96f0224fd0d8c63c6.jpg" data-orig-height="483" data-orig-width="601"/></figure><p>Which. Bill. Buddy. Don’t defend doing blackface by saying you played Chinese people.</p><p>Basically: I’m trying to live my life and be disappointed and shit while not taking it too hard because honestly??? We should’ve known to be suspicious. But I see people talking about him and either they don’t know (in which case, here you go, now you do) or they do and they’re ignoring it and/or excusing it (and if that’s you, hi, fuck you)</p><p>You can like his movies and his TV show and whatever. You can like content he’s involved in. But acknowledge that he fucked up—and acknowledge that he never actually apologized.</p>
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from the list of prompts,, #99 for reddie?
<p><i>This is ridiculous but I liked how it turned out. I hope you enjoy it.</i></p>
<p><b>99. “I’ll catch you trust me! So I dropped you <i>one </i>time, we don’t have time to argue about this!”</b></p>
<p>Eddie was having a very nice dream.</p>
<p>One that was rudely interrupted by his mother’s voice and the sound of the door. He groaned, rolling around on the bed only to get a mouthful of hair. Richie’s hair. Because he came over last night and forgot to leave. And now his mother was going to find them both in bed, naked and kill Eddie or have a stroke. Maybe both.</p>
<p>“Fuck!” Eddie gasped, now wide awake. He slapped Richie’s shoulder. “Wake up Richie!”</p>
<p>Richie grunted, closing his eyes harder trying to ignore Eddie.</p>
<p>“Richie my mom is home!”</p>
<p>“Great, ask her to join us.” He said, burrowing his face into the pillow. Eddie hit him upside the head. “Ow!”</p>
<p>“He can’t find you here asshole! She’ll kill me and then kill you!“ </p>
<p>”<i>Eddie bear!</i>“</p>
<p>&ldquo;Fuck!” Eddie and Richie both gasped in unison. </p> <p><a href="https://jem-carstairs-is-perfection.tumblr.com/post/187805918095/from-the-list-of-prompts-99-for-reddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: dumbasses in love!, lovely dumbasses, reddie, drabble
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<p>anon, this had the potential to be nsfw but i……..i had a thought.</p>
<p>====</p>
<p>“How are you doing spaghetti?” Richie asked softly as he kneeled next to Eddie’s bed, head propped up on one elbow. He looked at the sick boy in front of him with concern, eyeing the way Eddie’s sweat-slicked hair stuck to his flushed face. </p>
<p>Normally, Richie loved seeing the pretty red color slowly creep onto Eddie’s face whenever he got flustered, but today was different. Today, it had nothing to do with the way Richie made Eddie feel but with how sick he had become in the past couple of days.</p>
<p>Eddie slowly opened his eyes, blinking as his eyes focused on the boy in front of him. Everything was slightly hazy and the light behind Richie illuminated him in a way that made him look like an angel. “Are you here to take me to the other side?”<br/></p> <p><a href="https://ripeddiekaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/187647878332/in-the-bedroom-confessing-feelings-reddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: awwwww, fic rec, reddie, so soft!!
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HELLO 😚 18 for reddie please, my love
<p>Based on <a href="https://marsisaplanetyall.tumblr.com/post/187767710350/drabble-game-nsfw">this</a> prompt list </p><p>Richie stared at Eddie’s cock, his hand was currently wrapped around it, pumping him slowly. It was a daunting task, giving your first handjob, but Eddie was receiving his first so it seemed they were in the same boat. </p><p>Richie had no clue what he was doing. Well, that was sort of a lie. He had jerked himself off before so he knew what to do, but he wasn’t sure if he was making Eddie feel good. See, Richie knew what he, himself, liked, but had no clue what Eddie liked. But the way Eddie’s chest rised and lowered slowly and the way his breath stuttered out encouraged Richie just a little bit.</p><p>“<b>Am I doing good?</b>” Richie asked as he began to pump Eddie faster.</p><p>“It feels so fucking good,” Eddie moaned out. “Please don’t stop.”</p><p>He was positive he was never going to stop if he could hear Eddie make sounds like that again. </p>
Tags: nsfw, damn fluffy smut, reddie
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shoot i meant 60, 61, an 71
<figure data-orig-width="1268" data-orig-height="458" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/a647ea37fe9d15c6fd38d8b79e24f07b/f478253540a95938-b4/s1280x1920/16f08178d42726b1e128b1477c5fed8de8e0fd17.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="1268" data-orig-height="458" data-media-key="a647ea37fe9d15c6fd38d8b79e24f07b:f478253540a95938-b4"/></figure><p>a lot of you asked for #61 lol and i have more in my inbox but i’ll just do the other numbers they requested dkfjdkjf. also thank you to the anon that said i was gorgeous wtf ily</p>
<p>#60 - “Oh, God. We broke it–dude, he’s gonna be so pissed! This is all your fault–it was your idea!”</p>
<p>#61 - “… Is that my underwear?”</p>
<p>#71 - “Shut up and kiss me, you idiot.”</p>
<p><b>warning: NSFWish?</b>====</p>
<p>“<b>Oh, God. We broke it–dude, he’s gonna be so pissed!</b>” Richie murmured as he moved to quickly put his pants back on. “<b>This is all your fault–it was your idea!</b>”</p>
<p>“I–EXCUSE me?” Eddie wheezed as he worked on zipping up his own pants. “I was <i>not</i> the one who said we should go upstairs and sneak into Ben’s room for a quickie! <i>You’re</i> the one that said that, not me!”</p>
<p>“Ok fair point.” Richie conceded as he ran his fingers through the tangles of his hair nervously. He eyed the broken bed, collapsed in front of them unsure of what to do. “However, you are the one that just broke his bed by riding me so hard just now.”</p>
<p>Eddie’s face turned a bright red at Richie’s words and he looked away, embarrassed. “Shut up, let’s get out of here before he comes up here and catches us at the scene of the crime. I rather text him about it when we’re a safe distance away.”</p> <p><a href="https://ripeddiekaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/187744350642/shoot-i-meant-60-61-an-71" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: lovely dumbasses, i’d kill them w mt bare hands tho, reddie, fic rec
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Richie is a pizza delivery boy and Eddie is in college but is going through a health nut faze. He orders something like thin crust pizza with spinach and the... bread? part is whole wheat. So when Richie takes it to him he teases Eddie about it and bada bing bada boom romance ensues
<p><b>anon i’m LOVING it </b></p><li>okay so richie takes a gap year to raise some money</li><li>because his parents have enough to help him out with college, just not enough for the full ride </li><li>but that’s okay!!! richie tells them that he is totally okay with “getting my elbows greasy and making money!”</li><li>went tozier does not like that analogy </li><li>anyways richie settles on a pizzeria, because he likes to joke to stan that he’s literally “making that dough”</li><li>stan does not like that joke</li><li>it’s a cool job, he sees different people every day</li><li>they don’t usually put richie on chef duty though, considering sometimes he gets so distracted he’ll burn a pizza</li><li>or two </li><li>what richie is really great at is delivery </li><li>he’s quick, makes jokes with customers at their door to make them laugh, and gets a nice tip</li><li>he’d be lying if he said he didn’t like his job</li><li>one night, things are pretty slow</li><li>it’s a tuesday so not many people are calling in for pizza deliveries</li><li>richie is just sitting around the pizzeria, eating the occasional bread stick that gets tossed in the ‘non-presentable’ pile</li><li>beverly works there too, and is much better at the cooking</li><li>she jokes around with richie while trying to not get any flour on her face, which richie takes care of by rubbing some on her face himself </li><li>“what the fuck, man!” </li><li>richie holds his sides from laughing so hard</li><li>suddenly one of the other employees walks into the kitchen, holding up a piece of paper, an order</li><li>they look confused which confuses richie and beverly</li><li>“so uh… we’ve got an order for you to deliver, richie”</li><li>“nice! been pretty slow this night, ain’t it been, chap?” </li><li>“sure, beverly… it’s a weird one”</li><li>beverly furrows her eyebrows and takes the piece of paper, suddenly bursting into laughter</li><li>richie cocks his head to the side and reads the order</li><li>it calls for a thin crust pizza, which no one ever gets, only spinach as the topping, and… whole wheat dough? </li><li>it’s incredibly odd, especially considering usual orders were much more fattening and calorie full </li><li>beverly just giggles and says “this is the first time i’ve ever even thought about putting spinach on a pizza!”</li><li>richie shakes his head grinning, “can’t wait to see the wacko who ordered this”</li><li>richie stays in the kitchen, waiting for beverly to finish the pizza</li><li>when she’s done, he puts on his delivery boy hat, which squished down his curls and makes them come out at the sides of his head</li><li>“you look twelve” </li><li>“beverly, trust me, if i had looked this hot at twelve i wouldn’t even need to go to college!”</li><li>“i doubt that”</li><li>he leaves the pizzeria and inputs the address into his gps, noticing that the customers house is actually in an area pretty familiar to richie, and also very close to the nearby university </li><li>he assumes this is some weird health freak, probably super fit and tall… and weird</li><li>when he gets to the customers house, it looks normal</li><li>richie finds this disappointing </li><li>he gets out of the car with the pizza box and walks along the front lawn, making his way to their front door</li><li>richie then rings the doorbell, awaiting the consumer</li><li>“wow, that was really fast!”</li><li>it’s all richie hears before he notices the door has been open and holy shit</li><li>this is the most beautiful boy richie has ever laid his eyes on</li><li>he’s wearing a brown sweatshirt, embroidered with the university name, and light grey sweatpants</li><li>his hair is slightly wavy but still neatly done, and richie can’t believe eyes that breath taking exist</li><li>they’re warm and chocolate and richie swears he’s drowning in them deeper with every seconds that passes</li><li>“well, can’t have a slow delivery boy, can we? pizza would get cold before it even got to you!” richie nervously laughs, feeling too flustered to even remember what he says after it’s left his mouth</li><li>but to his excitement, the boy across from him giggles at his remark, and quirks an eyebrow </li><li>“you know those uber eats people sometimes eat customers food? i keep hearing about that… you didn’t happen to take a slice from me, did you?” </li><li>it’s an obvious joke, and well executed one too, which makes richie feel even more smitten</li><li>“if i tell you now, that’d ruin the surprise!” richie teases him back, motioning to the pizza box </li><li>there’s a beat of silence before richie speaks again</li><li>“okay i’ve gotta ask, what the hell type of pizza do you like?”</li><li>the brown eyed boy’s nose scrunches, “what do you mean?”</li><li>richie throws his head back in laughter</li><li>“this pizza! thin crust? spinach? what are you, some type of rabbit?”</li><li>richie usually doesn’t think before he speaks, so he’s suddenly hyper aware that he might’ve been too harsh</li><li>luckily he simply receives an eye roll and chuckle</li><li>“i’m kinda in a health freak phase, trying to find out what’s the healthiest option for me during cravings for junk food”</li><li>richie nods, understanding, “that makes a lot more sense than my secretly a werewolf like rabbit theory” </li><li>“that would have been so much more interesting though! god i’m sorry i didn’t live up to your supernatural expectations,”</li><li>richie swallows nervously before speaking, “well you definitely passed some other expectations”</li><li>he throws in a wink</li><li>richie grins when the boy turns pink at his flirting</li><li>“trying to rack up the tip?”</li><li>“nah, unless that’ll work?”</li><li>it prompts laughter out of both of them, and richie watches as the customer turns to go get his wallet as he says</li><li>richie stands there, feeling a bit weird when he tries to peer into what he can see of the home in front of him</li><li>he’s just interested </li><li>everything seems very neat, and calming</li><li>there’s a photograph of the boy who bought the pizza and another boy in a flannel hugging </li><li>richie really prays to the universe this guy doesn’t have a boyfriend</li><li>time seems to go on forever until the brunette is back in front of him, handing over the needed cash</li><li>richie takes the money and hands over the pizza box </li><li>he bites his lip when he notices he didn’t get any tip, suddenly worried he had come off weird and creepy</li><li>“oh! nearly forgot to tip you!”</li><li>richie looks back up and sees the guy holding a piece of paper, the pink tint back in his cheeks as he does so</li><li>richie takes the piece of paper and reads it</li><li>it’s a phone number, and it’s signed with “call me, delivery boy -Eddie &lt;3” </li><li>richie whispers into the night air, “eddie.”</li><li>and eddie smiles, reading richie’s name tag and whispers, “richie.” </li><li>they both stand their stupidly grinning at each other, the quiet not bothering either of them</li><li>until richie’s phone goes off</li><li>richie apologizes and hastily takes the phone out of his pocket</li><li>beverly is calling him, and he knows it’s probably about some other incoming order </li><li>he looks back at eddie one last time</li><li>“well, looks like i’ve got to head back to the war, darlin’”</li><li>“call me when you get out,”</li><li>richie can only smile as he nods</li><li>“will do”</li><li>he starts to walk back to his car, and turns around at one point just in time to see eddie closing his front door with the biggest grin</li><li>the same grin dances on richie’s lips as he drives back to the pizzeria </li>
Tags: reddie, this is adorable!, hc
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&ldquo;I was trying to propose!&rdquo; + reddie please? :&rsquo;)
<p>I found this in my inbox and got the perfect idea to go with it! </p>
<h2><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15796833/chapters/36761988">read on AO3</a></b></h2>
<p>* * * * * </p>
<p>Eddie Kaspbrak was sick. No, not the kind of sick where he could easily take a few pills and get on with his day, oh no, this time he was really sick. From the moment he woke up that morning, Eddie knew something was wrong, and yet he still went about the day as though <i>nothing </i>was wrong.</p>
<p>He was heavily regretting that decision as he boarded the subway home, sweat trickling down his pale face and an excruciating pain in his right side. A few people gave him an odd look as he made his way to an empty seat, and some even pulled their kids away from him as though they would contract some deadly disease from him. </p>
<p>There was no way he looked<i> that</i> bad was there? </p>
<p>Carefully, Eddie slipped his earpods in, picking some soft music to listen to until he reached his stop. As he shifted however, the pain in his side seemed to intensify and he let out a choked gasp, reaching for it. The action earned him a few more stares but he ignored them, too focused on the fact that he felt as though he was going to die with how bad his side hurt. </p>
<p>Luckily, the subway was approaching his stop, and he forced himself up off the seat and he stumbled towards the door. The people waiting to disembark the train at the same stop let him off first, and Eddie slowly made his way to the exit. Thankfully, he thought, his apartment was only a few minutes away from the station and Eddie couldn’t wait to curl up in bed with a hot water bottle and hope it all passed. </p>
<p>Eddie reached the apartment, weaker than he had been all day, tears of pain in his eyes and he tried the door. He frowned when he realised it was locked, which meant that Richie was still at the radio station, probably working late. Great, looks like he was going to have to make himself something to eat.</p>
<p>He never even made it to the kitchen, as he reached the couch, exhaustion took over him and he collapsed, his vision blacking out. </p> <p><a href="https://eddiefuckinkaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/187734134466/i-was-trying-to-propose-reddie-please" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: fic rec, reddie, adore!!!
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I&#039;d love it if you could recommend some bill/richie fics! or ot7 👀
<p>Bichie Fics:</p><p>*All authors listed have several bichie fics! We recommend checking their AO3s for more* </p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/20136169">Dissolve </a>by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mqmAbi1b6Nsd-I5HhXSrOAQ"></a><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mqmAbi1b6Nsd-I5HhXSrOAQ">@wonderwheelzier</a> || Explicit </b></p><p>

After eight years of radio silence, Bill Denbrough finds himself at the same Hollywood party as his once best friend, and his first and only love, Richie Tozier. As adolescent memories come flooding back, Bill has to decide what he wants to do with this second chance.

<br/></p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19993054">Center of Attention</a> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mb28mSCWoRwg18Ts7CGpbtw"></a><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mb28mSCWoRwg18Ts7CGpbtw">@studpuffin</a> || Explicit </b></p><p>Sex Club, Anal sex </p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/17249084/chapters/40563686">You loved me even when I was broken</a> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/m6roUyvH8-ivpXzTGiBAVqg"></a><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m6roUyvH8-ivpXzTGiBAVqg">@aizeninlefox</a> || Mature </b></p><p>

When Bill went for a series of routine hospital tests he wasn’t expecting to meet someone like Richie.

<br/></p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13263651">Come On Now Touch me Babe </a>by <a href="https://tmblr.co/m-FE9-DHk7XNef8bXzPwHdQ"></a><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m-FE9-DHk7XNef8bXzPwHdQ">@hanscom</a> || Explicit </b></p><p>

Bill had been being a fucking tease all damn day and Richie can’t take it anymore.

<br/></p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19047130">As sweet as this</a> by 

<a href="https://archiveofourown.org/users/SevlinRipley/pseuds/SevlinRipley">SevlinRipley</a> || General </b></p><p>

fake dating/first date/insecure Richie

<br/></p><p>OT7</p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/17051963">S.E.V.E.N.</a> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mrVdiOudOTgWBT0ZcYrAPiQ"></a><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mrVdiOudOTgWBT0ZcYrAPiQ">@oldguybones</a> || Explicit</b></p><p>

A look into the lives of the seven losers through a collection of intimate moments.</p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13835535">Tunnel Love </a>by <a href="https://tmblr.co/m-FE9-DHk7XNef8bXzPwHdQ"></a><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m-FE9-DHk7XNef8bXzPwHdQ">@hanscom</a> || Explicit</b><br/></p><p>

Richie confesses to Eddie that he wants to be dominated by the whole losers club when he’s buzzed on alcohol, drugs, and post-orgasmic bliss. Eddie thinks it is hot as fuck and wants ti make his boyfriend happy. Lucky for him Mike, Bill, and Stan agree to help.

<br/></p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/17506346">The size of our hearts</a> by 

<a href="https://archiveofourown.org/users/SevlinRipley/pseuds/SevlinRipley">SevlinRipley</a> || Explicit </b></p><p>

The Losers play sexy Truth or Dare to break the ice to having a poly relationship.</p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/20582972">Movie Night </a>by 

<a href="https://archiveofourown.org/users/Sovvie118/pseuds/Sovvie118">Sovvie118</a> || Explicit </b></p><p>

Bill has an awkward problem during a movie night and the other Losers all decide to ‘help him out’. That’s it that’s the whole thing this is basically just 5000 words of pure smut.

   <br/></p>
Tags: fic rec, nsfw, yeeeaaahhhh
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87 with reddie?
<p><b>“You’re adorable”</b><br/></p>
<p>Eddie didn’t know what he was doing here, at this party with a bunch of people he’d never met. Warnings kept running through his head- <i>your drink will get spike! They’ll pressure you into things! You’ll get raped!</i></p>
<p>He took a long drink of his cocktail, trying to quiet the shrill voice in his head, the one that sounded like his mother and that was always wrong. None of those things would happen. He needed to relax. He needed to find-</p>
<p>“Eds!” A blur appeared next to him, throwing an arm around him and pulling him in close. “You made it!” <br/></p>
<p>Eddie looked up at the man in question. Richie Tozier, his lab partner all semester, his massive crush all year. They’d met in Bio 101 and Eddie had been smitten from day one. The boy was loud, flirty and a complete dork. Eddie couldn’t count the number of times they’d gotten into trouble for laughing and he couldn’t get enough of that grin or how Richie always seemed to be as close to him as possible. <br/></p>
<p>Eddie had been convinced his feelings were one sided. Richie could have anyone he wanted why would he pick the guy who made him wipe down the lab table three times before they started their experiment? Who carried a first aid kit in his backpack?</p>
<p>(Which Richie teased him for mercilessly until he burned his hand and needed it)<br/></p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/187685839397/87-with-reddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: man this went so south, part 2??, pleeeaassseeeeee, fic rec, reddie
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Reblog key: okiD1gpx
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Reblog name: reddieloserz
eddie&rsquo;s fav accessory is a ring confirmed. doesn&rsquo;t he also wear a ring on his pinky as an adult?
<p>he does ! when hes described as an adult it says <i>“the ring on the little finger of his right hand was a ruby”</i></p><p>…wait a minute…</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="145" data-orig-width="700"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/c68d259155801dd206bd5059c39c3b90/tumblr_inline_pccnprp7Ri1r5adnj_540.png" data-orig-height="145" data-orig-width="700"/></figure><p>hmmmm</p>
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#4 for reddie!!
<p>

<b>“Walk out that door and we’re through”</b>

<br/></p>
<p>This is more Eddie-centric but I think we can all agree that the boy deserves it. </p>
<p><br/></p>
<p>Eddie Kaspbrak had lived through an encounter with a killer demon clown, had been impaled in the chest, spent weeks recovering in the hospital and slipping in and out of consciousness. He was no stranger to fear, to being scared and pushing through. He might even consider himself an expert in it at this point.</p>
<p>But this, this is what scared him the most. He’d been standing in front of the door to his apartment for several minutes, knowing that he needed to go in and talk to Myra, to tell her it was over, but he couldn’t move.</p>
<p>He wasn’t even sure why he was so scared. He didn’t love her and her reaction wasn’t really what he was worried about. It was what came after, the rest of his life. </p>
<p>And the person waiting downstairs for him in their rented car. </p>
<p>Richie. </p>
<p>Richie, who had carried him out of the sewers. </p>
<p>Richie, who didn’t leave his hospital bed until the nurses forced him to.</p>
<p>Richie, who Eddie couldn’t look at without feeling a swirl of emotions- adoration, annoyance, anger, love. </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/187672720627/4-for-reddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: YEAH YEAH YEAH, brave eddie!!, makes me so happy, fic rec, reddie
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post the cockroach with the autotuned scat please. i need it
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Please, please, please, PLEASE tell us what happens in the 74 and 86 promp fill that you did. How is Eddie going to react? Is he going to forgive Richie just like that or will there be angst???????
<p>This took me forever! Sorry…. <a href="https://beepbeeprichiellc.tumblr.com/post/179028860133/can-you-do-74-86-with-reddie">Part 1</a>, <a href="https://beepbeeprichiellc.tumblr.com/post/185459478528/ive-always-loved-the-74-86-prompt-where-eddie">Part 2</a></p>
<p><br/></p>
<p>Eddie awoke with a painful crick in his neck. </p>
<p>Not that he would ever complain about it, or the fact that his bed had lumps or that his room was always ten degrees colder than the rest of the house. There were a million things that scratched at his skin but he would never ever tell a living soul. Throwing his floral bedspread over his awkward form he reached over and shut off the blaring alarm, groaning into his pillow. At least it was Friday, the mask he wore around school could finally be peeled off and he could sulk in all the things that weighed him down. It was easy enough, fooling the people at school. They ate right out of the palm of his hand, fawning over the new and improved attitude that he had developed over the past six weeks. Even the losers seemed unaware of the torture he was in. </p> <p><a href="https://beepbeeprichiellc.tumblr.com/post/187653567678/please-please-please-please-tell-us-what" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: WHAT, fic rec, reddie, i’m gonna die, i’m died
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Stanlon porn?
<p><b>NSFW Under the cut - NSFW Prompt</b></p>
<p>It had been something that Mike never thought he could actually ask of someone. Something that he had tried not to want because he had been so sure no one would understand.</p>
<p>Why would Mike Hanlon ever be anything less than strong?</p>
<p>But it was alright. He didn’t need it to be happy with someone, it wasn’t as if this couldn’t be fulfilled, he would never be happy. So, he just smiled and was the strong one in each relationship, he didn’t need to be the small spoon, didn’t need to be the one being held.</p>
<p>Until he met Stan.</p> <p><a href="https://xandertheundead.tumblr.com/post/187473389800/stanlon-porn" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: yo i never knew i needed soft sub mike but, ??, perfect, p e r f e c t, stanlon, fic rec, nsfw, ish
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NONONONONONONO PART 3???? to dance thing????????????????? 😭💔
<p>God you guys I’m such a sucker for all of you. Okay, part one is <a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/187378569842/40-for-reddie">here</a>, part two is <a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/187428857322/part-two-for-the-school-dance-one">here</a>. Part three is below. (also I tagged everyone who sent an ask for a part 3, hopefully that’s okay) </p>
<p><br/></p>
<p><b></b></p>
<p>A knock on his window made Eddie jump. It was a knock he was familiar with, though one he’d heard less often over the last few months. A few seconds later, 

with even less grace than normal, Richie poured into his room.</p>
<p>It took Eddie only a second to see that something was wrong. His friend had obviously been crying, tears ran down his face and he had a snot trail. Grabbing a tissue Eddie ran over to him. “Richie, what is it? What’s wrong?” He asked, patting his friend’s face, his own screwed up with concern. </p>
<p>“Eds, she- she broke up with me.” Richie replied wetly. Carefully, Eddie took off his glasses and handed him the tissue, letting Richie pat his eyes.</p>
<p>Eddie knew who Richie meant. </p>
<p>Alicia. </p>
<p>The two had been going strong for two months and Alicia had become the unofficial eighth member of their group, coming to movie nights and the Barrens with them. Eddie had buried his feelings, trying to ignore the stab he felt whenever Richie tickled her or picked her up.</p>
<p>It didn’t work. Instead it had driven a wedge between them. Richie was hurt that Eddie didn’t like Alicia and Eddie couldn’t explain that she was only a small piece of the problem. It lead to them hanging out less and Eddie spending more times with the others. It sucked but it was the only way Eddie could survive. </p>
<p>But now Richie was here, in his room, and Eddie didn’t know what to do.</p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/187450185397/nonononononono-part-3-to-dance" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: happy !!, it got happy!!!!, lovely ughh, fic rec, reddie, i literally saw your part two post right before this and was sad and all, and was like ‘damn that was a sad angst fic’, and then i scrolled, and almost scrolled past bc i thought this was the same thing, but it wasn’t!!, yay!!!
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Could you write something of like one day Richie and Eddie are alone in the club house and they are on the hammock and Richie accidentally lets it slip that he has a crush on Eddie???
<p>Man I was just thinking about writing this fic (like most of the fandom is, I’m sure).</p>
<p><br/></p>
<p><b></b></p>
<p>“Where are the others?” Eddie asked, climbing down the ladder and looking around the clubhouse. </p>
<p>From his spot in the hammock Richie shrugged, not bothering to lower the comic book he was pretending to read instead of watching Eddie. </p>
<p>“No one else showed.” </p>
<p>It wasn’t the surprising, it was the summer before senior year. Instead of the lazy days they used to have, this summer was full of part time jobs and college tours. It was rare that the seven of them were together.</p>
<p>In spite of busy schedules, Eddie and Richie still managed to find each other, sneaking out to the Barrens or calling each other late at night and talking until they fell asleep. Richie tried not to read into it, tried not to think about what it could mean, but it was hard. Wherever he went Eddie followed and Richie couldn’t deny how happy that made him.</p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/187561279297/could-you-write-something-of-like-one-day-richie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: n o ic e, fic rec, reddie
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Do you think you could write a part 2 to the &ldquo;You meant too much to me.&rdquo;&nbsp; prompt where Eddie is getting married? Only if you want to! I love your writing btw! Xx
<p>Alright, I could find part 1 but you summed up the prompt pretty well so here we go!</p>
<p><br/></p>
<p><b></b></p>
<p>Eddie fiddled with the thick band on his finger, still not sure what he was going to say to Richie. It had been three weeks since they’d talked. Part of the reason was Eddie’s wedding and honeymoon but that only explained one and a half weeks. </p>
<p>The rest of it was that Eddie didn’t know what to say to him. </p>
<p>Richie had confessed his feelings, kissed him, and then Eddie had still married Jeremy. </p>
<p>He wasn’t sure what else he could have done. Richie had waited till the last minute, giving him no time to process or think. So he’d done the only thing he could think of, he’d gone through with it, married Jeremy. It wasn’t that he didn’t love the man but-</p>
<p>But that was before knowing that Richie was an option.</p>
<p>Eddie let his head fall to his hands. He was royally fucked.</p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/187339384097/do-you-think-you-could-write-a-part-2-to-the-you" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: oof damn, fic rec, reddie
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no offense but the way eddie looks at richie during the hammock scene when richies talking to stan is just *chefs kiss*
<p>that whole scene rlly did feel like it was about eddie having a crush on richie. i mean the way eddie looked at him, eddie taking off his shower cap, eddie climbing on top of richie on the hammock, eddie annoying richie with his foot (which felt kinda like the pigtail pulling that richie usually directs toward eddie). the pining eddie was just so apparent </p>
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part two for the school dance one? 👀
<p>Alright buddy.<a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/187378569842/40-for-reddie"> Here’s part 1. </a></p>
<p><b></b></p>
<p>Eddie had barely taken off his suit and gotten his pajamas on before there was a knock at his window. He knew who it was without even turning around. Only one person knocked on his window.</p>
<p>“Hey Richie,” He said as his friend slid inside, still in his button up and pants from prom. He’d lost his jacket though. Eddie refused to think about where.</p>
<p>“Eds!” Richie was grinning from ear to ear as he slid into Eddie’s room. “I didn’t get to finish my speech earlier. Plus, I needed some Spaghetti cuddles.”</p>
<p>Eddie shook his head, not up for hearing about Richie’s prom night. “I’m tired. I’m not sure I’m up for a Richie speech.” </p>
<p>Richie, unsurprisingly, ignored him and went to Eddie’s bed, laying down on it and watching Eddie like he knew he’d follow.</p>
<p>He did. </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/187428857322/part-two-for-the-school-dance-one" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: dude!, fic rec, reddie, i thought you would make this happy but instead i gotta be sad hours huh, hUH, lovely as always
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💕
<p>Song: I hate you I love you by Gnash ft Olivia O’Brian</p>
<p>He shouldn’t be here. </p>
<p>It only took a moment for Eddie to realize his mistake, a single second of seeing his so called friend when he had answered the door, completely hammered. There was a shadow of a smile across his face, a river on his cheeks and red blotches where Richie had clawed at the tender flesh along his neck. The air tasted salty and thick, the volume of Richie’s voice was way above maximum as he cried upon seeing him. Their embrace was awkward and one sided, but Eddie couldn’t shy away from the need that seeped from the trashmouth, it sucked him in like the vacuum of space-where no one returned. If he wanted to turn tail and run that had been his chance, he should have peeled the man off of him and left but there was an anchor in his stomach that kept him there-sinking him in the sea that was Richie Motherfucking Tozier. </p> <p><a href="https://beepbeeprichiellc.tumblr.com/post/187426005758" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Honestly I really love that hammock scene. I think Richie knows that he loves Eddie at that point but he&#039;s just not accepting it? I don&#039;t think he&#039;s annoyed at Eddie, but mostly annoyed at life? I imagine him just thinking &quot;God, are you trying to test me??&quot; because he is in love with this kid and he can&#039;t tell him but here he is being super cute sticking his foot in his face with his legs right on him.
<p>I think Richie is a beautiful combination of “you’re so fucking annoying” and “you’re so fucking cute” and that’s really beautiful. I love having that as A Thing because it’s always such a “Richie is annoying” trope that I loved seeing Richie annoyed with the other Losers in that scene and esp with Eddie. But yeah, I think that Richie is already at least aware of his feelings for Eddie by that point. </p><p>I also think the hammock/club house scene is kind of an Eddie moment, in a way. Eddie ripping off the shower cap because Richie made fun of them, Eddie literally climbing up on top of Richie in the hammock after a little bicker fest. LITERALLY taking Richie’s glasses off and then tapping him in the cheek with his foot because Richie isn’t paying attention to him??? FLIRTING. and this look. This look here:</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="254" data-orig-width="640"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/01ef80934083ffb5c38a009fee6c0848/b1a216e105e2865e-cb/s640x960/e608d2d5b2165d7a57cfdd4d755a98c171ff0bee.png" data-orig-height="254" data-orig-width="640"/></figure><p>Richie isn’t even looking at Eddie, not paying attention to Eddie at all and Eddie is just smiling at him so softly ??? Just content and then AFTER this is proceeds to demand Richie’s attention via <i>obvious</i> flirting.</p><p>Like yes, the movie had a bigger focus on Richie’s feelings for Eddie but this whole scene is Eddie crushing on Richie.  </p>
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33 for reddie? esp after that last drabble :(
<p>
<b>“I missed something didn’t I?” 

</b>Have a truth or date fic (which I’m sure won’t be in short supply after chap 2)</p>
<p><br/></p>
<p>“Truth or dare Richie?” Bev asked, raising a challenging eyebrow at him. <br/></p>
<p>Richie grinned at her, shrugging his shoulders. “You already know the answer to that my dear. Dare.”</p>
<p>Next to him Eddie shook his head, annoyed that Richie always picked dare. But Eddie didn’t understand. He had to pick dare. It was the safer choice. If he picked truth he’d have to reveal something, a <i>secret</i>, and he wasn’t ready for that. <br/></p>
<p>“I dare you to-” Her eyes scanned the clubhouse, deciding. “Eat some dirt.”</p>
<p>“Bev that’s disgusting. There’s diseases and-” Eddie started but Richie was already moving, scooping up a handful of dirt as he winked at all of them.</p>
<p>“Down the hatch.” He swallowed it watching as Eddie visibly gagged and Stan rolled his eyes. </p>
<p>The game continued and he sat back down next to Eddie. “Here,” The smaller boy said, offering Richie his water bottle. “At least wash the taste out of your mouth.”</p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/187534577287/33-for-reddie-esp-after-that-last-drabble" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: YES, basically my dream of what would happen, reddie, fic rec
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28 with reddie, please
<p>
<b> “Make me”

</b><br/></p>
<p><br/></p>
<p>“Eddie will you move so I can get some 
fucking 

salad?”</p>
<p><b>“Make me.” </b>The other man didn’t even bother to look up at him when Richie spoke, instead continuing to examine the salad options. Not that Richie had expected anything different. This was how all their interactions had gone so far. Eddie was doing everything he could to annoy or cajole Richie and Richie, well he wasn’t being much better. He could have made a career out of annoying Eddie, only now it was less because of how much he liked Eddie and instead about how annoying he found the man.</p>
<p>At least that’s what he told himself. <br/></p>
<p>The two had broken up over a year ago, a loud messy affair that both of them blamed the other for. Eddie had said that Richie would never grow up and take things seriously and Richie had told Eddie to pull the stick out of his ass. It was ugly and both said things they could never take back.</p>
<p>A week later Richie had moved to California and cut Eddie out of his life. Eddie had stayed in New York with their friends and the two had moved on, living their separate lives.</p>
<p>At least until Stan got the bright idea to propose to Mike and have a huge, over the top wedding. Richie didn’t begrudge them that. The two were deliriously happy. He was sure he’d never seen Mike smile so big and even Stan seemed nearly giddy as he talked to people. <br/></p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/187537333242/28-with-reddie-please" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: yesss!!, different direction han what i expected from the prompt and i love. it, fic rec, reddie, and please i NEED to see what happens!!
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42 and 15 for reddie :)
<p><b> “I’m pregnant” “Stop pretending you’re okay, cause I know you’re not.”</b></p>
<p><b> “I’m pregnant.” </b></p>
<p>The words hung in the air, strange and thick. Whatever Eddie had expected Sandy to say it wasn’t that. When she’d called Richie Eddie had been terrified that she was going to try and get back together with him, that their volatile relationship would begin again.</p>
<p>This wasn’t much better.</p>
<p>“I’m giving it up for adoption though. You’ll just need to sign the papers.” She looked unconcerned, picking at her chipped nail polish as she talked.</p>
<p>Richie, on the other hand, looked like he’d been hit with a 2x4. He was slack jawed and stunned. It was the longest Eddie had seen him be quiet.</p>
<p> He wanted to rush to Richie, to grab his hand and tell him it was okay, but he didn’t know if they were there. Everything about their relationship- if you could even call it that- was still new. </p>
<p>After his break up with Sandy a few months ago Richie had moved into the guest room of Eddie’s house, supposedly while he looked for a new place. One night he’d stood in Eddie’s door, saying he couldn’t sleep alone. Eddie was more than happy to share his bed with Richie like they had as teens, knowing that Richie always slept better with someone beside him.</p>
<p>Unlike their younger sleepovers though this had lead to both of them naked, Eddie on top of Richie as their hands roamed and lips finally touched. It was a release years in the making and Eddie had half expected an awkward conversation the next day. But it had been the opposite, during the day they were Eddie and Richie, best friends, but every night Richie would come to his room, delivering stolen kisses in the dark and whispered promises. </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/187396131062/42-and-15-for-reddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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30 for reddie😎
<p>It has been 5 months and I finally figured out what to do for this……………..</p>
<p>For those who don’t know Invisalign is a brand of transparent aligners that have the same job as braces, but they’re fancier and more expensive and, since Went is a dentist, I figured Richie would have those probably for free you know. Anyway. <br/></p>
<p>ENJOY<br/></p>
<h2>30. “Be you. No one else can.”

<br/></h2>
<p><br/></p>
<p>Richie was acting weird.</p>

<p>During the day he was
pretty normal, or at least, as normal as Richie can get… But ever since Eddie
showed up unannounced at his door around 9 p.m for a surprise sleepover,
something changed.</p>

<p>Maggie opened the door for
him and welcomed him inside with one of her warm hugs that Eddie so much loves.
She then sent him upstairs since that’s where Richie goes as soon as dinner
ends.<br/>
Eddie happily obligated, skipping stairs from excitement at finally being alone
with Richie, his formal boyfriend, after such a long time since their last
sleepover.</p>

<p>The first sign that
something was off came as soon as he burst through the bedroom’s door. </p>

<p>Richie was laying down on
his bed, head hanging over the edge while reading a comic upside down. At the
sound of the door opening, he moved the comic from his line of vision and then,
when he saw that it was Eddie standing there, his eyes went comically big, as
if he had been caught doing something wrong. He let the comic fall to the
ground.</p>

<p>Eddie frowned at the
reaction. He even went as far as to check if the comic book was actually a
dirty magazine or something. But it was just Spider-man.</p> <p><a href="https://eds-spaghets.tumblr.com/post/187382276575/30-for-reddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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can i request a second part for the i won&#039;t let anything bad happen to you prompt? please please please don&#039;t leave us like that
<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="135" data-orig-width="581"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/947a88818f7465361450538417b38aeb/f290c6e45a39ea8d-78/s2048x3072/eb28910414cb8d6b68284723d9cc4440f196ef03.jpg" data-orig-height="135" data-orig-width="581" data-media-key="947a88818f7465361450538417b38aeb:f290c6e45a39ea8d-78"/></figure><p><i>Here you go! Honestly anyone can request whatever they want</i></p><p><i>I combined this with other prompt I have “It’s okay to cry” and “stay here tonight”  from <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/meGNakuBAEGAmO9F28IDRpg">@jianyixixi</a> </i></p><p><i><b>To read the first part go <a href="https://jem-carstairs-is-perfection.tumblr.com/post/187410254315/oh-28-reddie#notes">here </a></b></i></p><p>He’s dead.</p><p>Henry Bowers is dead. Eddie killed him. Held the ragged base of a bottle against his chest and watched Henry impale himself in it while trying to get to Eddie, to wrap his hands around his neck, cut off Eddie’s breathing once and for all. </p><p>Eddie can still feel the weight of Henry’s lifeless body on top of him, feel Henry’s blood trickling down his face like warm, thick tears as it fell from Henry’s mouth. He can still remember his crazed expression, a mask of murder staring down at Eddie as he let out one last shuddering breath. </p><p>Eddie had used all the strength left in his body to push Henry off of him and laid there on the floor, catching his breath. </p><p>Now he scrambles to get away from the body. The bottle protrudes grotesquely from Henry’s midsection, capped end pointing toward the ceiling, blood pooling around him, staining the carpet on Eddie’s room. His head hangs to the side, facing Eddie, his eyes half open and glazed and staring at him. They aren’t moving, <i>he </i>isn’t moving but Eddie can’t help but feel like Henry is watching him as he drags himself to his feet. </p><p>He’s back on the floor almost immediately after stepping on a piece of shredded glass with his bare foot, letting out a cry, “Fuck.” He stumbles towards the bed and with a hiss, removes the piece of glass. His feet is throbbing as well as several parts of his body, he is only just starting to notice. Probably the adrenaline. There is a dull ache coming from his arm, blood still pouring out from his cheek. Henry had thrown him around the room before he―</p><p><i>Before you killed me</i>, a voice in Eddie’s head said. Henry’s voice. His head snaps back towards his body and he knows that he’s dead, he knows he didn’t just speak but Eddie can’t help but think that if Pennywise wanted to, he could make Henry wake up and attack Eddie again.</p><p>The thought has Eddie scrambling for the phone ―on the floor now after falling from the night table at some point during the struggle. He dials 0 and hears the phone ring and ring again, while his eyes are fixed on Henry. No one answers the phone and Eddie feels the beginning of a panic attack start to set in. He can’t stay here alone a minute longer or else he will lose his mind. </p><p>Eddie crawls over the bed to avoid the broken glass on the floor and side-steps over Henry’s body towards the door. He walks by a mirror and catches a glimpse of the way he looks.</p><p>He’s a mess. </p><p>His pijamas are drenched in blood and he’s leaving bloody footprints behind him as he walks, his face is white and strained and stained with blood. Both his and Henry’s. There’s a cut on his cheek and on his forearm from when he tried to fight Henry off as he came at him with a pocketknife. </p><p>He can’t go outside looking like that. If anyone sees him they will call the police and they arrest him for murder and throw him into jail. But he can’t stay here either, he can’t. And it’s around two in the morning, everyone would be asleep, no one will be outside in the hallway to see Eddie.  </p><p>Unless people woke up from the noise coming from Eddie’s room.</p><p>Not giving himself a chance to think about that, he grabs the white hotel robe that’s hanging from the closet ―ignoring his mind screaming at him of all the people that might have worn it before him― slides on his slippers and walks out. </p><p>Luckily there isn’t anyone peeking out into the hallway, even though Eddie knows the banging and trashing and knocking around furniture must have woken at least one person up. Or maybe not. After all this is Derry, where things happen right in front of people’s eyes without them noticing. </p><p>Eddie limps his way to room 612 and knocks on the door. For a moment he’s drowning with fear, wondering if Henry might have visited someone else’s room first. Richie’s room. And if Richie had been half asleep when he opened the door, he might’ve not reacted as fast as Eddie and Bowers could’ve stabbed him before Richie could even get out a quip about his mullet. But before he can psych himself even further over Richie possibly being dead, he hears shuffling on the other side of the room followed by Richie’s voice. </p><p>“Who is it?” He asks, voice slurred from sleep. </p><p>Eddie opens his mouth but all that comes out is a shuddering breath. He clears his throat, giving it another try. “It’s me.” He says, voice low and wavery but loud enough for Richie to hear. </p><p>“Eds!” He laughs, footsteps getting closer. “I didn’t think you were serious about that late night visit but you couldn’t stay away did―” The door opens, Richie’s playful smile freezing on his face when he sees Eddie’s state and immediately turning into a look of horror. “What the fuck happened to you Eddie?”</p><p>“Bowers.” Eddie mutters, he feels himself start to shake and he wraps his arms around himself. “Henry Bowers. He came into my room.” Richie steps outside his room, eyes scanning the hallway, empty except for Eddie as if expecting Henry Bowers to be there. “He’s dead. I killed him.” Richie frowns down at him and it makes Eddie nervous and his voice gets higher and faster. “I <i>had</i> to kill him, he was going to kill me. He― he came at me with a knife and then tried to choke me. I didn’t want to kill him. I didn’t but if I hadn’t he would’ve killed me Richie he would’ve.”</p><p>“Hey hey hey Eds.” Richie holds Eddie’s face in his hand, careful with the cut on his cheek. “It’s okay I believe you. You had to do it. That fucker should’ve been dead for years.” Richie says, looking behind Eddie. “Is he still there? In your room?”</p><p>Eddie nods. “I don’t know what to do. I― I was scared that he would wake up somehow. That Pennywise would bring him back. It’s stupid I know.” Richie shakes his head. “I didn’t want to call the police but we can’t just leave his body there in my room can we?”</p><p>“Yes we can.” Richie says. “You can <b>stay here</b> <b>tonight</b> and in the morning we will tell the others and figure out what to do with him. Okay?“</p><p>“Okay.”</p><p>“Right now we need to get you cleaned up.” Richie says, running his thumb over Eddie’s cheek and the dry blood there.</p><p>“All my stuff is back in my room.&ldquo; </p><p>&quot;I have spare clothes that you can use―” Richie points back at his room, shrugging. </p><p>“Do you have a first aid kit?”</p><p>Richie’s face falls. “Uh no.” He says. “I have alcohol. From the mini bar.”</p><p>Eddie finds himself chuckling even if it’s weak and strained. “I― I have one. Back in my room.”</p><p>“Of course you do.”</p><p>“Will you― I don’t want to go back there alone.”</p><p>“I wasn’t going to let you.” Richie says grabbing Eddie’s hand. </p><p>They walk slowly to Eddie’s room, pain shooting up through Eddie’s leg with every step. Richie opens the door and draws in a sharp breath. </p><p>Henry Bowers is still dead on the floor. The room still looks like the scene of a crime, which it kind of is. It hits Eddie that it could’ve just as easily been him, dead on the floor. </p><p>“Damn Eds, I always knew you had it in you. Pennywise won’t know what hit him.” Richie gasps, taking in the sight. “Where’s the kit?”</p><p>“The bathroom.&quot; </p><p>&quot;Okay, stay here.” Richie says, squeezing Eddie’s hand one last time before going into the room. </p><p>“Careful with the glass.&quot; </p><p>While Richie rummages in the bathroom, Eddie grabs some clothes and his inhaler, feeling Henry’s dead eyes on him the entire time. He can’t take it anymore so he grabs the blanket from his bed and uses it to cover the body. To cover what he did.</p><p>&quot;You did what you what you had to do Eds.” Richie says, staring at him from the bathroom doorway. It’s almost as if he could read Eddie’s mind. “He would’ve killed you.”</p><p>“I know.” Eddie says, biting down on his bottom lip. He doesn’t know if it’s the pain he’s starting to feel taking over his body or the reality of the situation starting to set in but he can feel the back of his eyes start to burn. He doesn’t want to cry, not for Henry Bowers of all people. “And I know I shouldn’t feel bad but―”</p><p>“Hey.” Richie moves closer, placing the kit down on the bed. “Hey. <b>It’s okay to cry </b>Eds even if it is for Henry Bowers. This was one hell of a scare. Of course you’re upset.”</p><p>Eddie’s breathing speeds up, his vision goes blurry from unshed tears, knees feeling a little wobbly. But Richie’s right there, to hold Eddie once the tears begin to fall. He calms him down and takes him back to his own room. Eddie changes out of his bloodied clothes and uses a wet towel to clean himself. When he walks out of the bathroom Richie is waiting for him on the bed with the first aid kit next to him. </p><p>“How do you know how to do this?” Eddie asks, watching Richie clean the cut on his foot with rubbing alcohol. For the first time since Henry knocked on his door, his voice comes out sounding normal and he no longer feels like there’s a lump in his throat. </p><p>Richie chuckles, his tongue sticking out between his lips which makes Eddie smile. “Why Eds I learned from the best. Dr. K, who would fix little ol’ me all the time when we were kids.” He says, wrapping the cut in gauze. “He would clean my cuts and ice my bruises and kiss them better.”</p><p>“I would not!” Eddie cries, hitting him with a pillow.</p><p>Richie shrugs, mouth tugging up in a smile. “No, but I always wished you would.&quot; </p><p>&quot;Shut up Rich.” Eddie says with a laugh, feeling himself blush. He feels ridiculous, he’s a grown man he shouldn’t be blushing like a kid but that’s exactly how Richie makes him feel, like they’re fourteen again. Fourteen and crushing on each other. “Why would I kiss your scraped knees or bruised eyes? That’s fucking gross!&quot; </p><p>&quot;I would kiss your cut foot.” Richie says with a shrug and Eddie squeals, horrified.</p><p>“Do not kiss my foot!” Richie grabs said foot and leans down pursing his lips and making kissing noises. “No! Richie stop that’s gross!” He tries to pull his foot back and when Richie doesn’t let go he kicks him with the other foot. </p><p>“Ow! Don’t hurt me I’m just trying to help you Eds!”</p><p>“No, you’re being gross!” Eddie snarks but he’s laughing, his eyes crinkling at the corners. </p><p>“That’s harsh Eddie, would me kissing you be that bad?” Richie pouts.</p><p>“What? No!” Eddie replies faster than he would’ve wanted. “I mean― that’s not― I don’t want you kissing my feet okay? That’s what I meant.”</p><p>He lets go of Eddie’s foot and he carefully sets them on the floor. “Just your feet?”</p><p>“What?”</p><p>“I mean if I wanted to kiss your cheek better― would that be gross too?”</p><p>Eddie opens his mouth but the words die in his throat at what Richie’s words are suggesting. He shakes his head instead.</p><p>“What if―” Richie licks his lips. Eddie is too busy following the movement with his eyes that he doesn’t notice Richie moving closer to him on the bed until he feels their legs touching. Eddie’s heart starts beating faster. “What if I wanted to kiss your― your lips better?”</p><p>“My lips aren’t hurt.” Eddie whispers. Richie is leaning over him now, dangerously close. He feels trapped between Richie and the headboard but he can’t bring himself to move. </p><p>“Is that a no?” Richie asks, his face now only inches away from Eddie’s, waiting to hear his answer. But Eddie doesn’t trust his voice so he opts for shaking his head. “Eds?” Eddie hums in acknowledgement. “I’m gonna need you to say it.”</p><p>“Say what?”</p><p>“Say that you want me to kiss you.” Richie whispers and Eddie can hear the nervousness in his voice, mirroring Eddie’s feelings. And he might be nervous but he knows he wants this. He’s wanted this for so long. Since they were kids. Since Eddie saw Richie walk into that chinese restaurant after twenty seven years of not seeing him ―of not remembering him. Just one look and he was hit full force by his feelings for him, his <i>love </i>for him, faster than Richie could say ‘your mom’. And this might be the worst moment to do this ―in fucking Derry, in a motel room with a dead man, a man killed by Eddie himself just a few rooms over― but they might die tomorrow. Hell, Eddie almost died today. He thinks he deserves it. They both do. </p><p>Eddie takes a deep breath and he knows Richie can feel him do it more than he can see him with how close their faces are. “Richie?” He asks, Richie hums. “Fucking shut up and kiss me.”</p><p>Richie lets out a surprised laugh before closing the remaining distance between them and finally pressing their lips together in a kiss. It’s sweet and chaste and unlike anything Eddie has ever felt. Richie’s lips are chapped and they taste slightly like liquor but they’re warm and perfect and moving against Eddie’s in a way that makes his stomach flutter. Richie’s hand comes up to cradle Eddie’s cheek, forgetting about the cut there. Eddie lets out a hiss and pulls back slightly, “Ow.”</p><p>“Shit sorry.”</p><p>“It’s okay.” Eddie says, brushing off his apology. Richie’s hand curls around the side of his neck as Eddie dives in for more, his own hands settling on Richie’s chest. The kiss becomes more heated and Eddie feels heat pooling on his belly and he knows that they should stop, before things get out of control but he doesn’t want to. It’s like a dam broke with their first kiss and flooded his mind with <i>Richie, Richie, Richie</i>.</p><p>It’s Richie who pulls away first, licking his lips that are red and slick from kissing Eddie. “I think― I mean maybe we should stop?&quot; </p><p>Eddie can tell Richie wants to stop just as much as him but they’re both aware that they should. Even if Eddie’s cuts have been taken care of and he’s changed out of his bloodied clothes, his muscles are throbbing with pain and he feels tired and worn down and Richie is probably feeling the same way after they day they had. And Eddie doesn’t even want to think about the day that awaits for them tomorrow. He nods. &quot;Yeah. We should. We can―”</p><p>“Get back to it later?” Richie winks, drawing a laugh from Eddie. He nods again. “Okay.” Richie says, giving Eddie one last short kiss. “But I’m holding you in your sleep and you don’t get a say in that. Doctor’s orders.”</p><p>Eddie puts the first aid kit away and gets into bed with Richie, his back turned to him. He lets him wrap his arm around his waist and tuck Eddie close. For a moment, Eddie is worried that he won’t be able to fall asleep, thoughts of Henry and Pennywise flooding his mind but he finds himself drifting off a few seconds later. </p><p>Before he loses his consciousness though, he says Richie’s name and hears him hum, sounding close to falling asleep himself. “You weren’t the only one with a crush.” He whispers into the dark. “I had a crush on you too. I thought I was obvious with how red I would get every time you called me names or pinched my cheeks. I just wanted you to know that― I wanted you to know that I’ve wanted this, you, all this time too.&quot; </p><p>Richie doesn’t answer and Eddie is worried that he fell asleep before hearing his confession but then he feels him let out an angry puff of air. &quot;Are you telling me that we both liked each other when we were kids? And we kissed only just now? What the fuck Spaghetti?&quot; </p><p>&quot;It only took twenty seven years and fucking Henry Bowers for it to happen.”</p><p>Richie snorts, tightening his hold on Eddie. “We lost so much time Eds.&quot; </p><p>&quot;We can still make up for it.” Eddie says with a shrug, turning his face slightly so that he can kiss whatever part of Richie he can. It ends up being the side of his jaw. “If I survived Henry Bowers on my own we can both make it through a fucking clown.&quot; </p><p><b>Tag list:</b> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mnAh3bkzb1iHs-5JWVEuZ-A">@daddyphantomtbh</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mi8SeJSOIdSexcBX9U5UGjw">@yes-dillman-yes</a>   <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mYXFnbPANm7HKoB6BKqk9cg">@richietoaster</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mGpXKv9VtlWB-hxdOx1icxw">@beepbeeprichiellc</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mLAnSdrUcmXDdmeB6OUamMg">@its-stranger-than-you-think</a>   <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mbPkyjF_bnqGPsG1ch-5Pxw">@lemonaayyee</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m5QwmYYuCSE14I6fuxXPo3A">@pennys-pet-kitty</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A">@tinyarmedtrex</a>   <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mU7_EWOhIcB7mjfitje5JSQ">@richiefuckfacetozier</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m1oGOuEM48bZ5qYxFeUPHNA">@sam-i-am2468</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m-bpDyqwIQ9Y12byz9W7t5A">@richardtoz</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m6roUyvH8-ivpXzTGiBAVqg">@aizeninlefox</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mbBTSrwfGZf9lCMAPLO5F7w">@reddie-for-anything</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mC0wleAS5keY3zlPRi72Zbg">@eddiefuckinkaspbrak</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m_SkC0TsmuBpuWnU4zKN-sA">@constantreaderfool</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mKUQj1SCO5wVREdVhC0bdNA">@ripeddiekaspbrak</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mH1m2LuWSwtEPtgzVOOrt_Q">@captainbartholomew</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/myT_1FzlCZkggzOWS0CT50w">@mirandonsky</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mFJs3grzx8WdWNUGYXzbMNQ">@proton-disaster-blaster</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mdXwzraajbo9Gwycs-DM8Rw">@alargedepresso</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mLn8BChh1Hmj1cMCAqWqL6w">@purplepoisonedgem</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mpFb8QC5mObTHunT6AbiXlw">@pan-ini</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mbbD1273r2gBYFe5lJhz_eA">@reddie-to-cryy</a></p><p><i>They do make it through a fucking clown. And make up for lost time by spending the rest of their lives together. Just saying. </i></p>
Tags: i adore!!, reddie, fic rec, fix it, and yay that extra part at the end?, perfect

Post id: 187566427988
Date: Sat, 07 Sep 2019 21:45:23
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/187566427988/i-think-what-i-love-the-most-about-the-hammock
Slug: i-think-what-i-love-the-most-about-the-hammock
Reblog key: h4HMSd1a
Reblog url: https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/187563791362/i-think-what-i-love-the-most-about-the-hammock
Reblog name: wonderwheelzier
I think what I love the most about the hammock scene is that none of the Losers care? Like yeah there&rsquo;s Stan with an &ldquo;ugh they&rsquo;re fighting again&rdquo; look, but they&rsquo;re all so used to the bickering and also used to how Richie and Eddie naturally drift towards each other, that they expect it. Idk I think it works in contrast to the arcade scene. The Losers don&rsquo;t care if they get close, if they like each other. But the rest of the world does and the rest of the world is WRONG
<p>this makes me sad because richie couldve come out to the losers and they wouldve 100% accepted him with open arms. i mean they do, since they all realise richies feelings for eddies after his reaction to eddies death and literally all embrace him with open arms in the quarry. but richie didnt need to keep it a secret for that long. he couldve told them when they were kids. but he was young and unsure of himself and scared because he had feelings for his <i>best friend</i> and if he told them he was gay they mightve figured that out and his friendship with eddie mightve become awkward or strained because eddie didnt feel the same way (except he <i>did</i>). and some point of him was probably always terrified that the losers would uncharacteristically turn their backs on him if he ever told them. so he buried that shit down deep and lived with it for 40 years </p>
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hanzier but they&rsquo;re famous!! Mike is a famous actor and richie is a famous model..  they live in a upscale penthouse in new york and they have the best street style! the paparazzi is always crowding their building but they don&rsquo;t mind because they just strut and look good! 𝘵𝘰𝘨𝘦𝘵𝘩𝘦𝘳
<p>Aw cute! Okay so:</p><ul><li>Mike is an action movie star, like hangs out with the Rock and Jason 
Statham <br/></li><li>(he does the occasional rom coms too because our boy is multi-talented)</li><li>Richie is a fashion model, his angular face and lanky frame mean that the high fashion clothes look great on him and he has a unique appearance that photographers love. <br/></li><li>They met at one of Mike’s premieres, Richie was his costar’s dates and they did the ‘eyes meeting across the room hot damn I gotta meet this guy’ thing. <br/></li><li>They met and spent the rest of the night pretty much ignoring everyone else as they flirted.</li><li>(aka Richie tried to see how many olives he could shove in his mouth and Mike gave him the heimlich) <br/></li><li>(apparently 15 is one too many) <br/></li><li>(it’s okay Mike was still impressed) <br/></li><li>The rest, as they say, is history. They fall for each other and move in together within 6 months. <br/></li><li>The tabloids expect them to cause some great drama- a model and an actor? Come on. <br/></li><li>But they’re pretty boring. The most scandalous thing is Richie forgetting to wear pants when he walks their rescue dog. <br/></li><li>(he’ll say it’s what they do in Italy)</li><li>(it’s not) <br/></li><li>Eventually the paparazzi stop trying to catch them misbehaving and end up just taking pictures of them. Richie has the oddest style (he claims its because he’s a model but really he just likes pairing loud prints and styles) and Mike looks great in his more toned down wardrobe. <br/></li><li>Basically, a power couple. They always look fantastic and it’s impossible to resist Mike’s smile when he looks at Richie or Richie’s not-so-subtle way of pulling Mike closer. <br/></li><li>They’re in love baby! <br/></li></ul>
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I always hear you singing on your balcony (below mine) every morning, but suddenly you&rsquo;ve stopped? With reddie???
<p>The ceiling fan taps a rusty rhythm lacking a tune, and Eddie seeks out a hum from below with pining ears. He’s lying on his sofa, idly reading Morpho Eugenia, though his attention homes in on the silence and it’s deafening, and peculiarly distracting. Straining eyes train upon a wall clock, and suddenly his ears are filled with it’s metronome-steady tick. It’s 10am, it’s a Saturday, and every single day around this time promises a beautiful music worth rising from bed for. It always started around 9am, and Eddie could count on it, but in the past week it’s failed to start at all. Never has the lonely 19 year old felt such yearning for something as simple as a song. </p><p>He doesn’t know the source of the music he craves, not personally, but sees it’s owner every now and then.<b> R Tozier. </b>That’s all the information on the downstairs neighbour that Eddie has, and it’s collected from the name against the buzzer into the building. Never had Eddie paused to analyse why he’s been so curious to figure out which of the names belonged to the musician, nor had he thought much into why his fingers found the creases of the curtains whenever the stranger headed out. They’d crossed on the stairs once or twice, and Eddie had held his breath and struggled to meet the others’ eyes, barely managed to husk a ‘hello’. From the stolen glances Eddie has collected, the image of his neighbour remains clear as glass; a torrent of black waving hair, almond eyes of rich golden brown windowed by thick-rimmed spectacles, and a mouth that curled so charmingly that Eddie knows he’d be fooled by whatever came out of it. </p><p>Becoming twitchy by the void in place of his private concert, Eddie hoists himself from the couch and takes the brave step out to the black cast iron of his balcony. He never uses it to it’s potential, fears dining alfresco will plant all manner of airborne seasonal bacteria into his meals, and prefers the manufactured shade of the inside and the false breeze of the rickety ceiling fan. The balcony only ever comes to use when eavesdropping on the sound from below. So, he should think of how it <i>came</i> to use, for the music had long stopped. Now all that rises from the balcony underneath is the pungent musk of tobacco. He’s still there, Eddie realises with a pang in his chest. </p><p>How he arrived on the floor below, how he’d motivated the journey, fogged in Eddie’s mind as he rattled the rusty knocker of the door named <b>‘R Tozier</b>’. He hears a rustle inside, a cough, and in little time the door cracks open. Then it swings the rest of the way, and a startled Eddie stands exposed in his unbeatable curiosity and questionable motives. </p><p>His downstairs neighbour’s features slide into a dopey smile, that smile that Eddie knows could be fatal to him. “E Kaspbrak…?” he says with uncertainty, pointing at Eddie with narrowed eyes. Eddie mimics the expression, but he’s nervous, and he feels it on his warming cheeks as well as in his fluttering chest. <i>He must have made note of me, like I did him, </i>Eddie thinks - but is hard on himself in addition - <i>well, maybe not quite in the way I did.</i> “Eddie,” he says hesitantly, to which his neighbour replies; “Cool. I’m Richie.”</p><p><i>Richie,</i> Eddie repeats in his whirring brain, and gets stuck in the excitement of gaining the knowledge of his name. He’s near levitating, or could be, but is tugged back down by the ankle when Richie speaks again. </p><p>“What’s up? I’m not making too much noise, am I?” </p><p>Eddie nearly chokes at the absurd question. “’No!” he insists, his head wobbling like a dashboard bobble head driving across a rough terrain. “No, quite the opposite, actually…”</p><p>Richie’s head cocks, and he’s got this wicked smirk that could shatter the splintered composure Eddie’s trying so desperately to cling on to. </p><p>“It’s- well, I hope it’s not weird, uh- your music. I mean, your singing, it’s-” Eddie stutters his way through his sentence, and rubs the back of his neck just to assist his nervous appearance that’s crumbling apart. Richie raises his eyebrows to motion him on. Eddie obeys. “-it’s stopped.” he eventually says.</p><p>“Stopped?” Richie chuckles, and Eddie might be wishful thinking, but he swears the other boy’s skin tints just a little rosier. “So, what’s this, you want me to sing to you some more?”</p><p>Eddie can’t respond, he’s tripping over his tongue that’s lodged by the ridiculousness of his visit. </p><p>“That not it? Huh. Have you come to apply to be a groupie? You fit the bill alright,” Richie very purposefully looks Eddie up and down, a smirk almost causing his lips to emanate a purr. “You’re cute enough.”</p><p>Eddie could have died on the spot, and Richie clearly recognises that he’s sent the poor kid into inner turmoil, so cackles endearingly and steps aside. “Calm it, Eds. I’m just kidding,” he chortles, and Eddie does calm down, as if on command. “Come in - I’ll be gentle.”</p><p>Richie’s crooked smile quirks up one cheek and meets a winking eye. Eddie only blushes harder as he steps inside.</p><p>But he’s heartbroken by what he finds in the apartment. Boxes, dismantled furniture, and suitcases all stacked up chaotically all over the open plan space. Richie gruffly apologises for the mess, but Eddie scarcely acknowledges his words over the rumble of disappointment bulldozing through his chest. </p><p>“You’re moving?” he croaks, his face a picture of dismay.</p><p>“Afraid so. That’s why you’ve not been serenaded lately,” Richie tells Eddie as he moves across the cluttered room to the wide open doors of the balcony. “Wanna see where the magic happens? My guitar’s boxed up but, you can compare your view to mine.” </p><p>Eddie moves to join Richie on the balcony that was venue to Eddie’s summer morning soundtrack. It feels like stepping into a deserted theatre.</p><p>“Do you write your own songs?” Eddie asks, and at last, swallows his evident chagrin and urges his vision upon the other boy. But Richie doesn’t meet it. Instead, his magnified eyes flicker across that same old smudge of verdant forest view that Eddie shares from the window above.</p><p>“Yeah, most of what you would have heard is mine. But I’ve nothing really to write about…” He stalls, and that’s when his gaze meets Eddies. “I haven’t got a muse.”</p><p>It’s said with a humorous tone, the kind that seems like a skin to his voice. But Eddie swears he sees beneath the joking, and is sure that if he looked hard enough, if he was allowed to, he’d find cracks in Richie’s concrete comedy. In one passing remark, Richie lets Eddie in on the secret of the lonely life he leads - and Eddie knows that loneliness all too well. How cruel it seems that their serendipitous meeting should be so soon to their inevitable goodbye. </p><p>“Is that why you’re leaving?”</p><p>Richie nods, but then corrects it with a shrug. He’s looking away again, and Eddie’s wishing that he wasn’t. </p><p>“I’ve outgrown this town.”</p><p>Eddie scoffs with laughter. ‘That’s arrogant!”</p><p>“That’s me, baby.”</p><p>They laugh together, and they’re quiet together, until Eddie boldly asks: “So, I won’t hear your music again?”</p><p>The question tastes so bittersweet. He was so lucky to have that private concerto each and every morning, but like with everything in life, parting with it feels akin to loosing a limb. He can’t hide his disappointment, either, and Richie mirrors Eddie’s woeful appearance with a pitiful smile.</p><p>“I’m not leaving for another few days. I might be able to squeeze in one last morning performance before I go, if you’re happy to listen out for me.”</p><p>Of course Eddie’s happy to - and he does. </p><p>Sunday morning gave him birdsong, Monday thunder. Tuesday fell silent, and Wednesday bought nothingness. By Thursday he’s given up. </p><p>Heartbreak crippled him, and God, did he feel stupid for it.</p><p>He goes to head out on Friday morning, and feels a crack under his foot as he steps outside his front door. He curses, at first thinking someone’s left litter on the doorstep to irk him - but irking him was the last thing on the delivery person’s list of intentions.</p><p>It’s a package, and Eddie briskly, clumsily, fumbles it open. A tape tumbles out. He scrambles to insert Side A into his Walkman, his heart in his throat, his head in a furnace.</p><p>It’s the voice from the balcony below, but it’s singing especially for him<i>.</i></p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1936" data-orig-width="1080"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/b733fb8941949434dfb48b30c72598b9/9bd906cd7e7966c2-89/s2048x3072/dc1e8358cfba5259865fb6bffceb6d357251fe0a.jpg" data-orig-height="1936" data-orig-width="1080" data-media-key="b733fb8941949434dfb48b30c72598b9:9bd906cd7e7966c2-89"/></figure><p>Richie’s voice soars over the chorus again, and Eddie’s mouth is so dry; he could never dream of singing in the way the other can so effortlessly. He’s captured in it’s strangely silky timbre, but more than anything, caught in the eye of a magnificent tornado of lyrics that he surely isn’t delusional to say were written for him. It’s the next verse that get’s him, like a final, glorious blow to the stomach.</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="498" data-orig-width="1080"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/76e7d36f59bf9c062bff3d8e188d7b75/9bd906cd7e7966c2-9d/s2048x3072/b4d16da9a9465eb3fd0a3d312fcc9501c110e0ca.jpg" data-orig-height="498" data-orig-width="1080" data-media-key="76e7d36f59bf9c062bff3d8e188d7b75:9bd906cd7e7966c2-9d"/></figure><p><i>Fuck</i>.</p><p>They’d missed each other, brushed past one another, lived so close, yet both been so afraid to approach one another that their opportunity had passed them by. Eddie rebels; that can’t be it. Side A ceases, and his trembling digits flip the tape over. Sure enough, there’s Richie’s voice again:</p><p><b><i>Hey Eds. Got a pen handy? My new number is 09973 6542800. Call me, if you want. It’s your groupie rights.</i></b></p><p><i>Permanent tag list: <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mKLOayX78OGvGJzfhfMav5A">@pink-psychic</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mYNLz77yHWt-s1_yQNt_vpQ">@girasol-eddie</a></i></p><p><i><a href="https://fuzzylogik.tumblr.com/tagged/reddie-prompt-req">ALWAYS ACCEPTING REDDIE PROMPTS </a></i></p><p><br/></p>
Tags: THIS IS SO LOVEY I CANNOT TELL YOU HOW ADORABLE AND ABSOLUTELY DARLING THIS IS, I LOVE!!!! IT, fic rec, reddie, this same-building pining thing? everything i never knew i needed it’s wonderful, and richie flirting suggestively w eddie, i adore them, the song at the end is beautiful too!
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&ldquo;I didn&rsquo;t drive all this way to say &lsquo;hey&rsquo;.&rdquo;, or &ldquo;don&rsquo;t tempt me&rdquo; for the reddie prompt :)
<p><i>Thank you! I’m incapable of keeping these prompts short, SORRY AND ENJOY </i>  💗</p><p>“Richie!“ </p><p>The train station was buzzing with people and activity and it didn’t surprise Eddie when Richie didn’t hear his voice over all that noise. He watched as Richie kept walking, a mop of dark curls so tall that Eddie could see him over the crowd even without having to stand on his tiptoes. What he couldn’t do was catch up to Richie and his big strides, not unless he broke into a run. He didn’t think twice about doing it, no matter how cliché it might look, he needed to get to Richie before he boarded that train. It was hard when people got in his way though. </p><p>“Shit sorry.” Eddie mumbled at a woman when he bumped against her. He tripped over a man’s suitcase but managed to regain his balance before face planting into the floor of a crowded train station. “Fuck. Stupid Richie with his stupid long legs.”</p><p>Eddie would be lying if he said he didn’t love those long legs though or if he said that he didn’t love the man they were attached to. He still wasn’t sure if it was possible to love someone after knowing them for only one summer. It was barely enough time to even get to know a person, let alone fall in love with them yet here he was, chasing after Richie, hoping to get to him before he got on that train and disappeared from Eddie’s life. </p><p>They had come to a decision last night. Well Eddie had. Richie had reluctantly agreed that while they had a great summer together, it was better if they go their separate ways. Easier, Eddie had said. Richie lived on the other side of the country and even if his aunt lived in the same town as Eddie and he could visit, it would be too complicated to stay together. They had an amazing last night, they said their goodbyes and Eddie had gone to bed with his heart aching but his resolve intact. </p><p>It was less than ten hours later, Richie hadn’t even left yet and Eddie was already regretting his decision. He wished he could take it back. He wished he could tell Richie that he changed his mind. </p><p>He wished Richie would fucking notice him and stop fucking walking. </p><p>“Richie!&ldquo; </p><p>Finally, Richie stopped. He looked around in confusion until his eyes landed on Eddie and they widened, his jaw literally dropping. </p><p>&quot;Oh thank God.” Eddie muttered under his breath, slowing down his pace and walking the remaining distance that separated him from Richie. </p><p>“Eddie?” He asked, gawking at him. “What the fuck are you doing here?&quot; </p><p>&quot;What? No ‘hey’ or ‘it’s good to see you Eds’?” Eddie asked, panting slightly. </p><p>Richie huffed, eyebrows knitting together. “I- of course it’s nice to see you Eds but what the fuck?”</p><p>Eddie waved him off, he was bouncing on his feet, still vibrating with the adrenaline of chasing Richie all the way there and the anxiety of how this would play out. “That’s okay,<b> I didn’t drive all this way to say hey</b>.”</p><p>“Why did you drive here?” Richie asked. “I thought you said all there was to be said last night.” </p><p>“Yeah, well. Those were all fucking lies.”</p><p>“Which part?”</p><p>“All of it. I don’t want you to disappear. I don’t want to forget about you. I don’t want this ―us to be just a summer fling. I want you. I want to try to make this work with you.” </p><p>“But you don’t believe in long distance relationships, you said―”</p><p>“Shut up, I know what I said! But that was just me being scared and stupid, which I still am. Scared, I mean. Because I’ve never felt this way about anyone before and it terrifies, because I’ve only known you for a couple of months! And that’s why I thought it would be easy to go back to how things were before knowing you, but I was wrong. I don’t want to do that, I don’t even think I that I can do it. What I want to do is to be with you because meeting you this summer was the best thing that happened to me, in a long time. If not ever. ” Eddie said, words jamming together with how fast he was talking. He wouldn’t be surprised if Richie didn’t understand half of what he said but when he finally looked up, he found Richie staring at him with the softest eyes and the dopiest smile so maybe he had at least caught the jist of it. “Are you going to say something? Please say something.”</p><p>“Hold me Eds, that was beautiful.” Richie teased, clutching at his chest with his hand. </p><p>Eddie slapped his shoulder with a growl. “Fuck you! I’m being serious Richie!” </p><p>“Ow! I know! I was being serious last night. I told you I was all in Eddie, that I didn’t want this to be over just because I live on the other side of the country but you said you couldn’t do it―” Eddie opened his mouth but Richie shushed him with his finger. “You said you couldn’t do it and I respected that but if you want this, if you want to try this with me, then I’m fucking in.”</p><p>Eddie smiled, letting out a breath he didn’t know he was holding. “I want this. I’m sorry I was an idiot last night.”</p><p>“Hey I’m an idiot most of the time and you don’t mind.” Richie laughed, eliciting a giggle from Eddie. “I’m just glad you changed your mind.”</p><p>“Well I’m glad you didn’t. I don’t know what I would have done if you had turned me down. Probably jump in front of that train.”</p><p>Richie laughed, scooping Eddie up in his arms, wrapping them around his waist and spinning the two of them around. “I could never turn you down Eds.”</p><p>“Rich stop.” Eddie chastised, but his laughter undercut the meaning of his words. “People are staring!”</p><p>“You just chased after me in a crowded train station, yelling my name, people were already staring Spaghetti.” Richie said, but put him down nonetheless. “By the way, that was really romantic of you Eds. You really know how to make a lady swoon.” He added, fanning himself, dramatically. </p><p>Eddie rolled his eyes but his lips tugged up into a smile. Before he could answer they were interrupted by a voice speaking into the intercom, the words resonating throughout the station. &quot;Ladies and gentlemen, the ten AM train with destination to Bangor will depart from platform 4 in approximately ten minutes. Passengers are required to board the train to ensure a timely departure.”</p><p>“That’s your train isn’t it?” Eddie asked, knowing the answer even before Richie nodded, having seen the way his face fell when he heard the announcement. </p><p>“Are you sure I can’t convince you to come with me? We can still get you a ticket.” Richie tried to joke but Eddie knew he meant every word. </p><p>Eddie wished he could say yes and go with him but he couldn’t so he swallowed the lump in his throat and offered Richie a weak smile. “<b>Don’t tempt me</b>.”</p><p>“See, you say that but all I hear the exact opposite.” Richie chuckled. Eddie saw that his eyes were shiny with unshed tears, the back of his own eyes were starting to burn. “If it’s about the money we can skip the ticket, I’ll hide you in my suitcase when it’s time for them to check. I know for a fact you’re quite bendy.” He winked.  </p><p>“Shut up.” Eddie said. “You know I would if I could.”</p><p>Richie sighed loudly. “Yeah I know. I guess I’ll call you when I make it to Bangor?”</p><p>“Yeah. And when you get to the airport. And then when you land. And just― whenever you want.”</p><p>“You got it Eds.” </p><p>Eddie nodded, biting on his bottom lip. Hard. He hoped that the pain would distract him from the sting in his eyes from trying to hold back the tears. It didn’t and he felt a tear escape, but before he could wipe it away and pretend it was never there, Richie used his thumb to catch it.</p><p>“Hey, none of that Eds. We’ll see each other again. I’ll come visit you as soon as I can. And I’ll call and text and skype.” Eddie nodded again, he didn’t trust his voice not to break if he tried to speak. </p><p>They had already done this the night before and it had felt more final than this. Yesterday it was a goodbye, whereas now it felt more like a see you later ―see you <i>soon </i>was better― and yet he hadn’t shed a single tear last night. </p><p>The voice repeated the message, only this time it announced that the train would be leaving in only five minutes, meaning it was time for Richie to go. </p><p>Having said what he needed to say, Eddie cradled Richie’s face in his hands and pulled him down for one last kiss. They broke it off quickly, running out of time. </p><p>“I have to go.”</p><p>“I know.”</p><p>“I’ll miss you.</p><p>&quot;I’ll miss you too.”</p><p><i>I love you</i>, Eddie wanted to say but he didn’t, he would save it until they saw each other again, which he hoped would happen sooner rather than later. </p><p>“Don’t forget to wave your handkerchief at me Eds, I’ll be watching from the window.”</p><p>Eddie let out a snort. “Why would I have a handkerchief with me? This isn’t the nineteenth century.”</p><p>“I’m buying you a handkerchief for next time.”</p><p>“Fine, as long as come all the way here to give it to me.&quot; </p><p>&quot;Oh I’ll give it to you.” Richie teased, waggling his eyebrows. He walked backwards, away from Eddie and towards the platform. “Bye Eds.”</p><p>“Bye Richie.”</p><p>Eddie watched him get on the train, true to his word, Richie found a seat by the window and waved at Eddie. And even if he didn’t have a handkerchief, Eddie waved back until he couldn’t see Richie anymore.  </p><p><i>Prompt came from <a href="https://jem-carstairs-is-perfection.tumblr.com/post/187250940830/angstfluff-prompt-list-mvps">this </a>list, you can still send me a number and a ship and I’ll write something. Still have a few coming up :)</i></p><p><b>Tag list:</b> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mnAh3bkzb1iHs-5JWVEuZ-A">@daddyphantomtbh</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mi8SeJSOIdSexcBX9U5UGjw">@yes-dillman-yes</a>   <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mYXFnbPANm7HKoB6BKqk9cg">@richietoaster@beepbeeprichiellc</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mLAnSdrUcmXDdmeB6OUamMg">@its-stranger-than-you-think</a>   <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mbPkyjF_bnqGPsG1ch-5Pxw">@lemonaayyee</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m5QwmYYuCSE14I6fuxXPo3A">@pennys-pet-kitty</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A">@tinyarmedtrex</a>   <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mU7_EWOhIcB7mjfitje5JSQ">@richiefuckfacetozier</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m1oGOuEM48bZ5qYxFeUPHNA">@sam-i-am2468</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m-bpDyqwIQ9Y12byz9W7t5A">@richardtoz@aizeninlefox</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mbBTSrwfGZf9lCMAPLO5F7w">@reddie-for-anything</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mC0wleAS5keY3zlPRi72Zbg">@eddiefuckinkaspbrak@constantreaderfool</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mKUQj1SCO5wVREdVhC0bdNA">@reddieclownclub</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mH1m2LuWSwtEPtgzVOOrt_Q">@captainbartholomew</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/myT_1FzlCZkggzOWS0CT50w">@mirandonsky</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mFJs3grzx8WdWNUGYXzbMNQ">@proton-disaster-blaster</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mdXwzraajbo9Gwycs-DM8Rw">@alargedepresso</a> </p>
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hiiii! Idk if you can help me but i found this fic about eddie being a single dad and richie being MIA for years then coming back to derry and he ends up babysitting eddie&rsquo;s kid while hes out of town. Thank you so much for your help!
<p>Hey Anon! I think you want <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/18027062/chapters/42594884">Baby, I’m counting on you</a> by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m1k_gZEbmHM_7QlMoqqubSg">@tozierpunks</a>!! </p><p>You’re welcome! </p>
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5, 8, 13 for Reddie or Stenbrough?
<p>“Eddie,” Richie falters. His eyes are wide behind his glasses. “Tell me you didn’t mean that.”</p><p>Eddie sits quietly before him. He’s staring at his glass, filled with water and untouched. </p><p>“Eds,” Richie whispers. “Look at me. <i>Please</i>.”</p><p>He slowly looks up at Richie, and he can’t keep his lower lip from trembling when he sees the devastated look Richie has in his eyes. But he needs to do this. Before it’s too late. “What do you want from me, Richie?”</p><p>“What?”</p><p>“What do you want from me? <b>Why are you so jealous?</b> And why can’t I just be myself? Do you think you own me?”</p><p>“What? No!”</p><p>“Then what? What is it? Why do you just keep me around to use whenever you’d like? Why did you-” Eddie catches a stranger’s reprimanding eye and lowers his voice before looking into Richie’s eyes again. “Why did you bring me here? Is this all a part of your game too?”</p><p>“Eddie… I thought you forgave me for that.” Richie’s voice breaks. “You said you forgave me.”</p><p>“For treating me like shit? Yeah. I did.” Eddie lets out a dry, humorless laugh. “I actually did.” Richie is curling in on himself now, and Eddie almost wants to stop and tell him everything is okay. Like every other time.</p><p>“Eddie… I’m trying to make things right. I <i>want</i> to make things right!”</p><p>“By telling my mom I’m gay and making her kick me out of her house? Oh… wait! By punching my best friend? Oh! Maybe you want to make things right by fucking trashing my car!”</p><p>“That was never my intention, Eddie! I never wanted those things to happen! I couldn’t control it-”</p><p>“Richie, I don’t care about your excuses anymore! <b>You can’t keep pretending it didn’t happen, cause guess what? It did</b>!”</p><p>“Okay.” Richie is breathing fast, looking down at his empty plate. “I’m sorry.”</p><p>“That’s it?” Eddie watches him. Richie doesn’t say a word, eyes cast down as he squeezes his hands into fists. “Are you angry?” Eddie waits. Nothing. <b>“Well. Yell, scream, say something. Anything”</b></p><p>“I said I’m sorry.” Richie is pale now, heart jackrabitting into his rib cage. “Maybe it’s too soon.”</p><p>“Too soon? You asshole.” Eddie mutters. “I’ve waited years.” </p><p>“I’m sorry, Eddie.” Richie looks up at him. “I’ll come back again when you don’t hate me.”</p><p>“Richie, don’t you dare leave again.”</p><p>Richie slowly gets up. “You don’t want me.” He whispers. “I’m so sorry, Eddie. I’ll make everything right before I’m gone.”</p><p>“Richie,” Eddie mutters. “I do want you.” Richie reaches for Eddie, and before they touch, he goes around the table and kneels at Eddie’s side. Eddie looks down at him, quietly trying not to let his tears slip past his eyes. “Richie-”</p><p>“<i>Shh</i>,” Richie holds both of Eddie’s cheeks. “I promise you’ll be safe. I’m so sorry, Eddie.” </p><p>Eddie shakes his head and closes his eyes as he leans into him, and he can feel Richie’s lips next to his, his warmth slowly enveloping him. It’s exactly when their lips touch that Eddie feels cold. </p><p>In the blink of an eye, Richie is gone. </p>
Tags: um i don’t even know the full story and i big sad, reddie, drabble, :(
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okok! cause ive been itching to read a fic where its OT7 richie-centered! since i dont see many of those! like maybe richie had a really bad day and is trying to smile it off to not bother the losers, but the losers comfort him than spend the evening making him feel good ya know? thank you in advance! :)
<p><b>Alright anon, it’s a little late but here is some OT7 just taking good care of Richie, in every which way ;) nsfw ahead</b></p>
<p style=""><b>+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++</b></p>
<p>It was an interesting concept, living with six other people, especially when you’re romantically involved with every last one. It meant that most of the time you weren’t alone; there was usually always at least one other people home at the same time as you. Richie appreciated this, except when he didn’t. Their relationship meant that he had to put on a mask successful enough to fool six people. Sometimes it was hard enough trying to fool one person. And after the shit packed day he just had, the last thing he wanted to do was exhaust himself trying to put on an act that everything was okay. Richie thought he did a good job regardless.<b><br/></b></p>
<p>He did not.</p>
<p>The others immediately picked up on it and spread the knowledge between them like a silent language as they all arrived home one by one. First, it was Bev, who’d already been home when Richie came sulking in through the door. The second he saw her, his face lit up and he greeted her in that token Richie Tozier way. But it didn’t feel right; it was like a flip had switched and it was super unsettling. She knew, mere seconds after he walked through the door, that something was wrong. She tried to pry and get to the bottom of it, but Richie, executing one of his greatest strengths, put on the best act and pretended like everything was fine. </p>
<p>He wore a tight smile on his lips. Bev could tell it was fake because Richie didn’t smile like that; when he was truly happy, he smiled with his eyes. </p> <p><a href="https://oldguybones.tumblr.com/post/187291211260/okok-cause-ive-been-itching-to-read-a-fic-where" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: so sweet i love richie, fic rec, ot7, nsfw
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12 and Byeler
<p>“Hey, let me do this for you.” Mike proposes as he strides towards Will. He stops right in front of him and undoes the dull-looking, flat knot Will made of his tie. “You know, for an artist, you certainly do not have a way with your hands.”</p>
<p>Will laughs. “Oh really?”</p>
<p>“Really.” Mike answers, smiling back at him. He focus on doing Will’s tie as neatly as possible, knowing Nancy would notice if anything looked even a little… disraveled. “So…” Mike looks up, seeing Will’s hazel eyes on him, and that <i>look</i> on his face. “What?” He marveled, looking back down at Will’s tie again.</p>
<p>“Can’t I look at you?” Will counters, smiling in adoration as he sees the apples of Mike’s cheeks flustering. </p>
<p>“You can,” Mike mutters, a small smile on his face as he finished up the tie knot. “Just don’t stare, weirdo.”</p>
<p>“You’re too pretty for me not to.”</p> <p><a href="https://noahschnapp.tumblr.com/post/187270087880/12-and-byeler" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: byler, drabble, adorable!, yes!!, this is!!, what sweethearts in love
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Could we maybe get a sequel to the hockey player au? Like maybe they meet at an after party?
<p>Sure can! <a href="https://beepbeeprichiellc.tumblr.com/post/182834284483/hard-as-ice-it-was-cold-inside-the-rink-colder">Part one</a></p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="640" data-orig-width="640"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/86d806b5a83c88c9ae03b7a70c17baed/42ed107b09bd78f6-fb/s2048x3072/caa26130d628d20ea72829caa1e8710d90bb88b2.jpg" data-orig-height="640" data-orig-width="640" data-media-key="86d806b5a83c88c9ae03b7a70c17baed:42ed107b09bd78f6-fb" alt="image"/></figure><p><b><i>Hard as Ice</i></b></p><p>Richie never astonished with the lack of subtly in Stan’s pursuit of his crush. First he comes to the game-practically drooling on the sidelines-and now he insisted that they hang around the locker room so that he could ‘accidentally’ bump into Mike. Richie sure hoped this meat head was worth the amount of shit Stan was going to get from he and Beverly for all of this. Every time the locker room opened Stan nearly pissed his pants with excitement. If Richie wasn’t having such a horrible time, he would have enjoyed the sight but the green monster on his back gnawed at his skin mercilessly. </p><p>“Holy shit Stan, this guy better put out after all this trouble.” Beverly jested, nudging Richie in an eager attempt for him to chime in. When the trashmouth snorted she rolled her eyes and added, “I hope he looks better without all the padding than with.” </p><p>“He does.” Stan replied with a grin, making Beverly laugh and Richie scoff. Eventually, Stan got what he wanted as Mike and another player exited a few seconds later, their hands full of bagged gear and hair wet from what could only be assumed to be from a much needed shower. Mike smiled brightly, waving at them before saying something unheard to his team mate and strolling over. Stan bounced with excitement, his eyes wide with intense attraction. “Oh hey, we were just heading out. Fancy meeting bumping into you.” </p><p>“Yeah, no it’s not.” Beverly said under her breath, earning a sharp elbow to the breast. </p><p>Mike laughed, “Oh guys this is my friend Eddie.” He politely introduced, nodding to the short brunette beside him. “You know Stan already, this is his friends Beverly and Richie.” </p><p>“Nice to meet you.” Eddie said with a kind smile, extending his hand out to which Beverly accepted instantly. When their hands dropped he moved to Richie, and the trashmouth was tempted to accept it-with the boy’s doe eyes and freckled face making his heart skip-but his bad attitude got the best of him and instead he turned his head and scoffed-actually scoffed which surprised even himself. </p><p>Eddie withdrew his hand as if he had been burned, his lips turning downward into a scowl. Stan came to Richie’s aid, insisting that he just had a bad day but Eddie looked unconvinced as he replied with “Right, well as fun as that was…” He looked at Mike with annoyance. “You ready to go?” </p><p>“Oh yeah right, hey the team is going to a bar for a little celebration, you guys should come!” Mike offered enthasically, his kindness like a blinding light that only pissed Richie off even more. “Sadie’s Bar down on Third Street. It’s not the nicest but it has cheap beer and good music.” </p><p>“I love both of those things.” Stan blurted. </p><p>“You hate both of those things.” Richie corrected. </p><p>“We will be there.” Beverly assured, shooting daggers in Richie’s direction. “Thanks for the invitation.” </p><p>Mike nodded, saying that he would see them there. As he walked away, Eddie lingered as if he was going to say something. His eyes were on Richie, his face still and breath even. Richie felt as if he should apologize, it wasn’t Eddie’s fault that he was so bitter-it was an unrelated meat heads but the words refused to take the plunge. Eddie’s face scrunched up as he left, and Richie felt even worse that he did before but there was a bit of himself that still burned.  </p><p>And it kept burning all the way to the bar. </p><p>—-</p><p>“Let me buy you guys the first round.” </p><p>It was really hard to dislike Mike, Richie had decided. He was perfect for their little Stan. Gentle, soft spoken and very, very kind. The total opposite to Stan in every way-which is why Beverly had decided they were soulmates. For whatever reason, this made Richie’s mood worsen. It had been over six months since his last relationship, if that could even be called a relationship. All they had done was fucked, she was good in bed but that was all. If Richie lingered long enough, he would feel loneliness nip at his heels but he refused to do so. Instead he focused on spending his time griping and bothering those closest to him. </p><p>“He’s great, isn’t he great?” Stan gushed, watching Mike walk to the bar. </p><p>“Yes, he is great.” Beverly replied, smirking to her friend. “The best one yet.” </p><p>“He’s alright.” Richie chirped, bitter and flat. “Kind of seems fake to me.” </p><p>“Shut your hole trashmouth.” Stan growled, rolling his eyes. “Mike is amazing and you’re just pissy because you are still hung up on that shit head that treated you so badly.” </p><p>“Stan!” Beverly hissed. </p><p>Richie felt like he had been slapped in the face, the sting off his past relationship now becoming painfully apparent. It wasn’t like Stan was wrong, per say, but it had been a nonverbal agreement that the past would not be spoken of until Richie was over it all and yet here they were mentioning the only man he had ever loved. Like a scar that just wouldn’t fade, his lover had damned him to all hell. When Richie went to reply to his friends harsh remark, there was no time as Mike sat down four beers as well as four shots. </p><p>“Thought we could start the night off right, bourbon is good for the soul I hear.” Mike said with a friendly smirk. “Beer is the chaser of course.” </p><p>There was only a second between Mikes words and Richie’s eagerness to down the shot without warning. It burned-just as it always did-and it felt better than the ache in his chest. If Mike had judgment on his tongue he didn’t show. “Hey Mike!” A voice rang out from across the bar, making the player look up and grin. </p><p>“Excuse me but it looks like my boy Ben just made it. You wouldn’t mind if I just-”</p><p>“Go head.” Stan replied, grazing the top of Mike’s hand with such fondness that Richie wanted to upchuck the liquor. “I know you’ve been waiting for him.” As Mike left Stan filled them in. “Ben’s his and Eddie’s old friend, he’s been in France for six months designing their new amphitheater. He’s only in for the night before heading to London for another contract.” </p><p>“Busy man.” Beverly whistled, craning her head to get a glimpse of the interaction. </p><p>“Should be, you don’t get named in People’s Magazine’s 30 under 30 without being busy.” </p><p>“No shit?” She sounded impressive, and Richie himself would even have to admit that it was impressive. “Think Mike will introduce us?” </p><p>“Ofcourse.” Stan said knowingly. </p><p>Richie couldn’t help but put his grumpy two cents in, “Surprised those meatheads are friends with someone so smart.” </p><p>He could feel Stan vibrate beside him, “I’ll have you know that Mike has a masters in Ancient Civilization and is currently working on his dissertation for his masters.” Richie opened his mouth to retort but was cut short with, “And Eddie has his Medical Degree form Duke, just because your ex was an idiot doesn’t mean anyone with skates is.” </p><p>Baffled, Richie sipped his beer instead of replying. Maybe running his mouth wasn’t the appropriate thing to do tonight, even if it was the only thing to hide his burning aggression. They sat there for a bit, in comfortable silence as Beverly asked about the mystery man that just arrived and Stan joked about her finally getting laid. It wasn’t long till they caught the attention of another guest, although this one wasn’t a friendly one. </p><p>They stood at the end of the table, bumping it slightly so that the three would give them their undivided attention. Hockey players-that they definitely were-but they were none of the ones that had been on the ice with Mike earlier. These two-they were meatheads if Richie had ever seen them. Rotten to the core with scowls for days. “Look, we don’t want to be ‘those people’ but I am obligated to let you know that your kind isn’t welcome at this bar.” </p><p>Beverly raised a defining eyebrow, “Excuse me?” </p><p>The bigger boy snickered, “I’m sorry but we are talking to the fairy here, not you okay? So go be a good little girl and get us some beers eh?” </p><p>Richie felt himself stand before his mind could register, being a spitfire he had always been ready to fight but there wasn’t a need because there was someone there to defend his friends. “Is there a problem here?” </p><p>It was the goon. </p><p>Eddie. </p><p>“Nothing that you have to worry about it.” One of the two replied calmly, holding up their hands in defense. “Go back to your friends, we don't’ want trouble.” </p><p>“These are my friends.” Eddie shot back immediately. “Whatever problem you have with them-you have with me.” He was squared up, a good defensive stance that Richie recognized. The trashmouth expected him to glance at them, to decide if they were worth the effort but he didn’t-apparently having already decided. </p><p>“Alright then, we didn’t know they were with you Eddie.” The same player replied, taking a step back. They were scared of the man who was nearly half their size. It amazed Ricihe, astonished him that such a spitfire could earn a reaction like this. “We apologize, isn’t that right Patrick?” </p><p>The bigger one narrowed his eyes, as if he was about ready to disagree and the tension it left was sour and unwelcoming. But this passed, and the man also took a sizable step back. Still so, Eddie kept his shoulders firm. The smaller one turned to leave but as soon as he took a step away the Pactrick guy muttered something under his breath that only the four of them could hear. “Fucking faggots.” </p><p>Eddie chuckled-actually fucking chuckled which made Richie reere back in suprise. Shaking his head he grabbed Mike’s shot, doing it before reaching for Beverly’s and doing the exact same. “That word, you know I hate that word right? Such a dirty word.” Eddie straightened up, pulling at his shirt and wiping his lips. “Right then…” </p><p>The punch was unexpected, quick and so fucking hard that Richie himself could hear the cracking of bone. It was painfully clear that Eddie had done this before, the way it was one hit and done, sending Pactrick sprawled out on the floor-out cold. Bouncing back he was ready for the other friend, who bounced onto him right after. This started a bar fight, members of Eddie’s team coming to his aid. </p><p>Richie, Beverly and Stan all stood up from their seats and staggered back as the table they were at became a landing spot for some guy and the one who was pounding on him. “Fuck!” Beverly cursed, pulling Stan just in time to save him from a flying beer bottle. </p><p>“Hey, come on. This way!” A voice called from behind them, and without really thinking about it Richie followed-dragging his friends along with him. They were sent through the back and spilled out into the alley where the air was crisp and the night was young. “Bill is going to kill Eddie for this one.” It came out as a raspy laugh, and it was then Richie got a good look at their savior-Ben. </p><p>“Whose Bill?” Stan asked, looking back at the door with a slight pinch of worry. </p><p>Ben smiled. “The owner, one of our childhood friends. That’s why they come here-to support him. Not that he likes owning a bar, he’d much rather be writing somewhere.” When he noticed the three of them staring at him with disbelief, Ben backtracked quite a bit. “Ben Hanscom by the way. Sorry, I forgot to introduce myself and that’s bad manners.” </p><p>“Beverly Marsh.” She introduced herself, a smile growing around her lips. “This is Richie Tozier and Stan Uris.” </p><p>“It’s nice to finally meet you Stan, Mike talks about you all the time.” Ben said, nodding in the direction of the man who refused to pay attention-being that it was all caught up in the loud commotion coming from inside. “And I’m sorry I’m not meeting you guys on better terms but Eddie can be a bit hot headed when it comes to defending his friends.” </p><p>“We aren’t his friends.” Richie corrected, feeling the need for clarification even if it burned his throat. Eddie had defended Stan, a person who Richie was sure he had met only a handful of times. Who in the hell did that?</p><p>“Well, you might not think so but I’ve got some news for you.” Ben replied, a slight knowing tone in his voice. “Eddie doesn’t do this shit for just anyone. Either you guys are his friends or he sure as hell has changed in the six months I’ve been gone.” </p><p>The shouting seemed to calm down from the bar and soon Mike stumbled out with a sideways smirk on his face. He was a little disheveled, and worse for wear but alive nonetheless. “Hey, sorry about all that.” There was a pinch of sorrow behind his tone, making Richie wish he was anywhere else as Mike strolled towards Stan, placing gentle hands on his shoulders. “I had no idea those guys were going to say that stuff to you. Bill runs a no shit shift, I don’t even know how they got in. I swear he doesn’t speak for anyone on my team and I-”</p><p>“Mike.” Stan cooed, cradling the man’s face in his hands and sighing. This silenced the rambling, and Richie knew that in that moment, the world had faded away from them. “It’s okay, as long as you aren’t hurt I couldn’t care less what those idiots say.” </p><p>Mike leaned in and caught Stan right on the lips. It was a soft and chaste but it lingered long enough to make everyone around turn away in embarrassment. Richie wanted to let go of the bile in his throat but refrained and instead took a very strong interest in the brick wall. This ended when Eddie burst through the door laughing, a fresh shiner yellowing up from under his left cheek. He looked content with himself, even if his shirt was covered in stale beer. </p><p>“Yeah, we are banned for the month, Bill is pretty pissed. I haven’t heard him yell like that since we accidentally ran his car into the lake senior year.” Lifting his hand he wiped away a stray line of blood from his lips. Looking between all of them he asked, “You guys okay? I didn’t see where you went after Victor jumped on my back.” </p><p>“We are fine.” Beverly hummed, “Ben came to our rescue, isn’t that right?” Richie knew she was laying it on thick, he had seen it before. She wanted in Ben’s pants, which was weird because she typically went for stupid jocks. “My savior.” She cooed, tugging on his sleeve. </p><p>“Oh well I don’t know-I just kind of-uh-” Ben sputtered, his face turning red. </p><p>“Well, the party is over.” Eddie said, “I guess we better just head home and try this whole getting to know each other next time.” </p><p>“I’ll walk you home Stan.” Mike offered immediately, to which was eagerly received. </p><p>“Well if Stan gets to have a big strong man walk him home I should too.” Richie nearly laughed at the way she patted her eyes up at Ben. “I mean what if we run into one of those guys again?” Beverly was a black belt in jiu jitsu, she had literally beat the shit of a guy last week for calling her baby. </p><p>Ben sputtered, “I can walk you home, although I’m not really as strong as Mike and don’t know-”</p><p>“Oh thank you Ben. That’s so thoughtful of you.” </p><p>“Wow.” Richie whistled, “That’s just great, what that just leaves me all alone then?” </p><p>“I’ll walk you home you big baby.” Eddie said in an exasperated voice. </p><p>“No I don’t want you to-” </p><p>“Come on before the four of these start taking their clothes off and doing it in the alley.” Eddie cut rolling his eyes and walking past his friends who were way too engrossed in one another. “I’ve got literally nothing better to do.” </p><p>“Great.” Richie groaned as he followed. </p><p><br/></p>
Tags: ooooo i like thid au, reddie, fic rec
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Drunk Prompt: the gang is playing a drinking game and Eddie wins, and he wants a lapdance from Richie 👀👀 pls
<p>thank you allie! warning i’m drunnk so idk how this will turen out </p><p>====</p><p><i>‘I did it. I finally did.’</i> Never in the millions of times that the other losers and he had played drinking games, had he been the one to win. Granted, it was never have I ever, and he was notoriously know as the one loser who Never Did Anything Fun™.</p><p>“I’m picking Richie.” He said as he smirked, pointing at his best friend. He could see the way Richie startled at hearing his name, beer halfway to his mouth as he looked back at Eddie with a wide-eyed look. Eddie leaned back against the couch as he motioned for Richie. “Come here Rich.”<br/></p><p>Richie placed his beer gently on the coffee table before getting up, rubbing his clammy hands on the sides of his jeans. He stood in front of Eddie, nervous, but pretending to be anything but. “What are you gonna make me do, Eds? I hope it’s nothing dirty because I already paid your mom a visit before coming here tonight and I’m beat.”<br/></p><p>Eddie’s eyes flashed with annoyance at Richie’s words as he gripped the back of the couch tightly with both hands. Without bothering to acknowledge Richie’s joke, Eddie spread his legs slightly and simply said, “I want you to give me a lap dance.”</p><p>“W-what??” Richie stuttered as he looked to their other friends for help only to find that they were blatantly avoiding eye contact with him. “You’re joking right? How much have you had to drink Eds??”<br/></p><p>“Are you going to give me a lap dance or are you going to keep stalling?” Eddie challenged, eyebrow raised as he looked at him expectantly. He wasn’t sure where this surge of confidence was coming from, although it was definitely true that the alcohol was helping. Eddie was tired though. Tired of toeing the line between friendship and something more. Tonight, he thought, tonight would be the night he would do something about the thing between them.<br/></p><p>Richie seemed to think the same thing as he took a deep breath and climbed on top of Eddie, straddling him as he wrapped his arms around Eddie’s neck. He had no idea what he was doing, despite all the he bragged to his friends, Richie had never given, or even received a lap dance before. </p><p>He moved his hips experimentally as Eddie moved one of his hands to grab onto him to steady him. He could feel the way his movements were affecting Eddie, giving him the confidence to continue on.</p><p>“Rich,” Eddie whispered in his ear with a strained voice, a voice that was doing things to Richie, turning him on in a way he shouldn’t be with all their other friends watching. “This is nice and all, and I love the enthusiasm, but this could be considered more like dry humping than an actual lap dance.”<br/></p><p>Richie paused his movements at this, cheeks red as he heard the giggles from their other friends behind him. He closed his eyes as he leaned over to rest his head on Eddie’s shoulder and said, “Fuck, guess I gotta try again huh? Maybe this time it can be a private lap dance?”</p><p><a href="https://reddieclownclub.tumblr.com/post/187225179412/angstfluff-prompt-list-mvps">send me a prompt from this list and i’ll write a drunk fic for you</a></p>
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STOZIER - stanleytoziers
<p>- they’re that couple in the hallway that constantly is making out</p><p>- the absolute WORST to have in a class together cause they don’t stop talking </p><p>- a couple that games together stays together so stan taught richie how to play pokemon and minecraft and richie taught stan how to play uncharted (stan knew how to play and has completed the game but didn’t want to tell richie that)</p><p>- they constantly send each other memes </p><p>- they binge every tv show together and stan has never felt more betrayal than when richie watched the next episode of everything sucks without him </p><p>stan: im never going to speak to you again </p><p>richie: but i love you </p><p>stan, reluctantly: i love you too </p><p>- when richie was younger he had a treehouse in his backyard (its still there it just has a ton of spiders in it and richie doesn’t fuck with spiders) stan, however, does fuck with spiders, so he cleaned out the treehouse one day and lay down a ton of blankets and lights and had their third anniversary date in there </p>
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Lumax headcannons?
<p>gym!! couple!!</p><ul><li>lucas always playfully hits on max at the gym, like complimenting her and asking for her number, and max giggles and kisses him, bc one time someone thought they didn’t know each other and stepped in and max had to explain that they were dating</li><li>lucas gets them matching sweatbands. max pretends to find it dumb but <strike>not so </strike>secretly loves it</li><li>they both inspire and motivate each other so much!!</li><li>they’re so supportive of one another</li><li>they always help each other stretch bc they don’t want the other getting hurt!!!</li><li>they love trying new protein shake recipes together</li><li>they both look so good in sportswear, they’re such a niche fashion couple and i love that for them</li><li>they post about their workouts on instagram sometimes and all their friends make fun of them but they’re just like “talk to us when you can do ten consecutive pushups” bc lets face it they have a point</li><li>they shower together after gym trips and then cuddle today for the rest of the day, carbing and resting up</li><li>fridays are pizza and movies nights</li><li>lucas loves the gym bc he loves when max’s hair is up bc he can see her face more clearly and kiss her neck more easily</li><li>she’s accidentally hit him with her ponytail so many times, but he still loves it so much</li><li>he loves wrapping his arms around her waist and spinning her around, loves hearing her laugh</li><li>so many competitions too tho</li><li>situps, pushups, pullups, all the ups, they always try to outdo each other until they collapse, sharing giggles and soft kisses</li><li>they’re so good for each other, encouraging each other, looking out for each other bc they love each other!! so much!!</li><li>they have so much fun together, the absolute sweethearts</li></ul>
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<p><b>reddie </b>+ 27: Help me I’m being hit on at a bar please be my fake boyfriend for a second</p>
<p><b>Warnings</b>: Creepy/Inappropriate behaviour from a secondary character (I.e the person in the bar) </p>
<p>“Oh, my god.” Richie groaned, pressing his hands against his temples and turning away from the crowd. He muttered under his breath for several moments, eyes squeezed shut and staring down at the wooden table in front of them.</p>
<p>Eddie continued sipping his vodka cranberry, swaying slightly not-very-good live music playing in the background. Richie suddenly looked up and drowned the rest of his drink in swallow. Eddie blinked at him, only mildly impressed.</p>
<p>“Do you remember the girl from my Soc class?” Richie asked, shoulder hutched up higher around his neck.</p>
<p>Eddie frowned, pursing his lips. “The one who said you didn’t dress nicely enough to be gay?” </p>
<p>Richie scowled. “Yeah. That one.” He agreed. “Don’t look but she just walked in.”</p> <p><a href="https://richietoizer.tumblr.com/post/187225508037" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: awwwww, the pining tho richie has Soft Eyes?, yeah that’s 100% real nice try fooling yourself rich, reddie, fic rec, and ew she creepy
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what can we do to help amazon? everyone is saying that no-one gives a fuck about it, but no one is giving information how to help the situation :(
<p>The “no-on gives a fuck” is about worldwide media not talking about this. But it’s really nice of you to want to help us.</p><p>You can donate<b> <a href="https://www.change.org/p/impedir-o-desmatamento-e-explora%C3%A7%C3%A3o-da-amaz%C3%B4nia?utm_content=cl_sharecopy_13767732_pt-BR%3Av4&amp;recruiter=995275304&amp;recruited_by_id=38f21050-c3ac-11e9-8258-cbae82a6f8ab&amp;utm_source=share_petition&amp;utm_medium=copylink&amp;utm_campaign=psf_combo_share_abi&amp;utm_term=psf_combo_share_abi&amp;use_react=false">here</a></b> if you want to help stop the exploitation and deforestation   of Amazon. The president, who calls himself “Captain Eletric Saw,” allows the exploitation and destruction of the Amazon for economic ends.</p><p>You can also donate to SOS AMAZONIA <b><a href="http://www.sosamazonia.org.br/conteudo/doacao/">here</a>.</b> They are the biggest NGO in Brazil and they work with implantation of public policies that aims into preservation of the Amazon and it’s people.</p><p>They are both helping the Amazon right now!</p><p><b>Always good to remember: USD$1,00 =  RS$4,04 and   €1,00 = RS$4,48. So, even if you can help just a tiny bit, it will help us a lot!</b></p>
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Excuse me ma&rsquo;am i need a part 4 of the famous au with a happy ending or i might explode
<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="142" data-orig-width="553"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/cf7ba65a1780b8e0fed0841c3fe8809d/a80f817937f9be4f-6e/s640x960/311fb39561fe5e077d23d96ae4bd6b69ab299537.png" data-orig-height="142" data-orig-width="553" data-media-key="cf7ba65a1780b8e0fed0841c3fe8809d:a80f817937f9be4f-6e"/></figure><p>Alright alright I will fix it! Part <a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/186584085937/famous-au">one </a>is here, two is <a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/186635846462/you-said-to-send-you-an-ask-so-here-i-am-part-two">here </a>and three is <a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/186968239032/you-are-a-god-could-you-write-a-part-three-for">here </a></p>
<p><b>Ten years later. </b></p>
<p>Fuck, Richie was nervous. He hadn’t felt like this in a long time. He handled poisonous animals for a living for fuck’s sake. Being cool and collected was his job and, normally, he was damn good at it. </p>
<p>But the thought of seeing Eddie again? It made his heart race and palms sweat.</p>
<p>They hadn’t talked since the break up. There hadn’t been a reason to. It would have only made moving on harder. After a few weeks of the gossip rags making outlandish accusations things died down and Richie went back to how his life had been before Eddie.  </p>
<p>After a few months He’d quit the survival show and ventured out on his own,  becoming a speaker. He toured all over the US, talking about his book and the places he’d been. He’d finally gotten the funding for his kid’s show and it was a wild success, especially for the live studio audience. He was happy. Career wise, everything had worked out exactly how he wanted. </p>
<p>His love life was another story. He hadn’t fallen in love again. When people asked him why he’d say that he didn’t have time, that he was focusing on other things. </p>
<p>That was a lie. </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/187169828742/excuse-me-maam-i-need-a-part-4-of-the-famous-au" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Prompt: reddie meeting at a museum
<p><b>Gosh, sorry this took so long, but I hope you like it! <br/>Thanks so much for the prompt, it was lotsa fun to write ♡</b></p>
<p>”I just love the duh-detailing on the trees, do you s-see that?”</p>
<p>“Uh huh”, Eddie barely gave the painting a glance, instead looking around to see if there was anything else interesting nearby. Bill didn’t notice.</p>
<p>“And then the sky in between the b-branches, even though it’s black, somehow it’s still puh-popping out of the frame”, Bill finally seemed to notice Eddie looking away and poked his upper arm. “Eddie, are you seeing this?”</p>
<p>“Sure.” Leaning in, he tried taking in whatever Bill had just said, but it had disappeared from his mind. Into one ear and out the other. </p>
<p>“Probably one of my f-favorites so far.”</p>
<p>If only they hadn’t already been there for two hours Eddie might have cared. Instead he was bored out of his mind. </p>
<p>“Bill”, Eddie finally got his attention. “This was fun for the first half hour, but you promised there was that special art piece here? When are we getting to see that?”</p>
<p>It had been a week since Bill had called in excitement, babbling on the phone about the new space exhibit at their local art museum. Apparently lots of talented artists from their area. Eddie had been intrigued, especially when Bill mentioned the highlight of the exhibit: a closed room where if you stood at specific spots, it looked like you were floating in space.</p> <p><a href="https://moonlightrichie.tumblr.com/post/187188764591/prompt-reddie-meeting-at-a-museum" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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reddie + &quot;Do you want me to?&quot;
<p><b>warning: NSFWish?</b></p><p>“Do you want me to?”</p><p>The words sent goosebumps down Eddie’s back as Richie’s hand teasingly grazed over the button of his jeans. Eddie let out a shaky breath, all he could muster as he wrapped his arms more tightly around Richie’s neck. </p><p>“Fuck, Richie I’ve wanted this for a long time.” He sighed again, finally mustering up the strength to say what he wanted, needed to say. “If you stop now I’ll fucking kill you.”</p><p>Richie paused at his words, button already popped and hand now on the zipper of Eddie’s jeans. They stared at each other, room quiet except for their breathing, before Richie began laughing.</p><p>“Jesus Eds,” Richie said as he leaned forward to rest his head on Eddie’s shoulder. “I’m not saying that killed the mood, but I’m definitely gonna need a minute before we continue.”</p><p>“I can help with that.” Eddie said as he grinned and pushed Richie back, hands trailing down his chest and stomach before they reached his desired destination.</p><p><a href="https://reddieclownclub.tumblr.com/ask">send me a ship + a sentence and I’ll write the next 5 [or more] sentences</a><br/></p>
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Do you think you can write a mutual pining, yet oblivious to each other&#039;s feelings, Reddie spin the bottle game when they&#039;re teens? Bonus if the Losers Club is painfully aware that they like each other even though neither has told anyone about how they feel &amp;#128514;
<p>oh babe, i love this</p><ul><li>the losers have known for ages that richie and eddie are in love, for fuck’s sake, every time they pass the kissing bridge, they see the R+E</li><li>like richard….</li><li>it’s a small town…..</li><li>who the hell else is dating with the initials R+E? baby. Rpeter and Emarcia? Is that it? baby.</li><li>so ofc they hatch a plan, they’re gonna have one of their usual sleepovers when Bill’s parents go out of town. Bev suggests SPIN THE BOTTLE!!!! and teaches the guys about the magnet trick, so one of them is gonna have to drink this bottle of Budweiser cause she needs a dark bottle so Eddie won’t notice the magnet inside</li><li>bill and ben chug</li><li>stan waits until they’re done to ask, “why didn’t we just pour it down the sink?”</li><li>richie and eddie show up together ofc and the losers are quickly ushering them into a game. “what should we play?” and eddie, who loves games, suggests Mario Party, and mike says, “no let’s do spin the bottle instead.”</li><li>only when they’re all in a circle do they realize it’s mostly gonna be them boys kissing other boys, they have a 1/7th shot of landing on beverly and when they all slowly realize this, beverly has to cover her mouth bc she been knew</li><li>richie demands to spin first, and he’s already whipped the bottle around before bev can give eddie the magnet, so he lands on bill and puckers up, and poor eddie watches, completely disheartened.</li><li>he almost doesn’t wanna play, but bev insists it’s just a silly game between friends, and they all love each other, and, “hey i found this neat magnet on the ground and i wanna take it home, but i don’t have pockets. could you hold it for me in your fanny pack?”</li><li>it’s a magnet she swiped from bill’s fridge and she has pockets, but eddie is a sweet friend and agrees. he’ll just assume those are “girl” pockets so they’re about half an inch deep and not as resourceful as his fanny pack!</li><li>he spins before he puts it away, and the losers get nervous when it doesn’t attract the bottle as well as they’d hoped. it lands on mike, so eddie and mike kiss and eddie giggles a lot cause it was his first, and he admits that. “jeez mike, i didn’t know you’d be my first kiss. that was really nice!”</li><li>richie deflates like a balloon, he gets up and goes to the kitchen and jokes, “you losers are all bad at kissing; i wanna play with people who have experience!” stan and ben shout “beep beep richie!” but the game can only go on for a couple more rounds and ofc now they all land on eddie</li><li>since richie hasn’t come back, and eddie keeps looking around for his crush, he dismisses himself from the losers who are FINALLY setting up some good ol’ mario party, and finds richie on the porch swing</li><li>“this seat taken?” “go for it.” which surprises eddie bc he expected a joke, maybe something along the lines of, “<i>yeah i’m waiting for your mom.”</i><br/></li><li>“you okay, richie?” “i dunno.” and they sit in silence for well over five minutes before richie asks, “can i try something?” and eddie, head over heels in love, nods bc <i>anything for his richie</i><br/></li><li>that’s when richie holds his face and plants a whopper of a smooch on eddie, the most lingering kiss of the night</li><li>the losers, watching from the window, nearly fall over each other from excitement</li><li>eddie is shook, but he smiles when richie starts to pull away, and pulls him right back for another kiss</li><li>“you know how long i’ve been waiting for that, richie?” “not as long as i have.”<br/></li><li>“nah uh,” “yeah huh” “nah uh!” “yeah huh!”<br/></li><li>their first kiss is promptly followed by their 1007th fight</li></ul>
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17 for Reddie??!!please
<p><b>“I can’t sleep, can I stay here?” </b>Eddie was standing in Richie’s doorway, looking like he expected Richie to say no, to refuse his request. </p>
<p>It wasn’t fair of him to ask and they both knew it. For Eddie to be standing outside of Richie’s door, ruffled and half asleep, playing with the hem of his shirt. He knew that he shouldn’t ask, that they didn’t have this type of relationship anymore. </p>
<p>He also knew that Richie would never say no to him.</p>
<p>“Sure, come on.” Richie said as he moved over, giving Eddie ⅔ of his small bed. He ached as the bed sank next to him, Eddie’s familiar weight was comforting and heartbreaking. </p>
<p> They shouldn’t be doing this, shouldn’t be sleeping next to each other, but  Richie knew that Eddie always slept better next to him, especially when he had a nightmare. Something about Richie always managed to keep the bad dreams at bay.</p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/187130702087/17-for-reddieplease" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: no those insecurities tho, reddie, fic rec
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Would you be willing to write more in the as long as we&rsquo;re together verse ?! Like maybe reddies first date perhaps??
<p>okay i think this concept will work better as hcs bc im picturing a lot of time jumps/snapshots so here’s that!! (follow up to<a href="https://t.umblr.com/redirect?z=https%3A%2F%2Farchiveofourown.org%2Fworks%2F15687309&amp;t=MDViMTJkYjA1M2U2YzVmZGNhZWRkM2UzODE5Y2QwMzIyNGEwYzM4MyxhZjA1MGVhZTI1Y2U4OTMzYjY4MzQ5NTI1YThlYmYyNGI1N2FhNDZi"> this fic</a>)</p><ul><li>okay so this is movie canon, so they’re like 14 here right?</li><li>so it’s all very young and sweet and bumbly</li><li>they don’t really have time to discuss what they Are before the pennywise battle, but they survive!!</li><li>somehow talking about their feelings is even scarier</li><li>richie’s especially scared bc is he still allowed to be as protective of eddie as he has been this past week or so? the monster’s gone, so eddie’s safe and doesn’t need richie anymore, right?</li><li>but eddie still wants to hold his hand when they read comics together in the loft of richie’s garage, and he still shares his ice cream with richie, and they still go to the arcade just the two of them sometimes, they even kiss every once in a while, but it’s in the safety and secrecy of richie’s bedroom, and it still makes their hearts race, makes them giggle and blush every time</li><li>they’re first official date isn’t until they’re 16 and richie actually asks, clearly, if he can take eddie out</li><li>bc he’s 16 now!! went made him get a real job and he gets paychecks that he wants to spend on his boyfriend!!</li><li>eddie laughs bc “richie we’ve been on, like, a hundred dates by now” but he also thinks it’s really sweet</li><li>and he’s not gonna say no to free dinner and a movie</li><li>there aren’t really many fancy places in derry though, so they go to the local pizza place and order pasta, bc that’s peak romance</li><li>they’re the only ones in the joint with actual entrees, but they’re a couple of rowdy teenage boys, so no one really gives it a second glance</li><li>they hold hands in the dark back row through the whole movie</li><li>and when he’s sure no one’s looking, richie kisses eddie under the stars. it’s just a quick peck, but it’s the perfect ending to their first official date</li></ul>
Tags: n i c e, hc, reddie
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I think 76 &amp; 114 would be interesting for the Drabble challenge hehe
<p>76. 

I think you need stitches

</p>
<p>114. 

No, you’re MY bitch.

</p> <p><a href="https://beepbeeprichiellc.tumblr.com/post/180357095403/i-think-76-114-would-be-interesting-for-the" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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can you write one where richie is dating a girl, and isn&rsquo;t really that into her. he basically is dating her so people stop saying he likes eddie. but then one night when eddie and him are cuddling, trying to get to sleep, they both realize they like each other. and richie ends up breaking up with his girlfriend , but eddie stays away when he realizes these feelings because richie has a girl and he&rsquo;s kind of nervous. but at the end, eddie finds out richie dumped her and they end up together
<p>“a girl” AS IF RICHIE DOES NOT TRY TO DATE BEVERLY MARSH<br/></p><ul><li>and it’s not like, that richie does it by accident or because he wants people to think he’s straight<br/></li><li>cause richie is the Resident Bi Disaster </li><li>and like, he may not like bev’s smile like he likes eddie’s but man, bev is cool as fuck</li><li>she smokes the same brand of cigarettes as him and listens to cool music and can yo-yo better than richie ever DREAMED</li><li>and she gets richie right, understands his humor and doesn’t make fun of him when he snorts while laughing and she curls his hair around her finger fondly</li><li>richie thinks maybe, just maybe he could learn to love beverly marsh</li><li>they’re at the Aladdin one night, watching a bad horror movie, and richie puts his arm around bev</li><li>it feels right, to have someone cuddled up to him, and she smells nice and sometimes richie just feels so lonely? and he wants somebody who UNDERSTANDS HIM </li><li>“bev, wanna like date or something?” he whispers, leaning into her ear<br/></li><li>“sure, rich,” she says, easy as pie, and suddenly richie has a girlfriend???<br/></li><li>he walks bev home, not quite working up the courage to hold her hand, and then IMMEDIATELY hops on his bike and goes to bill’s house</li><li>mike’s there because of course he is and richie explains to the both of them his predicament while sitting cross legged on bill’s bed</li><li>“i don’t like-like bev,” he says, biting his lip and fidgeting with his fingernails “but it just felt so right?”<br/></li><li>mike looks hesitant but bill is rock steady when he goes “if t-that’s what you w-want richie, then g-g-go for it”</li><li>(there’s an unspoken conversation happening between mike and bill, a “what is eddie gonna say? does richie have any idea what he’s done?”)</li><li>anyway, richie goes home that night and has trouble falling asleep because he feels excited and guilty all at the same time</li><li>he and bev start doing couple things, like walking hand and hand in the hallway and richie carries her books to class and bev writes him little notes that she tucks into his locker</li><li>richie gets a lot of shit from older kids about it, boys whispering to him about his whore girlfriend and girls giving him pitying looks and it makes richie SO MAD because cant they see that bev is the coolest person in this whole fucking school???</li><li>and like, richie kind of loses ben as a friend? because duh ben still loves bev but can’t work up the courage to do anything about it and he glares at richie with more jealousy than anger</li><li>but the worst reaction of all is Eds</li><li>because richie kind of thought eddie would be happy for him? richie has accepted that eddie’s never going to be in love with him like richie is with him but he at least hoped eddie loved him enough to be happy for richie finding love of his own?</li><li>but eddie avoids him. he averts his eyes in the hall and wrinkles his nose at bev and his joined hands</li><li>he doesn’t even fake happiness</li><li>and richie is gutted</li><li>anyway, beverly marsh is richie’s first kiss</li><li>it’s late, they’re in the park, and bev’s got that key necklace on that she won’t tell richie what it unlocks</li><li>his eyes are still open and he crosses them, focused on her freckles</li><li>it doesn’t get better until he closes his eyes, almost forgetting who he’s with and letting himself pretend for a minute it’s eddie’s soft lips on his and not beverly’s</li><li>she’s patient and hesitant and her perfume coils around his head and he gets a little lost in it</li><li>she pulls back and her eyes are so green in the moonlight and she smiles kind of pityingly at richie and goes “i think we should break up”</li><li>“what?” richie says, still kind of dazed<br/></li><li>“we can’t keep pretending we aren’t doing this to make somebody else jealous,” <br/></li><li>and god bev is SO SMART. she’s so wise beyond her years and mAN richie really could love her!!! he could spend his life chasing bev’s intelligence and letting her be one step ahead of him!!!!!</li><li>but she’s right</li><li>so richie nods and kisses her cheek one last time and she locks their pinkies together and she knows where richie’s going and she wishes him luck with a kiss to his forehead</li><li>and richie climbs on his bike and makes for eddie kaspbrak’s house</li><li>GUESS WHAT BITCHES IT AINT A REDDIE FIC IF HE DONT CLIMB IN EDDIE’S WINDOW</li><li>but richie is a disaster, remember? so he tries to throw a rock at eddie’s window and fucking cracks it and luckily ms. k doesn’t hear it break but eddie DOES and he’s PISSED</li><li>“what the fuck, richie? what are you doing here? you broke my fucking window youre gonna have to pay for that my mom is going to be so pissed i can’t believe you anyway what are you doing here shouldn’t you be off with your <i>girlfriend</i>”<br/></li><li>he spits girlfriend in such a venomous manner and richie KNOWS</li><li>so he ignores eddie’s yelling and slides the cracked window open and crawls into eddie’s room clumsily</li><li>and eddie is lecturing him the whole time but he looks happy, like he’s missed yelling at richie just as much as richie has missed being yelled at</li><li>richie plants both hands on eddie’s cheeks and there’s a surge of confidence in him because he’s done this before now and he thinks he has a rough idea of how to kiss well</li><li>and richie knows it’s a dick move to kiss someone to shut them up</li><li>but eddie melts into it, mouth still open and his eyes fluttering closed and richie presses into him with every bit of skill he can muster</li><li>they break apart and eddie’s cheeks are flushed and he’s totally not mad anymore, he’s looking at richie shyly with his eyelashes all fluttering and god richie was such an idiot wasn’t he</li><li>“what about your girlfriend?”<br/></li><li>“i don’t have a girlfriend” richie says and eddie sighs, kind of fond and kind of tired<br/></li><li>“thank god,” he says, licking his bottom lips as if to chase richie’s taste “cause do you know how hard it is to hate beverly marsh?”<br/></li></ul><p><a href="http://credbareboned.tumblr.com/ask">send me requests/headcanons/prompts!</a></p>
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reddie &amp; 26
<p><b><i>Sitting on the same park bench.</i></b></p>
<p>“Is this seat taken?”<br/></p>
<p>Unbeknownst to Richie, due to the earbuds tucked securely in each of his ears, this was the third time these words had been spoken to him, each in increasing volume from the one prior. Finally, he looked up from the brown bagged lunch situated in his lap and, in a frantic attempt to pull his earbuds out, he managed to send them flying a few feet away, directly at the feet of the handsome stranger standing before him. </p>
<p>“Umm, here, you dropped these,” he said, forcing out an awkward chuckle as he reached out to hand them back to Richie. His other hand reached up to tuck a loose strand of blonde hair behind his ear. </p>
<p>“Th-thanks,” Richie stammered, still looking up at the stranger, his jaw dropped to the ground. He found himself captivated by the way the sun reflected off of them, bringing out the gold flecks buried deep in his soft brown eyes. “Did you, uh-you said something before?”</p>
<p>“Yeah, I was just wondering if anyone was sitting here,” he repeated, now for the fourth time, as he gestured to the empty side of the bench beside Richie. </p> <p><a href="https://oldguybones.tumblr.com/post/186950412940/reddie-26" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Seguir leyendo</a></p>
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I didn&rsquo;t see someone did claws already lol sorry!
<p>I’m soooo sorry I don’t see a previous ask in my inbox from you so I’m assuming that tumblr fucked up and didn’t send it to me? Because this looks like maybe you sent me something about the cat asks meme? But anyway as an apology here’s something I wrote for you (apologies in advance if it’s not good or if it’s not the ship you like):</p><p>====</p><p>“No.”</p><p>“No??”</p><p>Eddie looked up from his phone, eyebrows furrowed at the sight of an annoyed-looking Richie in front of him. He had his arms crossed and a frown on his face, clearly expressing annoyance, but at what, Eddie wasn’t sure.</p><p>“I mean it, Eddie. No.” </p><p>Eddie frowned at hearing Richie using his preferred nickname. Richie <i>never</i> called him Eddie, which meant Eddie had done something to upset him enough to drop the ridiculous nicknames he always used. </p><p>“Baby, I have no idea what you’re talking about.”</p><p>“Don’t play dumb Eddie!” He raised his voice slightly, frustration clear. “I saw the cat food you hid under the sink. Where is it? Where’s the cat??”</p><p>“<i>Fuck.</i>” Eddie whispered to himself as he realized he’d been found out before he had a chance to plead his case to his boyfriend. “You weren’t supposed to-” </p><p>“What Eddie? I wasn’t supposed to find out?” Richie interrupted. “Eventually the cat was going to make noise. Were you just planning on fucking hiding it from me for as long as you could?”</p><p>“Obviously not dipshit!” He snapped, angry that Richie interrupted his attempt to explain himself before he began accusing Eddie of hiding things from him. “I was going to tell you after dinner. You know, bribe you with dessert so that you’d say yes to keeping him.”</p><p>Richie sighed, dropping his arms and moving to sit next to Eddie on the couch. “I’m sorry I yelled at you Eds. I shouldn’t have done that but why did you bring a cat home? You know I hate cats.”</p><p>“Rich, just because one cat attacked you once doesn’t mean they all have it out for you.” He laughed, moving to curl up next to the curly-haired man he loved. “Besides, you deserved it. You provoked the poor thing and it was only trying to defend itself.”</p><p>“Yeah well, twelve year old me is still scarred from the experience of having a feral ass cat scratch the shit out of me!” He huffed as he recalled the memory he tried so hard to suppress. “That’s why no cats allowed here babe. I won’t stand for this type of betrayal!” </p><p>Looked up at him with a pout. He shifted himself so that he was sitting in Richie’s lap, straddling him. He placed his arms around Richie’s neck, foreheads connected and lips lightly touching.</p><p>“Come on babe. My ma never let me have any pets, always saying I was allergic to anything with fur.” Eddie pleaded. “Can’t you do this one thing for me?”</p><p>“Oh that’s playing dirty Kaspbrak.” Richie warned, feeling as if he was already beginning to concede to Eddie’s request. “You can’t keep using your mom against whenever you want me to agree to something!”</p><p>They both knew Richie would do anything Eddie asked of him, that any restraint he showed was purely for the sake of pretending that he wasn’t completely stupid in love to the point that he was what his friends so lovingly called “whipped”. This, however, was something Richie did not want to agree to. He hated cats and despite the fact that he believed Eddie deserved anything and everything he could ever want, there was no way he was going to give in to this request. </p><p>Eddie sighed, a sad look on his face as he pulled back from Richie. “Fine. I’ll get rid of Mr. Whiskers tomorrow.”</p><p>“Mr. Whis-” Richie laughed at the ridiculous name. Something he would have never expected Eddie to name a pet. Eddie had always seemed like the type of person to give their pet human names like ‘Brad’ or ‘Oliver’. “Lord Eds that’s so fucking cute!”</p><p>Eddie smiled at him, happy to see his boyfriend was no longer in a bad mood over the whole ordeal. “Cute enough to convice you to let me keep Mr. Whiskers? That’s our son you know? Are you really going to make me give away our son?” </p><p>Richie grinned up at him at this. He loved the idea of being a parent with Eddie. He would have preferred being a ‘dog dad’ though. Maybe, ok just maybe, he could look at the cat Eddie brought home and see if they could get along. He could try for Eddie.</p><p>“Ok, maybe we can keep him.” He began, pasuing to shush Eddie before he could say anything. “But only if we name him Sandy Claws instead”</p>
Tags: fic rec, reddie, aww cute
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Wheelzier!! Richie works at the fair and un rigs the games for Mike!! (Secretly but still tries to flirt his but off)
<p>this is so cuteee, thank you for sm the ask!!</p>
<p><b>words:</b> ~1k</p>
<p>Richie sat on the counter of the booth he ran, people-watching as he did with about eighty percent of his time at work. He liked the part of his job where he got to heckle people into throwing balls at bottles, but it mostly made them walk away and avert their eyes rather than actually goading them into playing. Most people had learned to just happen to glance away while passing booth games. So that left Richie to find entertainment in the crowds that passed him by while he counted the minutes until he could head home with a funnel cake in one hand and a lemonade in the other.</p>
<p>At this particular moment, Richie couldn’t help but overhear an amusing if rather familiar squabble going on across the thoroughfare. There was a redhead girl with an amused smirk on her lips insisting, “There’s no way you could win any prize from any of these games.” </p>
<p>Facing her was a super cute guy with fluffy black hair and his arms crossed. He got adorably huffy as he shot back, “Okay, I definitely could! I just don’t wanna waste my money on this rigged bullshit!” </p>
<p>“It’s not a waste if you win a prize like you’re saying you could.” </p> <p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/186945278042/wheelzier-richie-works-at-the-fair-and-un-rigs" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: this is so fucken adorable i love these two, and a max/mike banter relationship? great, fic  rec, wheelzier, all the flirting and blushing ugghhh

Post id: 186946773378
Date: Sun, 11 Aug 2019 22:41:34
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/186946773378/21-with-reddie
Slug: 21-with-reddie
Reblog key: 4p6ub29Y
Reblog url: https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/186940187497/21-with-reddie
Reblog name: wonderwheelzier
21 with reddie
<blockquote>
<p><b><i> 21. Best Friends Sibling AU</i></b></p>
<p><b><i>This got way longer than I thought and I’m calling it ‘Get it right the First Time’ after the billy joel song okay ‘njoy! (WC: 1600+)</i></b></p>
</blockquote>
<p>“He’s adopted. We all are.” Stan said out of the blue, after dinner. </p>
<p>“What?” Richie asked.<br/></p>
<p>“Eddie. He’s adopted. So is Ben. Bill is too.” He said again, louder this time. <br/></p>
<p>“I-I mean.. I guessed.” Richie shrugged. “Cause they’re white and you’re-” Richie threw a hand over at Stan. “Not.” </p>
<p>“Israeli.” <br/></p>
<p>“I forgot the word.” <br/></p>
<p>“clearly.”<br/></p>
<p>“I-I didn’t have to know, dude, it’s not a big deal.” Richie stammered.<br/></p>
<p>“You were staring at Eddie the entire meal.” Stan said loosely, eyes never leaving his book. <br/></p>
<p>Richie shifted. He <i>was </i>staring at Eddie. How could he not? He was… gorgeous. Big grey eyes, freckled, tan skin, wavy blond hair and the cutest little face. He had a look of perpetual surprise and annoyance, like someone just stole his parking space. </p>
<p>He sat a the table quietly nearly the whole meal, watching the conversation with curiosity and every now and then, his eyes shifted over to Richie. </p>
<p>Richie couldn’t take his eyes off of the younger boy. He was so… pretty. The light from the dining room was framing his face <i>this</i> side of perfect, and his sweater was too big and it gave him the sweetest little sweaterpaws- </p>
<p>“I wasn’t staring at Eddie.” <br/></p> <p><a href="https://honkhonkrichard.tumblr.com/post/186902302556/21-with-reddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: THIS, IS, AD O R A B L E, fic rec, reddie, what??, i love bill being protective and ben a grandpa, and stan not being white in the first couple paragraohs yoo, just love love
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Reddie kissing and Eddie having to stop and use his inhaler because he&#039;s getting too ahead of himself
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Teacher AU and The Missys and the Ex with Reddie
<p>You got it!</p><p>—-</p><p>“Alright, I can do this.” </p><p>It was the thousandth time Eddie had told himself that this morning, repeating positive things to himself in hopes that he would calm the nerves that had been creeping up his back the moment he had gotten the phone call. His therapist called it “self-reinforcement” and said that it was a good way to expel the negative things in his life but all Eddie felt was the idiocy that came with talking to oneself. God, he would just die if any of his new coworkers caught him telling his box of things how great they were going to do on their first day. </p><p>Getting to the door he suddenly realized his problem, there was no way in hell he was strong enough to hold his things and open the damn thing at the same time. Awkwardly he adjusted himself, trying each side to see if hopefully he could keep the thing up with his hip but to no avail. “Goddamn it, I move six hundred miles and it’s a fucking door that’s going to do me in.” </p><p>“Need some help?” A kind voice asked from behind and without an answer a slim hand pushed past him and grabbed hold of the handle. </p><p>“Oh thank you!” Eddie cooed, turning and smiling to the nice lady. “Thank god I’m not the new Math professor or these students would be screwed!” </p><p>This made the girl laugh, her brown curls bouncing just above her shoulder. “You must be the new English teacher, it’s nice to meet you. I would shake your hand but well-” She motioned to the box, her red lips curling around her teeth. </p><p>If Eddie was into woman he might have thought she was attractive, in a conventional way but she was kind and that was what really mattered at a new job. “Yeah, I’m Eddie Kasbrak. It’s nice to meet you Miss-”</p><p>“Plum.” She answered, “Patty Plum, I teach AP History.” </p><p>“Nice to see a kind face.” Eddie sighed, following her down the hall towards his classroom. “I’m really excited, I never thought I’d be hired on at a place like this! Its leaps and bounds from where from where I was.” </p><p>“Yeah, you are going to love it here.” She said, kindly following closely. “Being a professor at a prep school has its perks. Good health care, dental and every wednesday someone is assigned muffin duty.” </p><p>“That’s cool.” He admitted, feeling lighter on his feet than before. It was easy, listening to Patty talk about the job, and he did just that as they strolled down the hall. The place was magnificent, absolutely beautiful. Eddie couldn’t believe he was at one of the most prestigious schools in the United States, he had been dreaming of teaching ever since he was a little kid and this was beyond what he could reach. </p><p>It was perfect. </p><p>Until it wasn’t. </p><p>“Oh my god, Eddie Kasbrak?” </p><p>Eddie froze. That voice, that fucking voice that he had fallen for years ago. It couldn’t be-the universe wouldn’t dare do this to him-not now. “Richie Tozier.” He whispered, turing heel and staring up to the face he had seen every dream he had ever had since college. Yes, it was Richie Tozier for sure, with his mess of curls and tick glasses-his unconventional attractiveness digging its nails into Eddie’s skin and ripping him apart. Eddie could have died then and there-in fact he swore he did. </p><p>“I can’t believe its you-it’s been what? Eight years?” </p><p>Yes.</p><p>Eight years since Rihcie had walked out on him, since they had screamed until their lungs were charred and cried until eyes were swollen. It had been a disaster of a break up, one that left a gaping hole in Eddie’s chest that he could feel ripping open right this moment. “W-What are you doing here?” </p><p>“I work here! Have been for like a year.” Richie explained, smiling. “You’re the new English professor? That’s crazy, honey I’ve told you about Eds before, remember?” </p><p>Honey? </p><p>“Oh that’s right, so you are the one who jumped off of that roof and broke his wrist.” Patty laughed, throwing daggers right at Eddie’s chest. “Richie has told me so much about you! I can’t believe-god what are the chances.” </p><p>Eddie sputtered, “I-I’m sorry, a-are you two-” </p><p>“Oh we are engaged.” Patty explained, leaning into Richie with a small smile. The old trashmouth accepted the touch, making Eddie choke. </p><p>“E-Engaged? Really, that’s-that’s great.” He lied, laughing slightly. Suddenly he needed to be anywhere but here, looking to his door he managed. “Well this is me so-” </p><p>“Oh my god really?” Richie shouted, bouncing on the balls of his feet. “I’m right across the hall! Literally right there.” He pointed to the adjacent door and Eddie could feel the would laughing right at him. “We get to be hall mates! Isn’t that great!” </p><p>“Yeah.” <i>No</i>. “That’s unfreakingbelevable.” He gritted through clenched teeth. </p><p>“You are going to love it here Eds, it’ll be just like old times!” </p><p>“Not too much like old times I hope.” Patty joked, awkwardly grabbing Richie’s hand and giving it a squeeze. </p><p>“Oh no, of course not baby.” Richie reassured, patting her hand. “That stuff is in the past, right Eddie Spaghetti?” </p><p>“Oh-pfft-yeah.” Eddie faked a smile, “Come on, that was a million years ago!” </p><p>“Exactly.” Richie sighed. “It’s all good.” </p><p>Except it wasn’t. </p><p>At Least not for Eddie. </p>
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how abt 9 and 19 from the dialogue prompt 🥺
<p>
 “Midnight. On the Bridge. Come alone.” &amp; “I know you’re mad at me, but will a kiss change your mind?” 

Oh oho I like this one. <br/></p>
<p>TW for a non-consensual kiss. (It’s not bad but better safe than sorry)<br/></p>
<p><br/></p>
<p>Eddie stared down at the note he’d received, resisting the urge rip it into tiny pieces. He was seething.  After what Richie had done, after what he’d put Eddie and the crew through, he had the gall to send him a note? Who the hell did this guy think he was? <br/></p>
<p>Eddie crumpled the note and tossed it in the trash. He’d already memorized it anyway. </p>
<p><i>“Midnight. On the bridge. Come Alone. -R” </i></p>
<p>What could he possible want to talk about? Richie had betrayed Eddie, betrayed all of them, and now he wanted to talk? <br/></p>
<p>Eddie started to pace, debating what to do. Eddie was a con artist, and a good one at that. He had a small crew that he trusted and they pulled off quiet but lucrative jobs. Stan had been the one to bring Richie in, saying he’d be a good asset. <br/></p>
<p>They’d been planning their last job for months and then, at the last minute, Richie had pulled out- no explanation or apology given. He had been their Mouth, the one who did the talking, who distracted the mark while they did the work. Without Richie everything had fallen to pieces, they couldn’t pull off the job and they’d had to abandon it. <br/></p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/186889971247/how-abt-9-and-19-from-the-dialogue-prompt" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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<p>
“You meant too much to me.” 

(hi Ily and I’m sorry) <br/></p>
<p>“He came? Really?” Eddie asked, peering out from behind the door. He didn’t believe it, couldn’t believe it. Richie had sworn up and down that he wasn’t going to come. He refused to give anyone a reason for it but he had been very insistent. <br/></p>
<p>It had ruined his relationship with all the losers, Eddie most of all. <br/></p>
<p>“He’s outside, in the hall.” Mike’s voice was soft, like he was worried he was going to spook Eddie. “Do you want to talk to him?”</p>
<p>“Fuck.” Eddie nibbled on his bottom lip, glancing at the clock as he debated. <br/></p>
<p>Thirty minutes. <br/></p>
<p>He was getting married in thirty minutes. It wasn’t enough time to even start to tell Richie how hurt and upset he was but he had to try. Richie had showed up at the last minute, that had to mean something.</p>
<p>Right? <br/></p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/187123488297/9-for-reddie-for-the-angst-fluff-prompt-list" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Richie and Bev hook up?? That I can do. All of them making bedroom eyes at her??? Get the pitchforks
<p>i know like having every single one of bev’s male friends want to fuck her is so gross and over-sexualization to the max(also if they make eddie even <i>think</i> abt her sexually im killing andetto myself) but bevchie as fuck buddies is valid</p>
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give me richie first realizing his feelings for eddie hcs pls
<ul><li>i’d like to think that its rlly mundane. like nothing rlly changes, richie just realises it one day</li>
<li>theyre probs studying in richies room. well <i>eddie</i> is studying. richie gave up 20 minutes ago and is lying on his bed, throwing a ball up and down lazily</li>
<li>theres a big test coming up soon and eddie is s t r e s s e d</li>
<li>“can you stop throwing that fucking ball its so distracting,” eddie says into his homework. richie doesnt stop. eddie spins around in his chair. “richie did you <i>hear</i> me i said <i>stop.” </i><br/></li>
<li>but richie just grins and keeps throwing it. annoying eddie is probably his fave past time</li>
<li>only because he likes it when eddie glowers at him. like eddie is doing right now. that little grumpy face he pulls is funny. </li>
<li>“i know you dont care abt school but im trying to not fucking fail this class i mean if i fail it i could potentially have to re-do the whole year and then i’ll graduate a year later than i should and then i’ve set my whole life back–” eddie rambles in that fast-talking, no-breathing way he does, where he doesnt leave any spaces between his words, and needs to pause to suck in a deep breath after a few moments or else he’ll pass out.<br/></li>
<li>richie watches him. the way eddies nose wrinkles, his eyebrows tug downwards, in his irritation. the way eddies hair - which is usually very neat - falls over his forehead, mussed up from him anxiously running his hands through it. </li>
<li>eddie pauses to suck in a deep breath between his words, and as he inhales it gets caught in his throat. and he says, raspy, “fuck i need my inhaler.” then he fumbles around in his pockets for it. “this is your fuckin fault richie”</li>
<li>and its just all so very <i>eddie</i> that a warm wave of affection crashes over richie. </li>
<li>eddie takes a few quick puffs from his inhaler then points it threateningly at richie and jumps straight back to ranting at him</li>
<li>and richie thinks, <i>cute.</i>
</li>
</ul><p><a href="https://richiesheadlice.tumblr.com/post/187071861843/give-me-richie-first-realizing-his-feelings-for" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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this one isn&rsquo;t really a prompt but like insecure Richie?? Idk why I&rsquo;m such an angst slut but insecure Richie feeds my soul
<p><b>Oh, me too, I’m the same heh !! Made me sad to put my baby in this pain though, he deserves the world :( But I hope you like it, thanks for the ask !</b></p>
<p><b>Please read :</b><i> I got kinda carried away with this and it got a little long, and so I’m posting it on AO3 as well. And uhhhhhh it got a little NSFW in this oops, and because I want there to be a clean version too, I only included the dirty parts on AO3. So if you want to read that you can click here: </i></p>
<p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/20277136">READ ON AO3</a></b></p>
<p><b>And if you don’t want to read NSFW, you can just continue reading this one. (There are still some mentions of sex as well as cursing though)</b></p>
<p>Eddie didn’t know how he was supposed to feel as he was cycling over to Richie’s house. </p>
<p>Was he supposed to be mad? Worried? Maybe annoyed?</p>
<p>It was a Sunday in the middle of July during their last summer together before they all went away to different colleges, and the Losers had planned to go swimming in the quarry that day. For over 20 minutes, Eddie had stood waiting for Richie at the Kissing Bridge, the two of them always meeting up on beforehand and going together.</p>
<p>Didn’t matter what kind of plans the Losers had, but Eddie and Richie <i>always </i>went together.</p>
<p>When Richie hadn’t turned up, Eddie figured he’d just overslept and that he would be there later, and Eddiehad  walked to the quarry on his own. But after sending several messages, and even calling with no answer, he had started getting worried. He knew how Richie could get sometimes.</p>
<p>Then a whole lot of other emotions had washed over him when he saw that Richie had been online on social media, but still hadn’t answered any of the messages. First he’d gotten annoyed. Then a little mad. But in the end he’d felt mostly relieved. </p>
<p>At least Richie was alive.</p> <p><a href="https://moonlightrichie.tumblr.com/post/187063629756/this-one-isnt-really-a-prompt-but-like-insecure" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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<p>
<b>“We’re meant for each other.” </b></p>
<p>“I’m never going to be what you want Richie.” Eddie said, hating how shaky his voice was. He took a deep breath, willing himself to get through this without breaking. “I don’t want what you want- you have to see that too. You’re going to be famous, you’ll be at Hollywood parties, wearing a designer tux and talking to celebrities. I don’t want that. I want a quiet life and nothing about you has ever been quiet.”</p>
<p>It hurt to say all that. They had been through so much- being gay in a small town, falling in love, the challenge of going to different colleges- things were finally supposed to be easier. They had moved in together and both were ready to start their lives together, like they’d been waiting for for years. <br/></p>
<p>Except that Richie was on his way to becoming a star. A month ago he’d nailed his SNL audition and Eddie couldn’t have been prouder. When they went out to celebrate Richie had told him about all the traveling he’d be doing, the people he’d be meeting and places he’d be performing. Eddie had felt it for the first time then, that their lives were, for the first time, shifting away from each other. <br/></p>
<p>He had hoped he was wrong but since then the signs had only been clearer. Richie’s tour schedule was posted on their fridge, he’d be gone for weeks at a time. They bought webcams and extra data packages for skype but already things felt harder, a distance was forming between them. <br/></p>
<p>“What are you saying Eds?” Richie asked, moving in and taking Eddie’s hands in his. The corners of his mouth were turned down, like he didn’t want to hear the rest but knew he had to. <br/></p>
<p>Eddie stared down at their hands, it was easier than looking Richie in the face. He couldn’t hold Richie back, this was his dream. Richie had talked about it since they were kids. Eddie wanted to stay in their small town and open his own mechanic’s shop. That wasn’t the career path of an SNL staff member’s boyfriend. It didn’t work like that and he knew it.</p>
<p>So Eddie forced himself to say the words he’d been dreading. “We have to break up. It’ll be easier if we do it now.”</p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/187055514947/reddie-w-77-pleaseee" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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4. &nbsp; &nbsp; &ldquo;You&rsquo;re in love with her/him/them&rdquo; for Reddie? ( Sad maybe cause i feel angsty Or you can make it however you wanna)
<p>I’m sorry reddie shippers, PLEASE don’t kill me okay</p><p><b>4. ‘You’re in love with her/him/them.’</b></p><p>Richie knew that this was the only chance he was going to get before he had to leave and go back home. He had been at Eddie’s apartment for a couple of hours, the two of them just relaxing, scrolling through their phones, catching up on Netflix shows and chatting about everything that they could. To Richie, it was all leading up to something he had wanted to tell Eddie since they were teenagers.</p><p>For the first time in his life, he was ready to admit how he was feeling.</p><p>‘Hey, Eds?’ Richie asked, looking over at him nervously. Eddie, not looking up from his phone, nodded in response.</p><p>‘Hm?’</p><p>‘If you promise not to laugh at me-‘</p><p>‘Oh,’ Eddie snorted, smirking and raising an eyebrow at his best friend. ‘I can tell this is gonna be a cracker.’ </p><p>Richie rolled his eyes but shifted in his seat so he could face Eddie a little better. ‘I mean it! This is…this is actually kinda serious.’ Eddie paused. </p><p>‘Does this mean the phone needs to go away?’ Richie nodded. ‘Okay, it’s away.’ Eddie turned his phone off and shoved it into the pocket of his hoodie. Or Mike’s hoodie, Richie realised as he took a closer look. ‘What’s going on?’</p><p>Richie took a deep breath, fiddling with his hands like he always did when he was nervous, and looked into Eddie’s eyes.</p><p>‘So, I’ve been kinda sitting on something for a while…like…a few years, actually.’ He chuckled to himself before realising the concerned look on his friends face that seemed to grow worse by the second. ‘You know I’m not good with the whole…emotional shit but I just wanted to say that I-‘ Richie cut himself off, staring at Eddie with a frown. Eddie, who was now more than a little freaked out, cocked his head in confusion.</p><p>‘Are you okay?’ He asked. </p><p>Richie couldn’t move his gaze, his entire body frozen, his heart hammering against his chest. </p><p>‘Is that a <i>hickey?</i>’ He said, pointing at the spot he had seen on the surface of skin between his neck and shoulder. Eddie’s eye’s widened and he quickly pulled the neck of the hoodie over the bruise, clearing his throat and looking around the room to bide himself some time.</p><p>‘Uh…yeah…sorry you had to see that-‘ </p><p>‘Who gave that to you?’ Richie asked, his voice quiet. Pained. Eddie glanced at him, not saying anything, and Richie wracked his brain. They hadn’t gone out drinking recently, and Eddie wasn’t a one night stand kind of guy, so there was no way that he would have just brought someone home. He would have told Richie if he was dating someone, that’s for sure. Then Richie took another look at Eddie’s neck…and remembered what was covering it. Eddie didn’t have that hoodie before today, and the Losers hadn’t come over for a week or so now. So how did Mike’s hoodie get there?</p><p>Richie let out a breath. ‘Did Mike give that to you?’ </p><p>Eddie froze entirely, looking like a deer caught in headlights, and Richie knew he was right instantly. He looked away, licking his drying lips and wondering how he managed to have the worst luck in the world.</p><p>‘How…how did you know that?’ Eddie asked. Richie scoffed then pointed at the hoodie. Eddie looked at himself, then back up at Richie. ‘Oh. I guess I didn’t really think that one through.’ Richie didn’t say anything. Sitting up against the couch again, Eddie sighed and rubbed a hand over his face. ‘That was something I had wanted to talk to you about.’</p><p>‘When did it happen?’ Richie heard himself ask.</p><p>Eddie’s lips curled into a small, innocent smile, and it made Richie’s heart crumble. </p><p>‘Yesterday. Last night, actually. He came over after work, said he had to talk to me about something important. He was pacing around the living room for ages before I snapped at him to just tell me what he wanted to tell me and then he…’ Eddie’s voice trailed off and he seemed to curl up into the hoodie for comfort. Richie wished it was his hoodie. ‘Then he kissed me.’ </p><p>Eddie explained the rest of the story, but Richie only took in bits and pieces of it. Mike admitted to being in love with Eddie since they were young, and Eddie admitted the same. They spent the rest of the evening talking…kissing…eventually leading to a few other activities that Eddie blushed scarlet at. Mike had left earlier that morning to go to work, leaving Eddie with his hoodie and kissing him goodbye. Apparently he’d be back in a couple of hours…and he’d be staying the night yet again.</p><p>Richie was quiet the entire time, trying not to cry as well as trying to look at least a little bit happy for his best friend. But it was hard. Harder than what he wanted to tell Eddie himself. </p><p>‘So…you’re in love with him. Mike?’ Richie concluded and Eddie nodded slowly.</p><p>‘Yeah…I guess I am.’ Eddie looked at Richie again, smiling brighter this time, and turned in his spot to face him. ‘Anyway, enough about me. What did you want to say to me? I didn’t mean to steal the spotlight from you.’ </p><p>Richie looked at Eddie sadly, not bothering to hide how he was really feeling anymore. The damage had been done so what was the point? He looked down at his hands that had been shaking in his lap the moment Eddie started telling him the events of the previous night. He wondered if he had been quicker…if he had told Eddie a few years back, a few months, hell even the day before. Maybe…maybe things could have been different. Eddie would be wearing <i>his</i> hoodie. Have <i>his</i> hickey on his neck. Be kissing <i>him</i> instead of looking at him. Then Richie realised how impossible that was as Eddie had been in love with Mike for just as long as Mike had been in love with Eddie. And so he put on a smile, looked back at the love his life, and accepted the situation for what it was. </p><p>‘It doesn’t matter anymore,’ he whispered. ‘Mike got there first.’ </p>
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&ldquo;I missed being with you like this,&rdquo; (and if you&#039;re feeling saucy &quot;Harder, deeper...&quot; right along with it.) Any pair... Or... Richie/Mike H
<p>It had been 10 long days since Mike had gotten to hold Richie in his arms, kiss his cheek, whisper in his ear, even just hear his voice. Richie’s family had gone on vacation for Christmas, which had left Mike counting down the minutes until he could see his boyfriend again.</p><p>So the second they were reunited the outcome was inevitable. They needed to be close again, connected in a way only the other could fulfill. They’d bypassed conversation entirely, instead sweeping each other up in kisses and relieved sighs.</p><p>And now, Mike was seated deep inside Richie, the way things aught to be.</p><p><b>“I missed being with you like this.”</b> Mike whispered tenderly.<br/></p><p>Richie just moaned in response, the feeling too overwhelming to reply.</p><p>They held each other close, grinding into one another at a tempo intended to make them feel every single movement. They went slow, savoring the feeling of being together once again.</p><p>After a while, however, Richie got needy. The simmering build becoming too much to bare.</p><p><b>“Harder, deeper…”</b> Richie demanded with a roll of his hips.<br/></p><p>Mike let out a soft laugh, his eyes lighting up with deep admiration for this sweet boy he got the privilege to love.</p><p>“Anything you want, sweetheart.” He agreed, adjusting his thrusts accordingly.<br/></p><p>It didn’t take long after that to have them both spilling over, Mike into Richie and Richie all over his own chest. Mike thought the view was worthy of an award, Richie completely sated and covered in streaks of white, tears pooling at the corners of his eyes.</p><p>“Hey, baby, you okay? I didn’t go too hard, did I?” Mike asked, leaning over to wipe away one of Richie’s tears with his thumb.<br/></p><p>Richie’s eyes popped open, glossy and eclipsed in black, containing the most soulful gaze Mike had ever seen.</p><p>“No,” Richie murmured, leaning his head into Mike’s hold. “I just missed you.”<br/></p><p>The grin on Mike’s face rivaled the sun, illuminating the certainty Richie already held in his heart.</p><p>He loved Mike Hanlon. He’d only been more sure of one other thing in his entire life: Mike Hanlon loved him.</p>
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<p>NSFW</p>
<p>“Hello?” Richie heard Mike call from the entry way. “I hope Richie is here and not some burglar. My shit isn’t worth anything.” He’d noticed that his front door was unlocked. </p>
<p>“It’s me!” Richie called from the living room, trying to keep the nervousness out of his voice. “I’m in here.”</p>
<p>He watched as his boyfriend rounded the corner, his easy smile shifting to surprise as he saw the area. “Did I forget our anniversary?” He asked, looking at the room then Richie. Richie had set up several strings of fairy lights, giving the room a soft glow. Mike’s favorite jazz album was playing in the background and he was wearing a silky black robe. </p>
<p>“No, no nothing like that. Can’t a guy surprise his boyfriend?” He asked as Mike crossed the room, his hands easily falling onto Richie’s hips.</p>
<p>“Of course he can. It’s just-” Mike looked around again. “I’m impressed.” </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/186844013102/also-for-the-richie-seducing-mike-fic-can-you" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: nsfw, hanzier
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<p>Damn this is a concept. NSFW</p>
<p><b></b></p>
<p>“This is really your final?” Eddie asked, watching from the far end of the room as Richie put down the cans of paint.</p>
<p>“Look the whole class has been weird as fuck.” Richie said, straightening and looking at his friend. “So yes, now I have to do this. I would have asked Bev but she’s out of town with Ben. And there’s no way Stan would have agreed.”</p>
<p>“I’m so glad I’m your third option.”</p>
<p>“Nah, Mike was busy too.” Richie said, grinning as Eddie rolled his eyes. “Now strip please.” </p>
<p>Eddie swallowed then pulled off his shirt. When Richie had asked him to help him with a final project he had assumed it would be making a powerpoint or finding sources for a paper. It wasn’t until after he agreed that Richie told him that it was for his sexuality and art class- a class Richie had taken because he assumed it would be an easy A. It had ended up being anything but but Eddie had been impressed when Richie had stuck with it, throwing himself into the class and trying to actually learn about the source material. So even after Richie had revealed that his final was painting a human canvas Eddie had still agreed. Richie would be painting him and he’d be in his boxers. He’d been trying not to think about it all week, knowing how weird it would be for both of them.</p>
<p>Eddie stripped down then turned around, seeing that Richie was pulling off his shirt and pants too. “What are you doing?” He asked, staring at Richie’s TMNT boxers. </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/186823687327/if-you-want-promts-reddie-and-bodypaint-or-omg" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="500" data-orig-width="500"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/e62331afbf5b02cd4efb64e23fb6ccd7/2bde51e57e4e88cb-64/s500x750/36e38dba4326ecf2fd6be4db2a3f4058035c4bda.png" data-orig-height="500" data-orig-width="500" data-media-key="e62331afbf5b02cd4efb64e23fb6ccd7:2bde51e57e4e88cb-64"/></figure><p><i>I’m tagging this for brief animal cruelty so please read with caution. But I promise that it has a very happy ending! Thank you Xander for the prompt and opportunity to write something cute. </i></p>
<p>Richie and Eddie always knew what their life would look like once they both finished college. They shared one collective vision, made up of fulfilling jobs in their respective fields, a small, but homey apartment to share and maybe a fuzzy friend, or two. Around a year after they graduated, about half of those qualifications had been met. They shared a cute little apartment; it wasn’t spacious or even well laid out but it was comfortable and it was theirs. Eddie had a job in his desired field (even if it was a minimum wage, entry level position) and Richie made good money as a bartender. </p>
<p>And to top it all off, they had an adorably grumpy beagle named Boomer, who wasn’t entirely fond of Eddie (which Richie joked was because Boomer hated the competition for being the shortest member of their household). The first time Richie made that joke, it landed him in the doghouse, pun intended. But for real, they were more than happy with the little life they built for themselves, together. And yet, it felt like there was something missing, for Eddie at least. Maybe he just wanted a fuzzy companion that loved him half as much as Boomer loved Richie. </p>
<p>Richie swore up and down he didn’t spoil Boomer, but no one bought it. Not even for a second. That dog had the best their reasonable money could buy; obviously they couldn’t spoil him in the obnoxiously extravagant ways celebrities did with their dogs, but they came pretty darn close. They’d adopted Boomer from a shelter across town, discovering in the process that his previous owners surrendered him because his incessant barking was only cute when paired with his puppy dog eyes. Once he grew older and the barking continued, it wasn’t cute anymore apparently. Boomer barely even liked him and Eddie still thought it was the cutest dog to ever walk the planet. </p> <p><a href="https://oldguybones.tumblr.com/post/186830645510/can-i-request-reddie-adopting-a-dog" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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ALRIGHT so this is for your writing prompts thing: a meet cute in a coffee shop and one of them is on their shift
<p><b>made this reddie because the last one was byler and i think that’s the pairing you wanted?? idk!! hope you like it :)</b></p><p>Every weekday besides Friday, Richie had work, and he loved it. He didn’t understand the whole, “It isn’t a job unless you hate it,” concept. Why would he work a job he hated? It was absolutely absurd. He loved nothing more than taking coffee orders, making jokes in the morning to brighten up people’s day, creating drinks, and those types of things. He loved it when people didn’t hear their names being called, so he got to hop over the counter and deliver their drinks to them personally. The small apologies he would get for making himself hand the drinks, and how he’d always brush it off like no big deal. Richie also thoroughly enjoyed getting to make lives up for his customers, fabricating who they were outside of the coffee shop. </p><p>He imagined that the middle-aged man who was always on a phone call and ordered extra shots of espresso in his lattes was sick of his job, and wanted nothing more than to ditch it all and move to Paris to start his whole fashion line. </p><p>And the two teen girls who would always come in afterschool? Richie imagined that the taller one was hopelessly in love with the other, scared to ever say something. </p><p>There was nothing in this world that Richie loved more than his job at this coffee shop. He found himself loving it, even more, the first day Eddie Kaspbrak walked through the door. </p><p>It had been a Monday, things were a little slower than usual. Richie didn’t particularly have anything to blame it on, he just assumed not a lot of people wanted coffee at that hour. So he leaned his back against the interior of the counter, next to the register, spending his downtime glancing up at the menu. </p><p>They were running out of cinnamon sugar, he would probably have to mark down any drinks including it as unavailable for now. </p><p>But before Richie could go into the back room and get the sold-out signs, he heard the shop’s door open. He liked that there was a bell that went off whenever someone entered, it helped in times like these where Richie’s attention was elsewhere. Plus, he was the only one on this current shift, so his attention needed to be focused.</p><p>Spinning on his heel to face the register, Richie’s mouth formed words faster than his brain could process anything before him, “Hey! What can I-” </p><p>Richie didn’t know that having one’s breath taken away was a real thing until that moment. He stopped talking, moving, and essentially breathing when his eyes centered on who was ordering. The employee was positive this was the most beautiful boy he had ever seen, from movies to magazines and all. The boy looked about his age, and had big, brown eyes, ones Richie thought he could drown in right there and then. His hair consisted of small curls, neatly maintained yet still styled. He hadn’t noticed Richie’s trailing off, and if he had, he didn’t comment. He was too busy squinting at the menu above Richie’s head. Richie took the time to look at the brunette some more, noticing he was wearing grey sweatpants and a white polo shirt. </p><p><i><b>Fucking adorable</b></i>, Richie thought to himself. He could’ve leaned on that counter looking at this guy for hours. Apparently, the other male had different plans. </p><p>“Could I get a tall macchiato with cinnamon sugar?” He finally spoke, looking down at Richie. </p><p>“Sorry, cutie. Sold out with the cinnamon sugar.” </p><p>He lifted an eyebrow at ‘cutie’, but made no comment toward that. “It’s Eddie. And you should put a sign up,” He said briefly. Richie’s brain flooded with Eddie’s name and nothing else. </p><p>Richie let out a laugh and gestured to the back, “Believe it or not, that’s exactly what I was doing before you walked in here. But you were so stunning I thought the sign could wait.” He ended his statement with a wink. When Eddie’s cheeks turned a slight shade of pink, he wanted to cheer.</p><p>“Vanilla latte in that case.” </p><p>“Tall?” Richie asked him, mapping out his order on the register’s system. </p><p>“Yeah… whipped cream too, please.” Eddie added after a pause.</p><p>“In need of some extra sugar?” </p><p>Eddie nodded, “English paper.” </p><p>Eddie seemed to watch as the total popped up on the screen of the register, already having his money in hand. Richie wanted to chuckle at how prepared he had been. Before Eddie could walk away and wait or his drink at a table, Richie struck conversation back up. </p><p>“University?” He asked as he started to make a vanilla latte.</p><p>“Yeah… the one nearby, studying psychology. Don’t come and kill me now that you know where I study.” Eddie watched as Richie moved ingredients around and got a tall cup.</p><p>“Oh don’t worry, I don’t go after gorgeous brunettes.” </p><p>This time, Richie earned a roll of the eyes, “Are you this flirty with every customer? A marketing tactic, I suppose?” </p><p>The idea was so ridiculous that Richie couldn’t help the goofy grin that surfaced to his lips. “Be glad you aren’t majoring in business because you’re incredibly wrong on that one, ol’ chap!” He told Eddie, in a British accent. </p><p>“Well, I hope you’re not trying to be a voice actor of some sort, if so, don’t take any jobs that call for a British character.” Eddie sneered with a playful tone. </p><p>“Oh Eddie, how you wound me! Are you not as beautiful and kind on the inside?” Richie exclaimed jokingly, as he reached for the can of whipped cream. </p><p>“No, I’m not.” His tone was deadpanned, but the grin on Eddie’s face was undeniable. Richie wanted to jump off to Eddie’s side and kiss the smile right off his face, luckily he fought temptation.</p><p>“Maybe this’ll warm up your cold and mean insides,” Richie put the top on the coffee cup and slid it over to Eddie, who had been waiting at the usual spot for pickups. </p><p>“Don’t talk about my insides,” Eddie told Richie as he reached for the coffee and took a sip. His expression softened instantly, boosting Richie’s coffee-making esteem. “You can’t do accents for shit, but you make one hell of a vanilla latte.” </p><p>“You should see what else I can do,” Richie purred. </p><p>“And now I’m leaving!” Eddie threw his head back in laughter, possibly being one of the most angelic sounds Richie had ever heard, “Thanks for the coffee!” </p><p>“You’re… You’re welcome!” Richie breathlessly called out as he watched Eddie leave. Well, primarily watched Eddie’s ass leave, but it was all the same effect. </p><p>God, he was fucked. </p><p>***</p><p>It had been exactly a week since Richie first met Eddie when he heard something peculiar while at work. </p><p>“Is there someone else working right now?”</p><p>The hushed question made Richie scrunch up his eyebrows, even from the storage room he was confused. Was someone specifically asking for him outside? His friend Stan was currently on front duty, taking orders and making drinks. Richie was organizing the new ingredients that had come that day. Stan had advised him to not abandon his task no matter how cool someone’s drink sounded, and that he needed to put everything away before the day was over. Richie had been good about this, only peeking his head out the door when he got a little bored. But when he heard someone asking about him, he couldn’t help the need to step out. And boy was he glad he did.</p><p>Eddie was the one speaking to Stan, wearing a light pink sweater and light wash jeans. The outfit looked so good on him, it made Richie’s heart skip a beat. He suddenly felt a little insecure in his plain t-shirt and black khakis. Especially with the blue apron, he had to wear for the job. Nonetheless, he greeted Eddie with the brightest smile. </p><p>“Has my Eds come to pay me a visit?” He gleefully asked, walking over to Stan. </p><p>“Don’t… Don’t call me that. I just want my drink made the same way as before, and I know you can do that.” </p><p>Richie looked at Stan, who simply shrugged and gestured over to the preparation station behind them, this granting Richie permission. He didn’t miss a second, happily beginning Eddie’s vanilla latte.</p><p>“How’s the English paper?” He questioned, looking at Eddie while grabbing a cup. </p><p>“How’d you remember that? It’s going decent.” </p><p>“You make quite the impression, Eds,” Richie smirked.</p><p>“That isn’t my name. On that note, I never got your name?” </p><p>The tall boy nearly dropped the cup of coffee when Eddie asked for his name. He wouldn’t ask if Richie was just some guy making his coffees. He stood proudly and spoke, “My name is Richie, but you can call me the love of your life.” </p><p>“Richie it is. Do you have shifts every day?” </p><p>Eddie’s interest in his shifts made him beam with happiness, looking like a puppy who had been given a treat. Eddie definitely noticed this, quickly adding onto to his question, “I’m just asking, don’t assume anything.” Richie still let himself hope as he grabbed the can of whipped cream.</p><p>“Every day except Fridays.” Richie whistled, finishing Eddie’s coffee and bringing it over to him. </p><p>Eddie took the drink from Richie’s hangs, fingers brushing against one another’s. Richie was embarrassed to say that even the slightest contact made him feel butterflies within. He stared as Eddie brought the cup to his lips to drink. </p><p>“I don’t know how you do it, but you make the best vanilla lattes in this city.”</p><p>“Can my prize for that be a certain Eddie’s number?” Richie cooed.</p><p>Eddie let out one of his beautiful laughs and shook his head, much to Richie’s dismay. “Now you’re asking for my number? This is quite the scheme you’ve got going to get me to keep coming here.”</p><p>“Thought you came back for the coffee?” Richie smirked, leaving Eddie to fumble over his words. </p><p>“Whatever, ‘Chee. Have a good rest of your day!” Eddie told him before walking off. ‘Chee? Richie’s heart soared at the nickname, causing him to gaze in Eddie’s direction in a trance. </p><p>“You like him so much it makes me sick,” Stan said from the cashier.</p><p>“Stan my man, it’s true love. I know it.”</p><p>“Get back in the storage room.” </p><p>***</p><p>Eddie began coming in more often, always getting the same drink. He only accepted it when Richie was the one who made it, which made Richie bashful. He felt special, even if it was just because he made good coffee. But something told Richie that wasn’t just it, because Eddie didn’t need to play along with his banter, or talk to him about school as Richie made his drinks. Eddie didn’t need to hang around sometimes, just sitting at a table near the register and talking to Richie when he was able to. And Eddie really didn’t need to steer conversations onto Richie, asking him about his life. Richie spoke about currently taking a gap year, as he saved up money for drama classes at the same university Eddie currently attended. The concept made Eddie grin, as he made jokes how of course Richie liked drama. </p><p>After a little over a month had gone by, Richie was so undeniably smitten. Of course, he had been head over heels for Eddie the second he saw him, but it was completely out of control now. His flirtatious comments and romantic gestures only increased, and Eddie didn’t stop him anymore. With every flirt, Eddie giggled or fired back some witty comment. It only encouraged Richie, and he swore that Eddie knew that. He had to. Richie had started drawing hearts on the sleeves of Eddie’s coffee cups, with Eddie just watching in amusement. One time, when Eddie must have thought Richie wasn’t looking, he stood by the exit, slipped off the sleeve with drawn hearts, and stuffed into his pocket. Richie nearly died when it happened, and couldn’t stop asking Stan what it meant for the rest of the day.</p><p>“It means he likes you, dumbass.” Stan had told him, not batting an eye. </p><p>“Really?” Richie exclaimed. </p><p>“You’re so dumb,” Stan simply sighed with a small smile and walked off, leaving Richie to bounce up and down in glee. </p><p>He wanted nothing more than to see Eddie out of his own uniform and outside of this coffee shop. He wanted to take the sassy boy out for dinner, or to a movie. Richie wanted to hear what Eddie’s favorite shows were, or his least favorite songs. Richie wanted to get to know Eddie, and kiss him too, but that was for later on. Or not, whatever order worked with Richie. As long as he got to be with Eddie. </p><p>It seemed like the universe had heard his wishes when Eddie walked into the coffee shop one Thursday afternoon. </p><p>Richie’s eyes widened at the sight of Eddie, who was looking so good it shouldn’t have been allowed. He wore a lilac t-shirt that complimented his skin perfectly, and jean shorts that made Eddie’s legs look like they were carved by God himself. It took everything in Richie not to tackle Eddie, just for how attractive he looked without even trying. </p><p>“Hey there, ‘Chee.”</p><p>“Hi, Eds. So tell me, how many people have you stunned to death with those shorts today?” Richie pointed to Eddie’s attire, making the boy blush.</p><p>“None that I know of.” He replied softly. Richie noticed how nothing was said about Eddie’s nickname, making him smile.</p><p>“Consider me the first then.” Richie winked and started to punch in Eddie’s order. </p><p>“Wait, I’m not getting anything today.” </p><p>Richie looked up with his eyebrows furrowed in confusion, “Window shopping doesn’t work in coffee shops, Eddie, hate to break it to you.” </p><p>“No… I’m not window shopping. I just came here to talk to you.” Eddie quietly said, his brown eyes appeared to sparkle a little bit more as he spoke. Richie swallowed nervously, feeling anxious by his infatuation in Eddie for the first time. Eddie just wanted to be in Richie’s company, he didn’t want to buy anything. This was the first time Eddie had admitted to just wanting to hang out, and Richie wanted to yell at him how they could do so much more than just hang out. How Richie wanted to do so much more than just hang out. </p><p>“Alrighty mate, what seems to be brewing in your noggin?” Richie put on an Australian accent, leaning forward to tap Eddie’s temple. The action got a giggle out of Eddie, as he tried to swat away Richie’s finger. </p><p>“I wanted to ask you something.” He shortly said, elevating Richie’s nerves. </p><p>“Well, what are you waitin’ for!” </p><p>“For you to drop the accent, Richie.” Eddie’s tone had signs of annoyance, but his smile spoke louder just like previous times. </p><p>“Sorry, cutie. Ask away.” </p><p>Eddie shuffled on his feet, looking away from Richie at one point and then turning back. While he did this, Richie counted the light freckles that trailed across Eddie’s nose. He didn’t mind the silence between them as Eddie tried to think, anything with the boy was nice, even the quiet. </p><p>“I… uh, I wanted to know what you’re doing tomorrow.” Eddie finally sputtered out, fingers tapping nervously against the counter. </p><p>Richie pursed his lips. “Well, I won’t be here, sorry, sweetheart. Tomorrow’s my day off.” </p><p>Eddie groaned and shook his head, “That’s the <i>point</i>, Richie. It’s your day off, one that I want to spend time together, specifically. Like on a date?” </p><p>“Fuck yeah.” Richie’s mouth spoke before he could think, letting his excitement shine through. </p><p>“Fuck yeah,” Eddie repeated with a tender tone, one that contrasted the one he used when he joked around immensely. “Do you know that restaurant? The one on the corner of fifth and Samson?” The location rung a bell, Richie had celebrated Stan’s birthday there last year. The food was so good it was a night where Stan smiled more than Richie had ever seen, and they’d been friends for a long time. So Richie nodded ecstatically. </p><p>“I like that place.”</p><p>“Good, I like it too. How does seven sound? For dinner?” </p><p>“Absolutely perfect,” Richie told him. He wasn’t putting on his flirting voice either, he was being fully genuine and enthusiastic. Richie had been waiting for this chance for over a month, and now it was finally here. He’d get to know what other things Eddie liked to have besides vanilla lattes and the occasional croissant. </p><p>“Here,” Eddie grabbed a napkin from a nearby table and scribbled into it. When he handed it to Richie, he read what was assumed to be Eddie’s number. </p><p>“Text me, ‘Chee. See you tomorrow.” Eddie gave Richie a small wave, then turned to leave. Richie watched, as he always did, eyes never tearing off of Eddie. He kept staring until the door’s bell jingled, and his boy was out the door. He done it, he had scored a date with Eddie. Holy shit. </p><p>What brought Richie back to reality was the sound of a slow clap, coming from behind him. Richie turned around, and saw Stan leaned against the wall, clapping his hands. Richie grinned at the sight, and took a bow. </p><p>“I don’t know how you did it, but I’m proud.” </p><p>“Stan? Proud of me? Am I dreaming or something?” Richie joked, putting on a shocked expression. </p><p>“I’d be surprised if you weren’t dreaming, landing a date with someone like Eddie.” </p><p>Richie was surprised he wasn’t dreaming either. But what could he say? He loved everything about his job, especially the way it had brought Eddie into his life. </p>
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reddie + 14
<p><b>I’m not entirely sure this constitutes <i>lazy</i> morning sex but oh well! here you go! Dirty stuff ahead! </b></p>
<p>One thing that usually surprised people to learn about Eddie was how much he enjoyed sleeping naked. Not that the number was that high, but the couple people who knew were shocked by the fact. Richie was one of them, his boyfriend who had recently been promoted to live in boyfriend. He had discovered quickly that, without the threat of a third party walking in, Eddie tended to spend most of his nights in the nude. Not that Richie minded, because he didn’t, not one bit. Many occasions of morning wood had been both caused and enhanced by the sight of his gorgeous boyfriend lying naked beside him. <b><br/></b></p>
<p>Because of this, morning sex became a frequent occurrence. As mentioned before, Richie suffered–okay he didn’t really suffer at all–through a lot of erections caused by the sight of Eddie’s chest, thighs, ass, dick, mouth, hands, really any part of his slightly tanned skin was enough to send Richie into a frenzy. But luckily for him, Eddie’s sexual appetite bore a striking resemblance to his own, bountiful and unpredictable. </p>
<p>On this particular morning, Richie woke to the sight of Eddie lying on his stomach, one arm under his pillow and one leg bent upward so he was facing Richie in the slightest. His eyes immediately raked over the muscles of his toned back, all the way down to where the thin sheet rested against his lower back. He wanted to slip that hand beneath the sheet so badly, but at the same time, he wanted to make sure Eddie got the chance to sleep in; he’d been working a lot of hours lately and came home exhausted. So Richie could wait a couple more hours until Eddie woke up naturally by himself.</p>
<p>But he didn’t have to. Because pretty soon Eddie mumbled against his pillow, “Go ahead baby.”</p> <p><a href="https://oldguybones.tumblr.com/post/186308467255/reddie-14" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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That shot with Jack standing next to a line of old sick looking people could be a scene that addresses his fear of aids or something similar to the fear of sick homeless people from the book
<p>omg youre right. im glad theyre going into more depth of their fears as kids but we did already get a scene like for that eddie in the first one. i rlly hope they retcon mike and richies fears in this one</p>
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i know the benverly baby headcanons were supposed to be happy, but now all i can think of is richie walking away from bev and ben&rsquo;s house after a day of babysitting their kid and his smile just kind of fades as he glances back at the house and thinks of the life he could have had before going back to his apartment where he lives alone and is constantly reminded of the fact that he&rsquo;s never going to have a love like he had with eddie again or a life like ben and bev&rsquo;s. it&rsquo;s sad hour, babes!
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bill, as neibolt is crumbling: lmao what are you gay?  richie, crying: ill suck ur dick rn bill
<p>bill: wtf im not gay dude</p><p>bev: its not gay if he sucks <i>your</i> dick</p><p>richie: and if i say no homo</p><p>ben: uh guys…we’re literally gonna die if we dont leave…</p><p>mike, to ben: hold on. *turns to the others* so is richie sucking bills dick or what</p>
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WHORE!!!
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Maybe 40 or Big Damn Kiss with 95(sleep intimacy) ??? For reddie if you want to!
<p><b>These are sm fun omfg I’m gonna try to make these longer, not sure this is what you were hoping for sorry darling (from <a href="https://honeybeehanlon.tumblr.com/post/178992285939/fanfiction-trope-mash-up">this</a> post. don’t send me anymore I have finals)</b></p>
<p>“Did you want anything from the store?” The muffled groan that came from the sheets was all the answer Eddie needed. He laughed quietly, kissing the mused curls that weren’t covered by their comforter. “Twinkies and sour patch kids it is. I’ll be back soon. <i>Please</i> stay in bed, Rich.” Eddie sighed before leaving the bedroom.<b><br/></b></p>
<p>Richie stayed under the sheets until he heard the front door shut and lock. He still rested in bed, grappling with himself to leave the bed.</p>
<p><i>Okay, Richie. You can do this. Just get up… now!</i></p>
<p><i>…Now!</i></p>
<p><i>And… Now!</i></p>
<p><i>Shit.</i></p> <p><a href="https://honeybeehanlon.tumblr.com/post/180818392194/maybe-40-or-big-damn-kiss-with-95sleep-intimacy" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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For SMUTMAS, can I request Bichie with an exhibitionist kink??? Please and thank you, my beautiful Sho 💕💕💕
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19993054">I’ve never been to a sex club but I’m doing my best </a></p><p>Richie is practically shaking with excitement as Bill takes his arm, guiding him into the club. Bill always looks good, but tonight Richie has to stop himself from drooling when he looks at him. His dark jeans and his soft gray t-shirt show off his body in just the right ways that has Richie tingling all over. </p><p>He’s so glad they’re going to a sex club. </p><p>Bill looks at him out of the corner of his eye and grins, “Excited?” </p><p>Richie nods, kissing his neck, “I can’t believe we’re finally doing this,” he lets Bill guide them over to a couch near the side of a small stage. There’s already a couple up there. They’re kissing. Two men, maybe a little older than them. Bill puts an arm around his shoulders and pulls him closer. </p><p>“Do you wanna go up now?” </p><p>Richie shakes his head, “Wanna watch for a minute first. Gotta warm up a little,” he grins,” Wanna put on a good show right?” </p><p>Bill grins and kisses him. It’s not a slow kiss at all. Bill goes right in for it, tongue tracing over Richie’s lower lip. Richie moans low in his chest and kisses back putting his legs over Bill’s lap, breath hitching as Bill’s hand curls around his thigh. His thumb strokes the inseam of his jeans, so close but still so far away from where Richie wants him to touch. </p><p>Richie pulls away to kiss his neck and makes eye contact with one of the guys on stage and a thrill rolls through his stomach. The guy is getting blown by his partner and he’s staring dead at Richie sucking on Bill’s neck. </p><p>Richie, ever the performer, figures why not give a really good show. He pulls back and looks down at Bill, “Kiss my neck.” </p><p>“What?” he looks at Richie curiously. </p><p>“Just do it,” he kisses him softly and then nods toward the stage, “We have an audience…” </p><p>Bill glances at the guy and then smirks, “So you wanna show off…” he purrs, leaning in to press a soft kiss to Richie’s pale throat, “Went them to see how good you are for me?” </p><p>Richie moans, letting his head fall back, “Fuck yes. Want you to show me off…You always tell me I look good doing it.”  </p><p>“You do look good,” Bill cups the bulge in his jeans, “Feel good too,” he purrs against his neck as Richie arches into the hand that’s massaging him through his pants.</p><p>Richie’s eyes flick back to the two guys on stage. The shorter one whispers to the other and they both look at Richie and Bill. Richie winks at him and tangles his fingers in Bill’s short red hair, keeping him attached to his neck. Bill digs his teeth into his skin and Richie groans, “Trying to mark me up Big Bill?”</p><p>“Mmm. So everyone who looks at you knows you’re mine,” he presses his lips to his ear and Richie shivers. </p><p>“Let’s give ‘em a show then handsome,” he slips off his lap and holds out a hand for him and Bill’s eyes sparkle with anticipation. He takes Richie’s hands and pulls him up onto the low platform. The crowd whistles and Richie practically glows under the attention. Bill comes around behind him and hooks his chin on his shoulder, lips pressed to his ear again. </p><p>“You like when they look at you,” his fingers creep up Richie’s shirt and expose his stomach which clenches under his soft touch, “You always needed to be the center of attention.” </p><p>Richie snorts, “Says you. You always were the center of attention,” he turns in Bill’s arms and they’re kissing again. Now they’re showing off, Richie sucking his lower lip, moaning as Bill squeezes his ass. They both sink onto the neon purple couch, Richie straddling his lap. Their hips rock together and Richie sits back to pull his shirt off and Bill dips his hands under the waistband of his jeans and underwear, squeezing his ass. Richie’s thighs tighten around his hips and they grind together. Richie pulls back and tugs at Bill’s shirt, his blue eyes wide, shining with lust, “Take it off…” </p><p>Bill fixes him with a searing hot gaze and then strips off his shirt. Richie’s eyes travel down his broad chest and his hands follow, nails leaving faint pink lines in their wake. Once his hands hit the button he undoes them and drops to his knees. Bill runs a hand through his dark curls and groans as Richie noses at his crotch. Bill tucks his waistband under his dick and balls and Richie doesn’t waste another second. He swallows Bill all the way down to the base gagging as he swallows. His eyes close and he feels Bill slump back against the suede cushion, his fingers pulling Richie’s hair in a way that made his eyes roll back in his head. His moan comes out muffled and raw. Almost unconsciously he starts to rut against Bill’s leg. He’s so lost in the feeling of Bill’s dick in his mouth he only barely hears the crowd anymore but when he does it makes his hair on the back of his neck stand up and his dick gets even harder in his jeans. </p><p>His hand comes up to stroke his Bill’s balls. He pulls back and drops his mouth to them, licking and sucking. He wants to taste his cum so badly and when he looks, Bill is staring down at him. He still has a death grip on his hair and his pupils are so big that you almost can’t see the green in them anymore, “What else do you want Rich? Wanna show them how good you take my cock?” He has that strong commanding look in his eye. The one that makes Richie’s knees weak and his heart rate speed up to a dangerous level.  </p><p>He nods and Bill pulls him to his feet. He takes him by the chin and kisses him, wet and hot, as he undoes his pants and pulls them down below his ass. Richie turns and kneels on the couch, and throws a look over his shoulder at Bill and catches a glance at the crowd. A few couples are making out but most of them are watching him and that warm light-headed feeling washes over him again as he sinks into the couch. Bill leans in and kisses him, “Still good?”</p><p>Richie nods,” This is perfect. Come on Big Bill,” he arches his back, dropping his head onto his arms, “Gimme something to write home about.” </p><p>Bill snorts in amusement and leans in to lick Richie’s exposed hole, “I seriously doubt Mags wants to hear about me eating your ass at a sex club.” </p><p>Richie giggles and breaks off with a moan as Bill starts to eat him out with such vigor he almost falls over the back of the couch, “Jesus Christ Billy warn a guy,” it comes out thick in his throat and needy. He feels Bill smirk and drag his tongue over his skin. He bites down on the meat of his hand to muffle his sob and Bill reaches up to pull his hands away.</p><p>“Let them hear you,” his voice is soft but commanding. It leaves no room for argument and when Bill dives back in Richie outright sobs. He turns his head to look out at the growing crowd in front of the stage. Bill’s fingers dig into his ass as he sucks the sensitive hole. Richie pushes back against him and his eyes flutter closed. He’s already painfully hard and he knows he isn’t going to last much longer. </p><p>“Bill fuck me,” he finally manages to get the words out without his voice shaking too terribly. Bill’s hand settles on his shoulders and flips him onto his back, fishing lube and a condom out of his pocket. Sneakers, jeans, and underwear come off in quick succession, and Richie drops onto his back, legs falling open as Bill pops the cap on the lube and easily slips two fingers into him. He’s already fairly relaxed from being eaten out and he makes a content sound deep in his chest.</p><p>“Fuck Richie you’re so sexy. You’re doing so well for me, taking my fingers so well. Showing everyone how much you like getting fucked,” Bill says, lips pressed to his inner thigh as he presses his fingers deeper into him. His dives back in, licking over his hole, moaning enthusiastically, if not a little muffled. </p><p>Richie’s head lolls back and his glasses start to slip off. He grabs them, slipping them off and putting them on the table next to the couch and the world goes blurry. He lets his eyes close and Bill adds a third finger. Richie can’t see him but he can tell that he’s got that glint of concentration in his eyes by the way he’s pressing his fingers down on his prostate, “Bill,” he reaches down to grab his hair and pulls him up into a kiss, “Shut up and fuck me.” </p><p>Bill sits forward and kisses him, “Impatient.”</p><p>Richie grins against his lips, “Slowpoke.” </p><p>Bill smirks and kisses him deeper, grabbing his shoulders and pushing him back onto the couch  feeling for the condom as they make out, “Roll over,” he whispers, “I want them to see you,” he kisses him again, and then pulls back with a smirk and “I want you to watch them see you.” </p><p>Richie groans, “Oh fuck…” he rolls onto his hands and knees looking out into the crowd as Bill lines up and pushes in. He moans, bracing himself on his forearms as his fingers tremble, “Fuck yeah Big Bill.” </p><p>He feels Bill grab his hips, moving in steady, well-placed thrusts. He leans in, kissing Richie’s shoulders and back, “Look at you looking so beautiful baby,” he rests one hand between Richie’s shoulders as his chest drops to the couch cushion, “Fuck yeah just like that,” he snaps his hips forward, grinding against Richie’s prostate.</p><p>He’s pretty sure he blacks out for a second as Bill grinds into him. Even if he was wearing his glasses he’s pretty sure his vision would have gone fuzzy. Someone in the crowd whistles again and he feels a dopey, fucked out, blissful expression creeps across his face. Richie arches his back and rocks his hips against Bill as he gets pounded into next week. He’s getting close to coming. He reaches back to grab Bill’s wrist, giving him a quick squeeze of encouragement and he Bill squeezes back as if to say ‘go ahead, Richie.’ </p><p>Richie sobs in relief as he comes against his stomach and he slumps down on the couch. He feels Bill’s hips stutter and come in the condom and Richie starts to giggle as they both sit up and kiss. Richie pulls on his boxers and takes a little bow, a stupid grin on his face as Bill throws an arm around him and pulls him off the side. They both dress quickly and run out into the dark parking lot.</p><p>“I can’t believe we just did that. Holy shit what a rush,” Richie cackles, “Holy shit that was amazing,” he flings his arms around Bill’s neck and kisses him hard, “Shit I love you.” </p><p>Bill kisses back and grins, “I love you too Tozier,” he backs him up against the car and kisses him again. </p><p>Richie grins, “Thanks for doing that for me.” </p><p>Bill squeezes his hand affectionately, “Believe me,” he grins, “Pleasure is all mine.”</p>
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Reddie &ldquo;You mumble in your sleep you know.&rdquo; Thank you ily!!
<p>This is how it always was on their annual camping trips. Eddie crammed into a tent, trying to sleep between Richie- who liked to splay out- and Ben- who snored lightly all night. He never got much sleep but he couldn’t bring himself to complain or ask to move tents. Because, well, he liked waking up next to Richie. For a few solid minutes he got to pretend that it was just them, maybe waking up together in their small apartment, the light shining on their faces.</p>
<p>But then he’d hear Stan yelling that someone forgot kosher meat or Bill’s yelp as he tried to get a fire started and he’d be abruptly reminded that it wasn’t only them. </p>
<p>Right now though, it was the dead of night and Eddie couldn’t sleep. He was trying not to stare at Richie’s profile but it was the only thing he could see. His overly large nose that even now had indents from his glasses, his long eyelashes, his full lips-</p>
<p>Eddie forced himself to close his eyes. This wasn’t healthy. </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/186664578547/reddie-you-mumble-in-your-sleep-you-know-thank" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Hi, sorry to bother you but could you please write a part two for dialogue 3 + AU 9?
<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="156" data-orig-width="710"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/db073cf15660c68b1f249b112191887a/9471b7587dcd2c5e-e6/s1280x1920/921daa2c8a5acc2dd5984a61efca590c57649145.png" data-orig-height="156" data-orig-width="710" data-media-key="db073cf15660c68b1f249b112191887a:9471b7587dcd2c5e-e6" alt="image"/></figure><p><i>Ask and you shall receive! Part two to <b><a href="https://eddiefuckinkaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/186592346201/oh-oh-oh-dialogue-3-au-9-for-reddie">this </a></b></i></p>
<p><i><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15796833/chapters/47434777">AO3</a></b></i></p>
<p>* * * * * </p>
<p>Eddie was glad his mother had long fallen asleep before he made it home. It was just after 2am and Eddie slowly put the key into the lock, opening the door and closing it behind him. Each step he took felt heavy and he quietly made his way to his bedroom, flopping onto the mattress. </p>
<p>Silence filled the room and Eddie could only go over the events of the night in his head. Fresh tears filled his eyes and he sobbed harshly into his pillow. Eventually, the sobs exhausted him and he fell into an unsettled sleep wishing that he had gone about that evening so much differently than he actually had.</p>
<p><i>Tap.</i></p>
<p><i>Tap.</i></p>
<p><i>Tap.</i></p> <p><a href="https://eddiefuckinkaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/186637662071/hi-sorry-to-bother-you-but-could-you-please-write" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Hiya here to request a part 2 to...everything... or just to the &quot;oh my god, you&#039;re in love with him&#039; prompt :D :D :D
<p><i>HO HO, well, here you go. (I am very very pleased with this, and it’s sort of turned into this thing so if anyone wants a part three, please lemme know!)</i></p>
<p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15796833/chapters/47435233">AO3</a></b></p>
<p>* * * * * </p>
<p>It had been a week since Richie had moved away to California and Eddie was slowly losing his mind. They had talked on the phone every night, and every night Eddie had his confession on the tip of his tongue. He never managed to get the words out though, and no amount of ice cream was making him feel any better about the ache in his heart.</p>
<p>After spending the day with the remaining losers, Bill and Mike, Eddie headed into his house, glad that his mother was at the bingo that afternoon. He dropped his bag to the floor and was about to head up to his bedroom when the house phone rang. Not wanting to ignore it, in case it was something important, Eddie sighed and headed into the kitchen, picking up the phone. </p>
<p>“Hello, Kaspbrak residence, how may I help you?” He said tiredly into the phone. He knew it was probably going to be someone from a telemarketing company trying to sell him something. Either that or it was his aunt, since no-one ever called the home phone. </p>
<p>“Hello there,” the voice on the other line spoke and Eddie was surprised at the tone. He sounded like a professional. “May I speak with Edward Kaspbrak?” </p>
<p>That caught Eddie off guard, as no-one called his house phone to speak to him as everyone had his mobile number. He cleared his throat, a little nervous as to what the man wanted with him on the other line. “Uh, your speaking with him.”</p>
<p>The man on the other line let out a relieved breath, “Well I am glad to finally be able to speak with you Edward. I have been trying for a few weeks now, ever since I received that call from your mother regarding the letter we sent out at the beginning of July.” </p>
<p>“I’m sorry sir, but…what are you talking about?” Eddie asked quietly, extremely confused as to what was going on. </p>
<p>An inhale came from the other line before the man continued. “Mr Kaspbrak, I am calling from UCLA, I am the Dean and head of admissions. I am referring to the acceptance letter as well as scholarship offer we sent you out in July.”</p> <p><a href="https://eddiefuckinkaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/186642701770/hiya-here-to-request-a-part-2-toeverything" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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you said to send you an ask so here i am! part two of the famous au and eddie getting parts that he deserves!! 💕💗
<p>Alright! As promise part two to <a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/186584085937/famous-au">this prompt</a></p>
<p><b></b></p>
<p>Richie knew what his role was supposed to be for the night. Play the charming boyfriend, answer nature related questions, blend in with all the actors and their dates.</p>
<p>All of that would have been so much easier if his boyfriend didn’t look like a total snack in his tux. </p>
<p>“Richie, stop, don’t mess up my hair.” Eddie said, giggling as he gently pushed Richie off, patting his curls back into place as he did. It did nothing to make Richie want him less. </p>
<p>“What if I blow you?” Richie asked, moving back only a little so his eyes could rake over Eddie’s body. “Then I won’t touch your hair.”</p>
<p>Eddie’s eyes went dark and Richie knew he was considering it. One of his favorite things about Eddie was that he seemed to find Richie just as irresistible as Richie found him. It probably helped that they were rarely in the same city- Eddie was always off filming or doing press tours, Richie was in the wilderness promoting his new book or filming the show.  Every time they were together everything was new and exciting again. The fact that they’d both been able to work on Eddie’s new film was a miracle. </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/186635846462/you-said-to-send-you-an-ask-so-here-i-am-part-two" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: oh i love this!, fic rec, reddie
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Can you do 7 and 15 for reddie for the dialogue prompts please?
<p><i>Prompt taken from <a href="https://eddiefuckinkaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/186562850361/some-fluffyangstyau-prompts"><b>this list</b></a> that I created!</i></p>
<p><i><b>7. </b>“H-How long have you been standing there?”</i></p>
<p><i><b>15.</b> Receptionist/CEO AU</i></p>
<p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15796833/chapters/47400868">AO3</a></b></p>
<p>* * * * *</p>
<p>“Good Morning, Mr Tozier,” Eddie smiled cheekily from his position at the desk outside Richie’s office. “Your coffee and cookies are waiting for you inside.”</p>
<p>Richie winked at Eddie as he walked past the desk, sliding a piece of paper over to him that was in every way obvious. To both of the men however, they were being as sneaky as they could be. The were completely unaware that the whole office, including the board members, knew of their not so secret relationship.</p>
<p>“You’re too kind to me, Eds. Don’t forget our morning catch up in ten minutes!” Richie grinned before he opened his office door and disappeared inside. Once Richie was gone and there were no lingering eyes, Eddie opened the piece of paper. </p>
<p><b><i>Your ass looks amazing in those pants, baby ;)</i></b></p> <p><a href="https://eddiefuckinkaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/186619177136/can-you-do-7-and-15-for-reddie-for-the-dialogue" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: what dumbasses, fic rec, reddie, nsfw, ish
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hi, i love your writing so much !! i was wondering if maybe you could write something cute with Reddie + watching a movie ?
<p><b>Oh, you’re so sweet, thank you !! And sure I can, hope you like it !</b></p>
<p>Richie was bored. Both Stan and Bev were on vacations with their families, leaving him alone in his dorm room in the middle of the summer. He was so bored that staring at the wall was apparently entertaining enough for him to do for two hours straight.</p>
<p>It was 8pm on a… <i>uh….</i> some day in the middle of July (honestly who kept track of what day of the week it was when it was summer vacation?). Groaning to himself, cursing the outside for not even providing him some nice weather to take a walk in, he fell back down on his bed. </p>
<p>“Fuck it”, he muttered to himself, voice rough after not being used for hours. Throwing on a pair of colorful sweatpants and his stained comfort-hoodie, he grabbed his wallet and headed out. </p>
<p>Feeling the rain soaking through his clothes slowly, he started to sense the cold wetness hit his shoulders. He started to run, hoping they played at least <i>one</i> decent film at the movie theatre.</p> <p><a href="https://moonlightrichie.tumblr.com/post/186528425176/hi-i-love-your-writing-so-much-i-was-wondering" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Seguir leyendo</a></p>
Tags: oh this is adorable!!, fic rec, reddie

Post id: 186518280918
Date: Wed, 24 Jul 2019 11:57:31
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You draw Beverly so good omg
<figure data-orig-width="1677" data-orig-height="1777" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/2b6ec509471b425472ec694268e860cd/tumblr_inline_p3ph7hoO871tpvd9c_540.jpg" alt="image" data-orig-width="1677" data-orig-height="1777"/></figure><p>i love my redhead QUEEN</p>
Tags: 
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Reblog url: https://edsbev.tumblr.com/post/186536161978/robin-nance-please-change-ur-keyboard-settings
Reblog name: edsbev
robin: nance please change ur keyboard settings nancy: Why
<p>robin texting nancy: hey my super hot ;)) gf i love uuuu cant wait to see u tonite </p><p>nancy replying: Hello, my love! You know, I was just thinking about you. Funny how the universe works that way. I can’t wait to see you tonight, too. I love you! (You are also very hot). </p><p>robin, internally: she is so fuckign lame im gonna marry her</p>
Tags: 
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Reblog key: FHK8fqFv
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can you maybe do a hc for richie and mike&#039;s first kiss because hanzier is a gift and I love those boys
<p>yes yes i love hanzier</p>

<p>they’re 15 here</p>

<p>-so richie and mike have been dating for a few weeks now<br/>
-and mikes been trying to work up the courage to kiss richie<br/>
-one night they’re at mike’s family’s farm<br/>
-no one else is home but them<br/>
-so mike set up a picnic for them on the grass<br/>
-they eat sandwiches and chips and cookies and veggies for dinner<br/>
-mike keeps telling richie how beautiful he is<br/>
-and richie is blushing the whole time, and tells mike how he’s adorable and the best<br/>
-they lay down on the blanket and look at the stars together, just talking about whatever<br/>
-richie has his head on mikes chest and mikes arm is around richie’s waist as richie hugs onto him <br/>
-they stay like that until it starts to get cold and they decide to go inside<br/>
-richie stands up first and helps mike up<br/>
-mike decides to just go for it because holy shit does richie look cute with his hair messy from laying down and his cheeks pink<br/>
-so mike leans down a little and presses a gentle kiss to richie’s lips<br/>
-richie is shocked but closes his eyes and kisses back almost immediately<br/>
-since mike is a lot taller than rich, richie stands on his tip toes to reach his boyfriend<br/>
-mike keeps his hands on richie’s waist and richie keeps his arms around mikes neck<br/>
-mike pulls away first leaving richie speechless<br/>
-he smirks because he managed to make the trashmouth quiet<br/>
-and then picks richie up and carries him inside to cuddle on the couch and watch ghostbusters</p>
Tags: hc, hanzier, such cuties!
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Reblog name: richietoizer
&quot;You know about fucking, don&#039;t you Eds?&quot; reminder that this is canon
<p><b>richie</b>: you know what fucking is, don’t ya Ed’s?</p><p><b>eddie, who absolutely does the fuck not</b>: yeah. </p>
Tags: 
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BELL I NEED TO KNOW MORE ABOUT YOUR JEALOUS RICHIE, DO THEY END UP TALKING THINGS OUT ABOUT MYRA? ABOUT THEM???🤡🤡🤡
<p>i tried to make <a href="https://belbys.tumblr.com/post/186443507703/i-think-the-thing-we-havent-considered-about-gay">part 1</a> a scene that felt like it could fit into canon but this part throws canon out the window baby !!!!</p>
<p>—-</p>
<p>Eddie knows who’s behind the door before he opens it. </p>
<p>He’s been in his motel room for all of twenty minutes, and he’s still buzzing from dinner. From being with his friends again, his <i>best </i>friends, from his two glasses of wine, from the anxiety and thrill of what they are here to do. <br/></p>
<p>From having Richie’s eyes on him. </p> <p><a href="https://belbys.tumblr.com/post/186466149163/bell-i-need-to-know-more-about-your-jealous" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reddie, fic rec, it 2 canon?, bro you have all my feels rn
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Reblog url: https://skeletonscribbles.tumblr.com/post/186460529987/i-think-the-thing-we-havent-considered-about-gay
Reblog name: skeletonscribbles
i think the thing we haven&rsquo;t considered about Gay Eddie content is his reactions when everyone will inevitably ask about myra... they literally have to make it so he gets uncomfy and doesn&rsquo;t wanna talk about it like in the book like it&rsquo;s literally canon praise stephen king
<p>ok i know you didnt ask for this but i thought abt richie asking eddie abt myra but in a way where hes very obviously trying to hide the fact that hes hurt/jealous and just…had to write it. i wrote this in like ten minutes so its bad but the day i stop posting bad content is the day i die</p>
<p>—-</p>
<p>Richie levels his gaze at Eddie over his shot glass. The glass is held between his teeth, he tips his head back and downs the shot without using his hands. Then he slams the glass back onto the table, swipes a hand across his mouth, flings an arm over the back of Bev’s chair, and meets Eddie’s eye again. </p>
<p>It’s the most calculated thing Richie has done all night. And he’s <i>drunk</i> to top it off. </p>
<p>It makes Eddie feel nervous. </p> <p><a href="https://belbys.tumblr.com/post/186443507703/i-think-the-thing-we-havent-considered-about-gay" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: wha, w h a t, ugh why are you getting in my angsty repression feels at 12:22 am, fic rec, reddie, op ya killin me
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FOR REAL. i used to disagree before but now i do sort of feel like theyre starting to make his character revolve around el and his feelings for her. i hope its not bad to say im glad el isnt gonna be in hawkins with him next season because im really looking forward to seeing how hes going to act with the party now that he can hang out with them without el as a distraction
<p>the thing is, his character has revolved around el since season 1, but they handled his character a lot better back then. bc he loses. he loses el, he loses lucas. things go wrong for him. (and in the mean time he literally jumps off a cliff for dustin). before he actually makes amends with el and lucas. and then he loses <i>el </i>again at the end. this is all very sympathetic!!</p><p>season 2 mike…hes hurting after losing el and doesnt like that it feels like max is replacing her. so hes mean to max, tries to push her away. ok. this would be fine, and we could maybe even sympathise a little…if he had actually grown at the end and apologised to her. max even reaches out in one of the last episodes and says she <i>understands</i> why mike pushed her away. but instead of using that opportunity to be like “youre right. i just didnt like the thought of replacing el. but we could use a zoomer”, mike literally <i>doubles down </i>on his stance and throws all max’s understanding back in her face, angrily telling her that shes still not part of their party. theres no growth for mike. and then he <i>wins</i> at the end. he gets what he wanted. which was el. it just doesnt feel earned. </p><p>season 3 mike has the same problem but with will. hes an asshole to will and then never apologises. we literally get a scene of lucas reaching out to will afterwards and lucas isnt even the one who argued with him!! it makes will and mike’s scene at the end, where will tells him he’ll never find another party, once again feel unearned. mike gets what he wanted: his best friend to be his friend again. but literally what did mike do to get that? why is it will assuring mike they’ll still always be friends when it should be the other way around? even though will and el leave him, mike still wins!! his best friend is still his best friend and the girl he loves tells him she loves him too. its just hard to feel sympathetic. </p>
Tags: this put exactly what i think in words YESS
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Reblog key: 7sisU9Ap
Reblog url: https://honeybeehanlon.tumblr.com/post/186457723914/hear-me-out-famous-model-richie-and-famous
Reblog name: honeybeehanlon
HEAR ME OUT, famous model! richie and famous model! Mike meeting at a shoot for like versace or something and falling in love! they&rsquo;re everyone&rsquo;s sweet hearts and have the best fucking street style and everyone adores their style! and richie is known for his outrageous shoots and cross-dressing while Mike is known for his calvin klein underwear shoots (let&rsquo;s be honest 👀) and everyone just adores them. they&rsquo;re on cover after cover and are super rich.
<p>OMG YES </p><p>When they meet on set they have instant chemistry, everything they shoot together is just breathtaking. They do editorials some times about what its like to be an openly gay couple in the modeling world. They coordinate outfits and post ootd on their shared instagram page. When they come out as a couple its through a shared shoot when they both get interviewed. Richie was wearing floral gowns and Mike wore a full face of makeup with bright colors and a dramatic highlight. Everyone instantly went insane and their social media legends. </p>
Tags: hanzier, hc, I NEED THIS
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Can you do a little more of &ldquo;the line between love and hate&rdquo;? Just Eddie and Richie getting to know each other better, maybe they&rsquo;re first kiss(!!!!!!), if they start dating right away or let themselves get used to one another by being friends first?!
<p>sorry it took so long to answer!!</p><p>-eddie and richie most definitely start out as “friends” first but they go out to eat and stuff to get to know each other and it’s only the two of them and they take turns paying and sometimes they hang out in each other’s rooms and just lay down and talk but they insist that it’s not a date</p><p>-eventually they start combining their friend group and hang out all together, most of them already know each other but it’s different hanging out all as a group (also because mike and stan find out they’re soulmates as well)</p><p>-eddie and richie love playing 20 questions and getting to know every single little thing about one another from favorite color and song to hopes and dreams </p><p>-they do still bicker. with soulmates, emotions are always running extremely high and it’s hard to just switch from being rivals to being into each other so they often need to take time for themselves to cool down</p><p>-they eventually start learning to talk out their disagreements instead. eddie says it’s more productive and richie really hates making eddie upset now</p><p>-they have their first kiss late at night, when richie sneaks into eddie’s bedroom full of tread. he’s afraid that eddie can’t forgive him for how he treated eddie in the years before and they both cry in each other’s arms and when they kiss it’s soft and tastes like tears and they fall asleep with their lips pressed against each other’s</p><p>-they start officially dating a couple days later, when they’re able to talk about everything and eddie gives richie flowers and asks to be his boyfriend and richie is just in total awe of eddie</p><p>-finding each other was a bit rocky but soon they’re known as basically the cutest set of soulmates ever</p>
Tags: oh i adore the line btwn love and hate yessss wonderful conclusion oof, hc, reddie
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HAPPY BIRTHDAY!!!!!! here&rsquo;s a few bichie hcs: whenever bill&rsquo;s parents are being especially neglectful of him, bill goes over richie&rsquo;s &amp; wentworth and maggie are the absolute SWEETEST to him. they always make sure he has everything he needs and a little bit extra. / bichie goes to an amusement park &amp; there&rsquo;s a rollercoaster that literally goes straight up. bill wants to go on it but richie&rsquo;s really scared. somehow bill gets him on it and holds his hand the whole way. when it&rsquo;s over, -
<p><i>- bill’s scared to see how richie reacts, but richie fuckin loved it and they happily go on it like 20 more times till they both vomit. / bill is a BASEBALL BOY! richie always goes to his games, cheers him on &amp; in true richie fashion, checks out his ass bc those pants are tight af. bill usually takes rich to the batting cages and they make out for awhile, but sometimes bill genuinely teaches richie how to play. richie knows how to play, but he doesn’t say anything bc he loves when bill holds -</i></p><p><i>- his hands to show him where they go on the bat &amp; to show him how to pitch. / bill loves to spoil richie on valentines day/his birthday/christmas/etc. he almost always makes a card (that usually says something along the lines of “happy birthday to my favorite dick lol”) &amp; richie has a bunch of them framed and hanging up in his room. / I’m sorry this is probably way too much I just love my boys 🥺💗</i></p><p>-</p><p>this list is like made for me, recognizing bill’s shitty parents, baseball player!bill, sarcasm in any and all romantic bichie gestures. u get me and i love u and this and them. ♥♥♥♥♥♥♥♥♥♥♥♥♥♥♥♥♥♥♥♥</p>
Tags: bichie, hc
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Reblog name: tozierbraks
bichie headcannon that one of their teachers told richie to tutor bill in math bc bills failing and richie gets straight A+. richies grade drops to a C because they literally do nothing but make out during their study sessions
<p>I mean, it’s canon that when it’s just Bill and Richie any and all of their self control clearly goes out the window so this is just how it would go down honestly.</p>
Tags: 
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&#039;Looks like you&#039;re having some trouble there, can I help?&#039; For hanzier maybe! Ly!
<p>“Hey Richie, can you lift any higher?” </p><p>Mike’s voice came from the other end of the impossibly heavy couch and Richie could barely grunt out a reply. He was pouring sweat and seriously regretting every life choice that had lead to him holding up the end of this damned couch. </p><p>“No,” He finally said. “I think this is all the noodle arms can handle pal.” </p><p>“Okay, don’t move, let me try something.”</p><p>“Sure thing boss.” Richie felt his arms trembling. and cursed his past impulsive self. He’s seen the gorgeous black man moving what looked like a lead and rock couch into his apartment building and had leaned against the wall, watching him for a minute. The man had noticed, turning to look at Richie. He was drenched in sweat and sexy as hell. Richie didn’t even bother pretending he wasn’t staring and his next words had been spoken in pure dumbass lust- “Looks like you’re having some trouble there, can I help?” The man had gratefully agreed, introducing himself as Mike and saying he was moving onto the second floor. </p><p>“Here, scoot over.” Mike appeared next to Richie, slipping his hands under the couch. “We’ll both push on three. I think that will get us over this hump.” </p><p>“Sure- yea-” Richie was trying to remind himself not to stare at Mike’s biceps- a nearly impossible task until Mike counted to three and Richie realized he wasn’t helping. With him and Mike pushing the couch they finally got it to the landing, both letting out a triumphant cry.</p><p>“Hey! We did it!” Mike turned to him, holding up a hand for high five. “Thanks dude, good to know I have nice neighbors.”</p><p>Richie returned the high five, smiling. “Most of them are probably stronger too.”</p><p>Mike grinned. “I saw an old lady carrying, like, a dozen kettle bells earlier.”</p><p>“Mrs. Johnson, she was a heavyweight champion.” Richie said, nodding along. God he liked this man’s smile. </p><p>Mike barked a laugh, something else Richie liked. He was already contemplating how to accidentally run into him again. “Well, thank you for your help. My friends bailed on me.” </p><p>“I see an attractive human I stop to help.” Richie said with a shrug. </p><p>Mike’s smile grew and he pointed up, towards his apartment. “You know, I have some beers that I put in my fridge- first thing I moved in. If you’re interested?”</p><p> “I like your priorities man.” Richie said with a nod. </p><p>“Great, we can move this couch in then crack them open.”</p><p>Richie groaned but chuckled. “You’re smooth man. Alright, but I’m gonna need some pizza too. This is more manual labor that I’ve done in decades.”</p><p>“It’s a date.” Mike said, his eyes roaming over Richie.</p><p>Richie decided that offering to help move the couch was the best decision he’d ever made. </p><p>Prompt Tag List: 
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could you draw reddie??
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Hey ashbot! #17 &ldquo;I would do anything for you. Anything.&rdquo; For reddie please?
<p>
<small><b>prompt: </b>dialogue #17: I would do anything for you. anything.<b><br/>pairing: </b>eddie kaspbrak/richie tozier [reddie]<br/><b>word count: </b>1,068<b><br/></b></small></p>
<p><small>Richie
 stared down at the email n his phone. It had been a whim, applying. He 
hadn’t planned on it. See, Richie liked his life. No, he <i>loved </i>it.
 He loved his job at the radio station, he loved his little apartment 
even if it was sort of small (as his mother constantly loved to remind 
him) and he loved sharing all of that with Eddie.</small></p>
<p><small>It
 had been for Eddie that Richie had applied in the first place. For 
Eddie that he’d filmed all those videos and did all those Skype 
interviews. He’d never thought it would mean anything. He did it because
 Eddie had encouraged him, because Eddie’s face would light up at the 
mere mention of Richie getting this job. Because Eddie believed in him 
so much that maybe Eddie was a little blind to what it would mean if 
Richie actually got it. Richie hadn’t thought it would be worth while to
 burst his bubble, because he’d never thought for a second that he would
 be getting it</small></p>
<p><small>Except now…. he had gotten it. 
Which meant Richie might have the hardest decision of his life ahead of 
him. Realistically, Richie absolutely could just pack up and move across
 the country for this job. There was nothing holding him to California..
 nothing except Eddie, and Eddie’s halfway completed apprenticeship with
 a renowned mechanic that Eddie couldn’t possibly give up. <b><br/></b></small></p>
<p><small>So, amazing career opportunity or Eddie? It wasn’t a hard decision for Richie. But it would be a fight.</small></p> <p><a href="https://richietoizer.tumblr.com/post/186597097932" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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<p><i>Prompt taken from <a href="https://eddiefuckinkaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/186562850361/some-fluffyangstyau-prompts"><b>this list</b></a> that I created!</i></p>
<p><i>6. “oh my god, you’re in love with him.”</i></p>
<p><i>* * * * *</i></p>
<p>August 29th. The day Eddie Kaspbrak had been dreading for the past three months. Ever since Richie was accepted into the Radio and Entertainment programme at UCLA. At first, he wasn’t sure why there was any other feeling than pure happiness inside him when Richie told him the news, after all Richie was breaking free from Derry! However as the weeks passed, Eddie soon realised exactly what was going on;</p>
<p>He was in love with Richie. He always had been, he was just too much of an anxious wreck to admit it. </p>
<p>Now it was too late, as Richie was going all the way to the other side of the country, and Eddie was going to be attending the community college just a few towns away from Derry. It wasn’t for lack of trying to break free from his hellish home life and his mother, he had applied to almost every university in the country, but they had all declined his applications. </p>
<p>Eddie felt like a complete and utter failure, how could he not be when the only college willing to take him was the one closest to his hometown? He tried not to let it bother him as Bill was accepted into NYU for literature, Bev into Parsons, Ben to Pratt Institute and Stan into Georgetown in Washington D.C. He was happy for all of his friends for being able to go and achieve their dreams. </p> <p><a href="https://eddiefuckinkaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/186594864786/how-bout-6-from-the-dialogue-prompt-3" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Seguir leyendo</a></p>
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Happy Birthday my dear!!! Hope it&#039;s a great day!
<p>In response to this, have a little fic I wrote on the plane to Italy!</p><p>* * * * *</p><p>Eddie stared at the ceiling of his bedroom, his eyes wet and red rimmed with tears. Every so often, he would turn his head to the window in the hopes that Richie would appear at his window, even though he knew he wouldn’t. If Eddie was in Richie’s position, he wouldn’t show up at his window either.</p><p>His phone, which was sitting on his bedside cabinet, buzzed and Eddie scrambled to pick it up, his eyes filling with more tears as he read the text which had come from Stan.</p><p><i>Never thought you’d ever do something like that, Eddie. </i></p><p>A sob bubbled up in his throat and he covered his mouth to quieten himself. The last thing he needed was his mother rushing in thinking he was ill. Or maybe he did, if he acted sick enough she would keep him off of school. </p><p>Suddenly his phone lit up again with an incoming call from Beverly. With shaky fingers, Eddie unlocked his phone and answered the call, bringing the device up to his ear, “H-hello?”</p><p>“You have one minute to explain yourself. Stan might not want to hear you out, but I do. So go.”</p><p>One minute to explain himself. “I didn’t want it-” he started, the words just spilling out. “Bev I swear, I swear I didn’t want it. I was just getting a drink and …and the next thing I know Bill’s tongue was down my throat. I didn’t want it. I was in shock. I love Richie, you know that, <i>he</i> knows that-”</p><p>“I don’t think he does, Eddie,” Bev cut him off, but her words were less harsh than before. “Was Bill drunk?”</p><p>Eddie swallowed, wiping his eyes. “I- I don’t know, I think so? I could smell vodka off of him. He- he was angry when I pushed him away. He- he was under the impression I was with Richie to make him jealous. Which isn’t true! It’s not true Bev I swear. Please tell Richie that, please!” He was panicking now, his breathing picking up as his hand rummaged in his drawer for his inhaler.</p><p>Which wasn’t there.</p><p>“Hey, Eddie calm down, it’s okay-“ Bev started but Eddie wasn’t listening. He couldn’t find his inhaler, he had no idea where he put it last. He was sure he had it at the party. </p><p>“Fuck- fuck fuck, Bev I- I cant breathe.” Eddie gasped down the line. “I c-can’t b-breathe.”</p><p>There was some shuffling on the other end of the phone, Bev’s voice sounded as though it was miles away. Then, a new voice came on the line, a familiar voice. Richie’s voice.</p><p>“Eds. Hey, hey, baby can you hear me?”</p><p>A harsh sob broke out of Eddie’s throat as he heard Richie’s voice and he gripped onto his phone tight. “C-can’t find- find my inhaler- Rich I- I can’t b-breathe.” </p><p>“I have your inhaler remember?” Richie spoke soft down the line. “You gave it to me because you didn’t want to lose it.” Eddie squeezed his eyes shut because that was right. “Deep breaths for me, okay? Breathe in and breathe out. In and out.”</p><p>Slowly, Eddie sucked in a deep breath, using Richie’s voice as his anchor. Soon, his breathing returned to somewhat normal, and he was nothing but an exhausted wreck on the floor of his bedroom. “I- th-thank you.”</p><p>There was silence on the other side and Eddie thought maybe Richie had hung up, but then Bev was back. “See you tomorrow Eddie.”</p><p>“No- no wait-” It was too late, Bev had ended the call and Eddie was alone in his room once more.</p><p>Eventually he picked himself up off the floor and slipped under the covers, flicking through some pictures on his phone of him, Richie and the other losers at their senior class trip last week. Another tear slipped down his cheek and he tossed his phone onto the floor, wrapping his arms around his pillow. </p><p>It could only have been a few minutes of trying to sleep before Eddie was wide awake once more to the sound of his window being pushed open. He didn’t dare turn around as he heard his close again and the rustling of clothes before the bedsheets were pulled back and a familiar pair of arms were tugging him backwards into an embrace.</p><p>“Richie?” Eddie croaked out, voice trembling. A hand made its way into his hair and the other interlocked with one of his own. </p><p>“Yeah, it’s me,” Richie breathed and Eddie turned around so they were face to face.</p><p>He opened his mouth to speak, but he didn’t manage to get a single word out as Richie closed the distance between them, his fingers cupping Eddie’s cheeks, thumbs brushing over the skin lightly. It took a few moments, but Eddie kissed back with just as much energy as Richie was giving, even though he was exhausted. “I love you,” he whispered when they parted.</p><p>“I love you, too.” Their noses nudged together and Eddie reached down to take Richie’s hand, playing with his fingers. “I’m going to punch Bill next time I see him.”</p><p>“I won’t blame you,” Eddie breathed, settling his head into the crook of Richie’s neck. “You believe me, right? That I didn’t mean it.”</p><p>“Of course I do,” Richie answered without missing a beat. “I’m sorry I ever made you believe I didn’t trust you with everything I have. I was just…so mad. I had to get out of there before I really hurt Bill.”</p><p>Eddie closed his eyes, nodding just a little. His exhaustion was winning. “Stay?”</p><p>“Always.”</p><p><br/></p><p>* * * * *</p><p><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mYXFnbPANm7HKoB6BKqk9cg">@richietoaster</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mtkw7LyzvzPVM1AKQHoGd1w">@tozier-boy</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m8dO457pCQ4NlxJq5xq9B_w">@eds-trashmouth</a>  <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mSh2coWJArJ2cexpkg_kkgw">@fucking-reddie</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mnaLR7KSEiKd7wDuqN4pUsw">@strange-reddie-loser</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mjbn-PQ4hKr8UUH2EyH2E_Q">@eds-kas</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m05H45AEKZXVU4gCXlBY4cg">@propertyofthelosersclub</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mLAnSdrUcmXDdmeB6OUamMg">@its-stranger-than-you-think</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mi8SeJSOIdSexcBX9U5UGjw">@yes-dillman-yes</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mnsa8pPAd6UTfi83WHtyaKQ">@totaltozier</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mNF87U8T-i9-ef1VZ_YV0KQ">@reddietofall</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mj8FaTn4OeMj9IKi2vWfG3w">@reddietofight</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mgABSdRO47ONWxElxEvJtOQ">@reddie-to-fight</a>  <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mjt7hjy8wRZQVoQgU7Z3cNQ">@hypnoidvoid</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mgRRVgbv-ZBpNrTDgN9cOdQ">@imeddie</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m6cEfMx-pTrajJGPHapVrdg">@reddie-eddie-spaghettie</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mPaNORurW87Zv3dSWWie00A">@bitchbrak</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mzxjVkrAU4BNKUIC-Rn2Cqg">@reddieways</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m-KJMDfu25A9owsPU4dcKEg">@maximusfraker</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/moueoYqCzHbdvOZeLsFzLtw">@jem-carstairs-is-perfection</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mf8SkdIeAldnjD3rQgY93Tg">@thejadeazalea</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mrU0Rn9aVPTc2GJZ3liD72Q">@reddie-eddie-spaghetti</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mcdY9fIF9pGwHcV4LTLwIgQ">@halfway-happy353</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mCpnS7TxPu4OA7aHzH2WsFg">@ellomello16</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mnB6mpnyX7D7C_kPFUhT0Tw">@lili-back-from-the-dead</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A">@tinyarmedtrex</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mz-qT2GvPqSa2R9fMIWw6ZA">@cacti-cool</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m-K7Xrua2LhDLC7g0FKRUVw">@inthebreadbinwrites</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m5MoaYrhyujKfmFOd_HJgvw">@kat-ships-everything</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mlVu5FshVyJXdllSNDqjiKA">@takeourpure</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/muw9KoTAI8o_yaWf4GrI3XQ">@lo-v-ers</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/myNd8XWL_LBF9Vg-wgQgbNQ">@mrs-vh</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mb28mSCWoRwg18Ts7CGpbtw">@studpuffin</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m6roUyvH8-ivpXzTGiBAVqg">@aizeninlefox</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mbBTSrwfGZf9lCMAPLO5F7w">@reddie-for-anything</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mIVW6uFqHFBtJrKvXXpneSg">@adhdtozier</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mnUIrsGnRzSusna96zT81rw">@trashmouthtozierr</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m1Flxr1QtWdJiMLldfhM4eA">@stephenskings</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mYNLz77yHWt-s1_yQNt_vpQ">@girasol-eddie</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mw3_nGKV_gdaDY1HYav3l4Q">@bi-bi-richie</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mZ1WumW5UKLN0jWYWQQNm2A">@honeybeehanlon</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/msIMruVE3bDglr4jdxjrK9w">@mars-14</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m2L6u5wjsE517pRjixALtBg">@hawkinsbabes</a> </p>
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What you said (&quot;he would be universally hated if he wasnt hot&quot;) is so true. If Billy was cast as someone ugly, he&#039;d be known as &quot;that ugly, unforgivable racist in the Stranger Things show.&quot; Some folks already call it like it is, but rn, we also have people who&#039;re like, &quot;He&#039;s a HOT racist! I love him!&quot; And as a black POC, I&#039;m like, &quot;lol ok&quot; bc lowkey, it tells me a lot about the person I&#039;m talking to. Smh. I love the actor, who I met once irl and is a sweetheart, but his character? Fuck no!!!
<p>right !! like he is literal a racist and abusive but ppl are so quick to forget all that bc hes ‘pretty’ and has a sad backstory. like neither of things excuse shit !!!! he was ready to beat up a child bc hes racist as fuck !!!! you cant come back from that lmao</p>
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Could you do a part two for the joint custody of the book au?
<p>Baby you know it. Part 1 is <a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/186355607642/hi-i-am-not-sure-if-you-still-taking-prompts-but">here </a></p>
<p><b></b></p>
<p>‘Wanna study 2nite? Library is open l8’</p>
<p>Eddie smiled to himself at Richie’s terrible grammar as he replied with a quick, ‘Sure! See you in our spot’</p>
<p>He didn’t need to study tonight. In fact, he had other homework that he should definitely be working on but he could never pass up the chance to be next to Richie. They had a table in the back they liked, where they would spread the book between them, both of them sitting far closer than they needed to. They’d talk about the actual subject material for maybe twenty minutes and then move onto other things, talking for hours until the library closed. Richie made him laugh like no one else did, he’d almost gotten banned from the library for it and over the semester they’d grown closer. </p>
<p>They saw each other nearly every day, always under the guise of their joint custody for the book. It had started with Richie texting him and asking how it was doing, if Eddie was treating it right. Soon they were snapping pictures, pretending to show how good of care each was taking of it. Then of themselves holding it. Then just themselves, walking across campus or laying in bed. </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/186386201487/could-you-do-a-part-two-for-the-joint-custody-of" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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all we do is roast finns characters its deserved
<p>hes out there playin characters w dumbass energy how can we not roast them</p>
Tags: 

Post id: 186368311198
Date: Thu, 18 Jul 2019 00:18:49
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/186368311198/hi-i-am-not-sure-if-you-still-taking-prompts-but
Slug: hi-i-am-not-sure-if-you-still-taking-prompts-but
Reblog key: MuyU4v75
Reblog url: https://jem-carstairs-is-perfection.tumblr.com/post/186367531600/hi-i-am-not-sure-if-you-still-taking-prompts-but
Reblog name: jem-carstairs-is-perfection
Hi! I am not sure if you still taking prompts but if you are , can you do the &quot;ran into each other at the bookstore and tried to get the last copy AU&quot; for Reddie ,please?
<p><i>Oh good, there’s one copy left</i>, Eddie thought, eyeing up the last used psych 101 book. There were plenty of news ones available, for 3 times for the price of a used one. Exactly what Eddie didn’t want. He darted over, grabbing the book. As he did he heard someone yell out, “Stop!”</p><p>He turned, seeing someone standing in the aisle and looking at him in disbelief. “I need that book.” The guy said, pointing to the book in Eddie’s arms. </p><p>“Tough shit.” Eddie replied, hugging it protectively. </p><p>“No you don’t get it, I can’t afford a new one. I need that one.”</p><p>“And I can?” He asked, taking a longer look at the guy. He was in an awful Hawaiian shirt with a nirvana band tee underneath and wearing scuffed up converse and ripped jeans. Eddie was guessing he’d used his book money to buy pot, if how he smelled was any indication.</p><p>“Listen kid-” The guy started.</p><p>“Kid? Fuck you we’re the same age!” </p><p>The guy grinned at him, holding a hand up. “Sorry, you’re just so short. Listen, buddy, just let me have the book. It’s the last one.”</p><p>“That’s exactly why you can’t have it.” Eddie was in no mood to be nice. This was his book damnit. <br/></p><p>The guy huffed, running a hand through his messy hair. “What’s your name?”</p><p>“Why? Are you going to look me up and jump me?”</p><p>The guy chuckled. “Fuck you’re a spitfire, huh? I’m Richie, I’m in the Henderson dorm.” He stuck out a hand which Eddie ignored.</p><p>“Eddie. I’m in Schilling.” </p><p>“Nice to meet you Eds. I’m assuming we’ll have at least one class together.” Richie said, nodding at the book.</p><p>“Not if you can’t get the book.” He quipped. To his surprise Richie laughed, loud and full. The noise made Eddie smile. </p><p>“Touche short stuff.” Richie shoved his hands in his pockets, looking at Eddie and the book. “I’ve got a proposition for you.”</p><p>“I’m not having sex with you in exchange for the book.”</p><p>Richie grinned and pointed at him. “Not where I was going but I like the spirit. No, joint custody. We’ll both pay for the book and then we’ll split up time with it.”</p><p>“What about in class?” </p><p>He shrugged. “We’ll have to sit together.”</p><p>Eddie thought about it, chewing on his lip. “And when we both need it?”</p><p>“Built in study buddy.” </p><p>Eddie hummed, considering the offer. “What’s in it for me?” He asked. Richie frowned and Eddie added, “I’ve already got the book, why should I share with you?” </p><p>“The joy you’d get from helping a fellow student?” Eddie shook his head and Richie chuckled. “I didn’t think that would work.” He looked Eddie up at down, considering his options. “I’ll bring snacks the study sessions. All semester.”</p><p>Eddie nodded and Richie stuck out a hand. “I like junior mints,” Eddie told him, shaking Richie’s hand. </p><p>“Minty fresh, I like it.” Richie took his hand back and smiled at him again. “This is the start of something beautiful Eds, I can feel it.”</p>
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29 with reddie??
<p><i>Acting out a fantasy</i>. I affectionately call this ‘Extra Credit’ because I am unoriginal. </p>
<p>NSFW</p>
<p><b></b></p>
<p>“Mr. Kaspbrak, come in, let’s discuss your grades.”</p>
<p>Eddie walked into the empty classroom, trying not to fiddle with his shorts or books as he did. “What’s- what’s wrong with them professor?”</p>
<p>“It seems that you’re failing.” The man stood, taking two quick steps towards Eddie and examining him. “Badly.” </p>
<p>“Failing! But I need this class!” Eddie let his eyes grow wide. “Isn’t there <i>anything </i>I can do?”</p>
<p>“You know it baby. Bow chicka wow wow.” Richie replied, grinning and swiveling his hips.</p>
<p>Eddie huffed. “Richie you said you’d try!” He looked up at his boyfriend. Thirty seconds in and he’d already broken character. </p>
<p>“Sorry! Sorry! You just looked like a porn star then- batting your eyes and offering me sex right off the bat.” </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/186359980532/29-with-reddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: oof, how do you still make stuff like this domestic and sweet?, nsfw, reddie
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&ldquo;I missed being with you like this,&rdquo; (and if you&#039;re feeling saucy &quot;Harder, deeper...&quot; right along with it.) Any pair... Or... Richie/Mike H
<p>It had been 10 long days since Mike had gotten to hold Richie in his arms, kiss his cheek, whisper in his ear, even just hear his voice. Richie’s family had gone on vacation for Christmas, which had left Mike counting down the minutes until he could see his boyfriend again.</p><p>So the second they were reunited the outcome was inevitable. They needed to be close again, connected in a way only the other could fulfill. They’d bypassed conversation entirely, instead sweeping each other up in kisses and relieved sighs.</p><p>And now, Mike was seated deep inside Richie, the way things aught to be.</p><p><b>“I missed being with you like this.”</b> Mike whispered tenderly.<br/></p><p>Richie just moaned in response, the feeling too overwhelming to reply.</p><p>They held each other close, grinding into one another at a tempo intended to make them feel every single movement. They went slow, savoring the feeling of being together once again.</p><p>After a while, however, Richie got needy. The simmering build becoming too much to bare.</p><p><b>“Harder, deeper…”</b> Richie demanded with a roll of his hips.<br/></p><p>Mike let out a soft laugh, his eyes lighting up with deep admiration for this sweet boy he got the privilege to love.</p><p>“Anything you want, sweetheart.” He agreed, adjusting his thrusts accordingly.<br/></p><p>It didn’t take long after that to have them both spilling over, Mike into Richie and Richie all over his own chest. Mike thought the view was worthy of an award, Richie completely sated and covered in streaks of white, tears pooling at the corners of his eyes.</p><p>“Hey, baby, you okay? I didn’t go too hard, did I?” Mike asked, leaning over to wipe away one of Richie’s tears with his thumb.<br/></p><p>Richie’s eyes popped open, glossy and eclipsed in black, containing the most soulful gaze Mike had ever seen.</p><p>“No,” Richie murmured, leaning his head into Mike’s hold. “I just missed you.”<br/></p><p>The grin on Mike’s face rivaled the sun, illuminating the certainty Richie already held in his heart.</p><p>He loved Mike Hanlon. He’d only been more sure of one other thing in his entire life: Mike Hanlon loved him.</p>
Tags: hanzier, nsfw, drabble, soft!!
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Richie had a pet rock as a kid and he keeps it with him through his life
<p>oh he absolutely did</p>
<ul><li>he “got” it in kindergarten</li>
<li>all of the swings were taken during recess so he sat next to them and cried</li>
<li>but then he found a big gray rock—big for his tiny child hands—sitting on the ground and he was like “yep this is my new pet now”</li>
<li>and that was that</li>
<li>he brought it in with him and showed it to his teacher who was used to this kind of thing from him</li>
<li>he found a worm once and brought it to her as his new pet</li>
<li>he was very sad when she told him to put it back but he forgot about it five minutes later because then it was snack time and he had oreos</li>
</ul><p><a href="https://chaotickaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/186333537420/richie-had-a-pet-rock-as-a-kid-and-he-keeps-it" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Sorry to bother you but could you do a part two for the Eddie pornstar au?
<blockquote><p><b>Not a bother! I can spare a part two! <a href="https://tozierpunks.tumblr.com/post/186268930267/reddie-2" style="" target="_blank">Part one here</a>.</b></p></blockquote> <p><a href="https://tozierpunks.tumblr.com/post/186338821242/sorry-to-bother-you-but-could-you-do-a-part-two" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: what? a cliffhanger like that??, reddie, dude how could you end it right there it has to work out COME OONNNNNNNNN, drabble, nsfw, ish
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Reddie + 2!!!
<p><a href="https://tozierpunks.tumblr.com/ask" target="_blank"><b><i>Send me a number and a ship and I’ll write a funky lil ficlet~</i></b></a></p>
<p><b>Warning</b>: it’s finna get lemony fresh. maybe just lime-y.</p>
<p><i>Reddie + Masturbation</i></p> <p><a href="https://tozierpunks.tumblr.com/post/186268930267/reddie-2" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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The list about smut, can we ask? Bc if yes please 10 with reddie
<p><a href="https://tozierpunks.tumblr.com/ask"><b><i>Send me a number and a ship and I’ll write a funky lil ficlet~</i></b></a></p>
<p><b>Warning</b>: every villain is Lemons.</p>
<p><i>Reddie + Against the wall oooof!</i></p> <p><a href="https://tozierpunks.tumblr.com/post/186270626557/the-list-about-smut-can-we-ask-bc-if-yes-please" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: well big oof then, nsfw, drabble, reddie
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&#039;does this suit make my ass look weird- oh shit you aren&#039;t my friend&#039; + reddie
<p>If there was one thing Richie Tozier was sure of, it was that he was the best best-man in history. He knew, also with a fair amount of certainty, that he knew of the impending proposal before either of the grooms did. He could see their love blooming from a mile away and the proposal from even further; it was just a matter of when it would happen and who would beat who to the punch. <br/></p>
<p>Stan did, of course. But only by a day and a half. </p>
<p>So now, with the wedding coming up in a few short months, they were putting last minute changes together for the bridal party. Patty and Bev both had their dresses sorted out months ago, and now all the groomsmen (and of course, himself, the best best-man) had to get their tuxes situated. It had been a grueling process, trying to sort everything out and match the desired colors, but good ol’ Richie Tozier had a way of making things happen.</p> <p><a href="https://oldguybones.tumblr.com/post/186273783090/does-this-suit-make-my-ass-look-weird-oh-shit" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Reddie 19 pls
<p>
<i>With toys </i>(NSFW)<br/></p>
<p>There’s a first time for everything, Richie reminded himself as he watched his boyfriend pull items from a bag. He looked cute, the fading sun falling on his shoulders. Richie could just make out his freckles. <br/></p>
<p>“We don’t have to.” Eddie repeated for the fifth time, glancing up at Richie. <br/></p>
<p>“I want to.” He said, “I’m just used to your hands and mouth. And rocket.” Rocket was their tried and well loved dildo. The only thing Richie trusted up his ass that wasn’t attached to Eddie. </p>
<p>But they had agreed to try this. Eddie was worried things were getting stale- Richie had heartily disagreed, after ten years of ‘will they won’t they’ he thought that it was impossible to ever get bored of Eddie- but he was game for whatever Eddie wanted. </p>
<p>In theory at least.</p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/186307931172/reddie-19-pls" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: well damn alright, N O I C E, fic rec, nsfw
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i had a party last night and you woke up on my couch but i don&rsquo;t know who you are for reddie?
<p>    Eddie woke up with a headache and major dry mouth. Every time he threw a party with his roommates he promised himself that he wouldn’t drink so much. And every time he failed. He knew his limits but there was something about jello shots that proved to be his downfall. “Stupid Mike,” He muttered, cursing his roommate and Eddie’s inability to refuse him. <br/></p><p>    He tried to sit but there was something on his chest, a person’s foot and leg was on him. “What the hell!” He said as he pushed them off and looked at the rest of the person. He didn’t know them, he didn’t even remember them from the party yesterday. Whoever it was looked like they had a worse night than him, his red hair was tousled and it looked like someone had drawn on his face- probably with permanent marker, knowing Eddie’s friends.  <br/></p><p>    Whatever, not his problem, Mike or Bill probably knew who he was and Eddie wasn’t going to worry about it. He stood, planning to stumble back to his bed but the other man groaned when Eddie got up.</p><p>    “Come back and cuddle.” He said, reaching for Eddie without even opening his eyes.</p><p>    “I’m not sure you want me to cuddle with you.” Eddie replied, his hands on his hips.</p><p>    The man’s eyes shot open and he squinted at Eddie. “You aren’t Stan.”</p><p>    Eddie shook his head. “I am not.”</p><p>    “Where’s Stan?” The guy asked, sitting up and rubbing his face. </p><p>    “You mean Mike’s boyfriend Stan? Probably in Mike’s bed. I’m not sure you want to join them.” </p><p>    The man nodded slowly, like he was processing it. “Where am I?”</p><p>    “My house.” Eddie couldn’t help but smile. The guy looked dazed. He was definitely hung over but there was something cute and soft about him. “ I’m going back to bed now, in an actual bed.”</p><p>    “Oh, that sounds nice.” The man stood, looking at Eddie and waiting for him to move. </p><p>    “What are you doing?”</p><p>    “I wanna come too.” </p><p>    “To my bed?” Eddie asked, sure he had misunderstood. </p><p>    “Yea, thanks for the offer.” The man strode forward, putting his chin on Eddie’s shoulder. “No funny business though, I think I’m still drunk.”</p><p>    This was weird, bizarre even but for some reason Eddie didn’t care. “Okay, fine.” He lead the man to his room, which had been saved from the craziness of the party. “It’s only a full size.” He commented, pointing to the bed.</p><p>    “ ‘S fine, better for cuddles.” The man stripped off his shirt and pants and crawled in, holding an arm out for Eddie. “Come on. I’m gonna be the big spoon, just for you.” </p><p>    Eddie pressed his lips together to stop from smiling. “How nice of you.” He fell into the bed, letting the man wrap an arm around him. He had to admit, it was nice, being held like this. The man instantly held him tightly, moving until they were flush. “What’s your name?” Eddie asked, deciding he should know before he fell asleep.</p><p>    “Richie.” He said with a wide yawn. </p><p>    “I’m Eddie.” </p><p>    “ ‘S cute. You’re cute.” Richie buried his head in Eddie’s back. “Gonna sleep now.” </p><p>    Eddie chuckled, leaning back into Richie’s arms and closing his eyes. Years later, when they told people that this was how they met Richie always made sure to add that he had somehow had the very good luck to wake up next to an angel and that there was no way he was letting him escape, drunk or not. </p>
Tags: awww, sleepy fluff is everything, fic rec, reddie
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Okay I need you to write Reddie and the &quot;sex to cure hiccups&quot; scenario! Please!
<p>Holy cow this got long. NSFW!! <br/></p>
<p><br/></p>
<p>“I’ve -<i>hic</i>!- had these for days! I’ve tried- <i>hic</i>!- everything!” Eddie said, falling onto Richie’s couch. He looked completely miserable, his lips formed in a pout as his body shook from the hiccups. <br/></p>
<p>“I know Eds.” Richie sat next to him, rubbing his friend’s back. Eddie had tried everything. Richie had been there when Bev tried to scare Eddie (it worked, he screamed but still had the hiccups), when Eddie tried to drink out the opposite side of a cup (that hadn’t worked, his shirt had ended up drenched) and when he’d bit a lemon (Eddie had made the cutest face Richie had ever seen but it had done shit for the hiccups). He knew Eddie hated this, he’d been losing sleep because of them. </p>
<p>“I’m going to have to- <i>hic</i>!- go to the doctor.” Eddie added, putting his head on Richie’s shoulder. He could feel each time Eddie hiccuped, his small body jolting against him. Eddie hated going to the doctor, it was an absolute last resort for him. Ever since Sonia he had a lot of anxiety around going and avoided it whenever possible. Richie knew that. He’d do anything to help Eddie not have to go.</p>
<p>“There’s one thing you haven’t tried.” He said carefully. Richie had been up late researching other hiccup cures. This was one of the only ones that seemed credible.</p>
<p>“What? Richie -<i>hic</i>!- what is it?” Eddie sat up, looking eagerly a him. </p>
<p>“Prostate massage.” He said, quickly adding, “It’s supposed to help. The orgasm volts you back to normal. Or something. I don’t really get the science behind it.” He wanted to keep rambling but stopped, watching Eddie’s expression instead. He thought Eddie would be disgusted or tell him to shut up but to his surprise he nodded.</p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/186284344257/okay-i-need-you-to-write-reddie-and-the-sex-to" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: nsfw, HOW ARE THEY SUCH SWEET BABIES, fic rec

Post id: 186303596213
Date: Mon, 15 Jul 2019 08:47:25
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/186303596213/reddie-with-i-missed-you-and-kiss-me
Slug: reddie-with-i-missed-you-and-kiss-me
Reblog key: YP59AD3e
Reblog url: https://hawkinsbabe.tumblr.com/post/186293651405/reddie-with-i-missed-you-and-kiss-me
Reblog name: hawkinsbabe
Reddie with&nbsp;&ldquo;I missed you.&rdquo;&nbsp;and &ldquo;Kiss me.&rdquo;?
<p><i>This was super fun to write so thank you for the prompt!!! It’s taken from <b><a href="https://eddiefuckinkaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/186231890806/angstfluff-prompt-list-mvps">this list</a> </b></i></p>
<h2><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15796833/chapters/46834093">AO3 link </a></b></h2>
<p>It was like the universe had been testing him for some reason and Eddie wasn’t sure how much more of it he could take. After finally getting together with his long term crush and best friend, Richie Tozier, Eddie was finally looking forward to spending the entire summer with his friends, and spending time with Richie as boyfriends. They even had a plan set out between them all, as well as all the things they were going to do over the course of the summer. </p>
<p>Then his mother had to go and announce that he was to spend the whole 10 weeks of his summer vacation with his aunt in Michigan. There was no arguments, Eddie was going and that was final. There was a part of him that hoped it was just a weird coincidence, but Eddie knew deep down that his mother must have known about him and Richie, and this was her master plan at keeping them apart for the summer. </p>
<p>Of course, Richie was pissed, as were the rest of the losers. Eddie’s departure put a dent in their summer plans, but Eddie assured them that things will be easier now, as they had an even number. He said all this with a huge smile, even though he was dying inside. His summer plans were screwed and he’d have to spend ten weeks doing old people things that were extremely boring. </p>
<p>His suspicions were proven to be correct the second he touched down in Michigan. His aunt was there to collect him, the spitting image of his mother and ushered him to the car. On their way to her house, she explained the numerous rules in place for his visit. He wasn’t to watch television after nine, phone calls home were only to last fifteen minutes and he was to be in bed by ten. </p>
<p>The ten weeks dragged by, and Eddie found himself wanting to go back to school. At least then he would get to see his friends and spend time with his boyfriend. He divided up his call time between his mother and Richie as well as the occasional call to the losers, but his mother always sounded bitter when he didn’t call her every day. </p> <p><a href="https://eddiefuckinkaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/186241914076/reddie-with-i-missed-you-and-kiss-me" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: ohhh i love this!, fic rec, SO SOFT AND FLUFFY I ADORE THEM UGHH, fuck sonia lives
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purge of 2002? of 2012? what ARE those?
<p>Oh, how quickly the past is forgotten. </p><p>They are part of the reason A03 is a thing now. Not the whole reason, but part of it. </p><p>The Great Purges of 2002 and 2012 are when ff.net got a wild hair up their ass about THINK OF THE CHILDREN and nuked any fic posted on there that was explicit. Thousands upon thousands of nc-17 smutfics were lost.</p><p>It’s what led to the creation of alternate hosting sites for smutty fic…AdultFanfiction was the one I went to…but thousands of fics would never be recovered. </p>
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Hanzier + 12 pretty please 💕
<p><a href="https://tozierpunks.tumblr.com/ask"><b><i>Send me a number and a ship and I’ll write a funky lil ficlet~</i></b></a></p>
<p><b>Warning</b>: every villain is Lemons.</p>
<p><i>Hanzier + On the floor ya nasties</i></p> <p><a href="https://tozierpunks.tumblr.com/post/186270268752/hanzier-12-pretty-please" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: nsfw, oof, hanzier
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CAN YOU PLEASE GIVE US A CONTINUATION OF THE RICHIE PORNSTAR AU???
<p>You know itttt. Notsfw-ish  <a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/186222514552/okok-richie-being-a-solo-porn-star-and-one-day">Part one is here</a></p>
<p>For what felt like a long time the two stared at each other. Eddie the trying to think of an excuse, something to explain why he had his friend’s porn page up. It was Richie who spoke first though. <br/></p>
<p>“How- how long have you known?”</p>
<p>“Just today!” Eddie hurried to say. “I clicked on it and I- saw. I wasn’t- I’m not-” Eddie wasn’t sure what he was trying to say. Richie put down his laptop, acting more subdued than Eddie had ever seen him. </p>
<p>“Well. Fuck.” Richie ran a hand through his hair. “I guess- shit- I guess the secret is out.”</p>
<p>“I won’t tell anyone! I swear!” <br/></p>
<p>Richie nodded, grateful. Then he puffed out his cheeks, exhaling loudly. “I need to go I think. I need some time.”</p>
<p>Eddie tried to think of something to say, something to fix this, but Richie was already moving towards the door and Eddie had no words. His friend closed the door behind him and Eddie stood there, feeling like something had just broken.</p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/186238920262/can-you-please-give-us-a-continuation-of-the" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: nsfw, ish, reddie, y e a h, i adore this continuation!!, yay!!
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can you write something where richie is dating someone who treats him like shit but he&rsquo;s only doing it so he can get over eddie. and then they&rsquo;re at a party and eddie drunkenly confesses his feelings and immediately richie breaks things off with his s/o
<p><b>warning </b>for abusive relationships and alcohol</p>
<p><b>words:</b> 2,421</p>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19779502">read on ao3</a> or below</p>
<p>Richie showed up to the party late
and in a bad mood. Justin couldn’t go, so he’d told Richie that he wasn’t
allowed to go either. Richie had not-so-politely reminded him that he was his
own person, that Justin had no say in where he went and when. Predictably,
Justin had sneered at him and called him a slut. “Sorry that I don’t want my
boyfriend drooling in the lap of every person he sees.” That had Richie close
to breaking, close to saying what he always wanted to when his boyfriend got
like this: <i>If I’m such a slut then why
are you dating me? </i>But then the dread would settle in Richie’s stomach, a
reminder that Justin was the only one who wanted him at all. If Richie wanted
to feel loved - and <i>god </i>was he
desperate to feel wanted - then Justin was his only option. Still, Richie had
left, and not without an eye roll so severe he thought he might’ve strained a
muscle.</p>
<p>His blood was still boiling as he
made his way over to the kitchen to grab a drink, but a familiar and very
drunken exclamation of, “Richie!” made him stop in his tracks. All of the ice
melted from his veins, from his stance, and he could feel warmth spreading
uncontrollably through him as he turned to see Eddie stumbling toward him.
“You’re here!” Eddie threw his arms around Richie’s waist, his head falling
against Richie’s chest. “I <i>missed </i>you!”
Richie couldn’t help but smile as Eddie beamed up at him before nuzzling his
face into his neck. </p> <p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/186234968987/can-you-write-something-where-richie-is-dating" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Okok Richie being a solo porn star and one day Eddie is like looking through pornhub and sees his best friends body and is like no way it&rsquo;s not richie then he sees a stupid tattoo that Richie has on his hand and hears a breathy fuck and holy shit that&rsquo;s his best friend Richie
<p><b>Hey this is NSFW </b><br/></p>
<p>Eddie glanced at his apartment door again, triple checking that it was locked before pulling up an incognito window on his computer. It wasn’t that he didn’t love his friends barging in it was just that, well, they liked to barge in. It was his own fault for giving all of them keys but tonight he knew they all had plans. Plans that he had been careful to avoid because he needed alone time. <i>Badly</i>.  It had been a rough week at work and Richie had been trying to give him a massage all week, saying he looked stressed. Which he was but Richie’s hands on him never made him relax. <br/></p>
<p>Confident that the door was locked he navigated to porn hub, looking for an image that caught his eye. He was halfway done the page when a pale, lanky torso grabbed his attention. Clicking on it he saw that it was someone masturbating, their face hidden from the camera. Briefly Eddie considered whether he was clicking on it because of who it looked like but he shoved the thought aside, turning up the volume and grabbing his lube. Eddie coated his hand and touched himself, letting out a satisfied sigh.</p>
<p>The video began with the guy doing the same thing, a long squirt of lube and then a grunt as he grabbed himself. Again, a prickle of recognition came to Eddie but he ignored it, focusing in on his growing erection. <br/></p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/186222514552/okok-richie-being-a-solo-porn-star-and-one-day" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Okay, putting a flower crown on serial killers harms absolutely nobody. When was the last time someone was actually injured by a serial killer, the 50s? Sorry if you think this is a trend, but putting a circlet of flowers on top of a real human being that drove a 5 inch steel knife into an innocent persons beating heart can be qualified as self expression. Learn it.    PS. I play reaper in overwatch and talk like solid snake when Im on the phone. I could hack the stock market if I needed to. Bye
<p>

i cant decide what my favorite line of this is<br/></p>
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<p>This is probably one of the more 

risqué 

and smutty things I’ve written. And you all know what I’ve written so that’s saying something. It goes without saying that this is an aged up fic but this is an aged up fic. I might make this into a series, depending on what people think of it.</p>
<p>

<b><a href="https://reddieforlove.tumblr.com/ask">send an nsfw reddie prompt</a></b>

<br/></p>
<hr><p>Richie had no idea what the hell he was getting into. All that he knew was that Beverly promised him a good time and he was sure as hell gonna take her up on it. She knew him better than anyone and Richie trusted her more than anyone. Yet he never, in a million years, expected a fucking sex club to be their destination. It was a subtle place, which was already far from what he imagined. </p>
<p>There was a simple sign hanging on the door of the brick building, a cursive script reading <i><b>Exquisite</b></i>, and no windows in sight. The man at the door gave Beverly a nod, smiling a little when she winked at him before pulling Richie over the threshold with their fingers laced. There were no more questions asked. He knew it looked like they were together and wondered if that’s what Bev intended.</p>
<p>But then she let him go as soon as they walked down a short hall and ducked through a curtain, pulled in by the bass of the music vibrating the walls. It was Saturday night in New York City. Loud music wasn’t exactly an oddity. On the outside, it looked like it could be a nightclub. But the shift in atmosphere once they made their way through that curtain made the difference obvious enough.</p>
<p>“What the fuck are you getting me into here?” Richie yelled over the thudding music.<br/></p> <p><a href="https://reddieforlove.tumblr.com/post/172508161138/omg-for-the-nsfw-anything-where-either-of-reddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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um hi can y&rsquo;all please chill on all the billy hate? like damn I know he was an abusive fuck but y&rsquo;all literally ship two children who MIGHT be gay for each other???? so???? don&rsquo;t really think you can talk
<p>i am literally losing my fucking mind at this ask are u ok</p>
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okokok Stozier where Stan makes a bet with Richie that he can leave him speechless. Richie doesn&#039;t believe him. Stan proceeds to milk Richie for everything he&#039;s got, tying him up and fucking him with a vibrator (multiple orgasm situation/dom sub)
<p>WOW THIS WAS SITTING IN MY INBOX FOR SO LONG I LOVE YOU MO ENJOOOOYYYYYYY </p><p>“Stan. Staniieeeeee. Stan the man,” Richie kissed his neck, “Babe. Stanley.”</p><p>“Oh my god, what?” Stan laughed, shoving Richie away playfully, “I’m working.”</p><p>Richie poked at Stan’s sides, “Look at me,” he whined, “Staaaaaaannnnn.”</p><p>Stan sighed, “God do you ever stop? What do I have to do to get you to stop?”</p><p>Richie grinned, sucking on Stan’s collarbone, “Nah don’t have an off switch Stangelina,” he grinned as Stan twitched slightly under his lips, “Do you want me to stop?”</p><p>Stan turned, pressing a hand over his mouth, “Richie. Shut up.”</p><p>“Buy my silence, Stanley.”</p><p>Stan looked him curiously, then smirked, “I’ll make you a bet. I’ll bet I can leave you speechless.”</p><p>Richie snorted, “Good luck with that.”</p><p>“Listen,” Stan cut him off, “I can leave you speechless but you have to do whatever I say.”</p><p>Richie nodded, “Okay…what if you can’t shut me up?”</p><p>“I’ll do all your laundry for two months.”</p><p>Richie laughed, “Shit, deal babe. Hit me with your best shot.”</p><p>Stan stood smoothly, grabbing Richie by the hair. Richie squeaked, still kneeling in front of Stan. Stan stroked his thumb over Richie’s cheekbone, “God you’re so pretty. Let’s see how quickly you break down.”</p><p>Richie sat up a little taller, “You fucking wish,” he grinned, poking out his tongue cheekily, “Come on Stanie. You know me better than that,” he leaned forward to nip at Stan’s hip, “I don’t break.”</p><p>Stan pulled on his curls, looking mildly unimpressed, “You will.”</p><p>Richie wasn’t sure what he expected when Stan had bet he could leave him speechless, but it definitely wasn’t this. Stan rarely was dominant. Sarcastic, smart as a whip, and able to throw that ass back like a champ? For sure. But Richie had never seen him like this before.</p><p>Stan had snapped. And it was sexy.</p><p>“Bedroom,” Stan whispered in his ear, shoving him towards the hall.</p><p>“Stan…”</p><p>“You promised. Whatever I say,” Stan pulled on his hair again.</p><p>“Ok ok,” Richie laughed, “It’s kinda hot seeing you get all bossy Stanita,” Richie looked over his shoulder as he made his way into the bedroom, “I told you. I don’t break. And I’m looking forward to two months of no laundry duty.”</p><p>Stan nudged him to sit up as Richie flopped onto the bed, kissing him deeply, “You know it’s always easier if you just do what I ask.”</p><p>Richie pulled him into his lap, “I have to say,” he smirked as Stan nipped at his neck, “You making a pretty convincing argument for shutting up.”</p><p>Stan pulled up Richie’s shirt, stroking his thumb over his nipple, “Mmmm,” he hummed thoughtfully, “and yet you keep talking.”</p><p>Richie gasped as Stan bit down on earlobe, “Guess you’ll have to work harder then,” he grabbed Stan’s hips as they ground together, “Fuck babe you’re gonna make me bust a nut before we even really get started.”</p><p>Stan pulled his shirt off, “Gross Rich,” he laughed, pushing on Richie’s chest until he lay back, “I’m gonna fuck you until you can’t speak,” he whispered.</p><p>Richie kicked off his shorts and pulled at Stan’s sweater. Stan kissed his forehead softly before undressing, folding his clothes neatly. He smiled to himself as Richie let out a low whistle.</p><p>“Damn Stangelina. I never get tired of that cute ass of yours,” he grinned, reaching and landing a soft smack on his smooth skin, “Cute cute cute.”</p><p>Stan looked over his shoulder and smirked, “Lucky you huh?”</p><p>Richie nodded, “I’m a very lucky man indeed,” he bit his lip as Stan grabbed the lube and their vibrator from their drawer, “Fuck…the big guns.”</p><p>Stan snorted, “Please. It’s barely an electric toothbrush,” he teased, “I’ve seen you take more in your sleep.”</p><p>Richie groaned at the memory, “What a fucking way to wake up. Best birthday ever,” he sighed in satisfaction.</p><p>Stan nudged his legs apart, moving to lay between them, “You’re gonna come until you shut up,” he pressed a kiss to Richie’s hip, wetting his fingers and tracing circles over Richie’s hole.</p><p>Richie gasped, shifting his hips, “Don’t tease.”</p><p>Stan poked his tongue out junvinely, “You said whatever I want,” he dipped the tip of his finger in, grinning up at Richie, “Better keep talking if you wanna win,” he singsonged.</p><p>Richie huffed in frustration as Stan slowly pumped his finger in and out of Richie, just barely grazing his prostate, “You’re a fucking tease and I hate you,” it ended on a groan.</p><p>Stan bit the crease at his hip, “You’re being a baby. You can take more than this.”</p><p>Richie grabbed his hair as Stan moved his fingers torturously slow inside of him. He pressed down on the bundle of nerves inside of Richie, mouthing at his balls, slipping the vibrator in on high.</p><p>“Fuck fuck fuck Stanley fuck,” Richie gasped, rocking his hips down, “Fuck I’m gonna come.”</p><p>Stan looked up at him, “So come. I told you, we’re gonna keep going until you stop talking.”</p><p>Richie groaned as his first orgasm ripped through him. He lay back on the bed, blinking as spots popped in front of his eyes, “Holy crap,” he laughed breathlessly as Stan kissed up his torso, pausing to lick the come off his stomach, “Enjoying yourself?”</p><p>Stan hummed softly against his chest, a smile twitching at his lips, “Mmmhmm. You’re still talking so I guess the party isn’t over,” he grinned, “You ready for round two?”</p>
Tags: stozier, nsfw, fic rec, yyooooo i love this anD IT ENDED NOO
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&quot;Angels dont have a heaven waiting for them when they die.&quot;
<p>THIS WAS HIGHKEY A ROUGH PROMPT BUT W/E WE’RE DOING A MERMAID TYPE SHIT IN THIS HOUUUUUSEE 😎</p><p>——<br/></p><p>The diver was handsome, unarguably so. His eyes were deep, full of teasing and, somehow, deep emotion. His dark hair mimicked the waves Eddie lived in, the waves he /made/. Richie was his name, and deep sea diving was his game said boy had joked when the two first met. Meeting Richie was a startling thing; Eddie had never seen a human in his <i>life</i>. He knew they existed, but just didn’t care to find out. Until, of course, the awfully gorgeous explorer dove deeper than he usually did. </p><p>It didn’t take long for Eddie to fall for him, deep and hard and unconditionally. It was like one of those things that were just <i>supposed</i> to happen. <i>Inevitable</i>, that was the word. It was the word their basis of their relationship would balance upon. Everything that happened was on purpose and was meant to happen, without a doubt in the merman’s mind. </p><p>Today was a day like any other: Richie held Eddie’s dew-kissed curls in his lap, the merman’s tail rising and falling absentmindedly in the lazy waves that came to rest against the shore softly. The sun was just a whisper away from the horizon, lighting up the sky with brilliant yellows and muted oranges. A sunset like no other, but Eddie never got tired of seeing them. He was grateful for Richie, for introducing him to the beautiful things he had missed, amongst other things. </p><p>Eddie’s words were soft, just a bit distracted while Richie pressed his fingers to each of the boy’s freckles that exploded across his arms during the summer. “I hate that I’m down here.” </p><p>Richie stopped his unconscious humming. “What do you mean?” </p><p>“I hate that I’m confined to the water. If it were up to me, I would be living with you every day, kissing you until you couldn’t breathe.” </p><p>The man with the glasses let out a light chuckle. “Believe me, I wish for that almost every day, my love, but we’ve hardly a choice. I mean, wishing on a star can only do so much.” </p><p>“That’s because wishing on a star only works in bullshit fairy tales, ‘Chee”, Eddie cooed, the corners of his lips curling up into a smile. Leave it to Richie to brighten his mood so effortlessly. <br/></p><p>Richie’s smile was intoxicating. “Who said this wasn’t a fairy tale, Eds?” And before the guy with wet curls could whine his usual response — “You know I <i>hate</i> that nickname, Rich” —, their lips were connected, a content sigh slipping from his lips. </p><p>Eddie pulled away after some time, raising his eyes back to the sky. It was growing darker, the blue sky smoldering together with all the technicolor. If he stared long enough and with enough force, he could see a few stars start to flicker through, turning their usual cartwheels and winking at the odd couple. “Richie, do you believe in Heaven?” </p><p>“No.” His answer was strong and firm, it made Eddie look up at him. But his face was impassive. “A lot of bad shit happens to good people, people who could be considered angels. And <b><i>angels don’t have a Heaven waiting for them when they die</i></b>, I believe. It’s a sham, all that <i>sin</i> that Bible spouts. I stopped believing it so long ago. It makes this life thing a little easier.”<br/></p><p>It was so very obvious to the merman that there was something bothering his lover, but he wouldn’t get him to speak. Not know. Maybe later. “Am I your angel?” </p><p>The human seemed a little startled by the question, staring down at the guy with a tail who had stolen his heart. His face relaxed into a smile. “Of course.” </p><p>“Then you’re wrong. Because I believe that an angel’s heaven is the arms of one they love. And I’ve never felt more at peace when you’re wrapped around me.” He wanted to pause, watch Richie’s eyes light up and cloud over the way they did when they were alone and were especially sappy, but he rushed on. “I’m gonna find a way to get me to stand on two feet. For you.” <br/></p><p>Richie grinned wildly. “Even if it means you have to fuck with witches a little?” </p><p>Eddie’s smile was just as mischievous. “<i>Especially</i> if it means I have to fuck with witches a little.”  </p>
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Hello, I love your writing! If it&#039;s okay could I request a prompt? Could you do something like Journalist Eddie having to interview and write about Rockstar Richie? Thank you!
<p><b>Heyyy thank you!!! &lt;3 this baby got a little long so you can <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14520066/chapters/46304467">read on AO3</a> or below. </b></p>
<p><b></b></p>
<p>Eddie knocked on the door again, louder this time. He knew that it wouldn’t matter. And yet-</p>
<p>“Mr. Tozier? It’s Eddie, from Under the Radar? We have an interview.” Actually, Eddie thought, we had an interview that was scheduled to start an hour ago. He was sure that the man was off somewhere, snorting coke or sleeping with a groupie. And Eddie was stuck waiting until he decided to come back. He couldn’t leave, it had been a big deal for his small magazine to get this interview.</p>
<p> He sighed, leaning against the wall. This is why he hated interviewing musicians. He wasn’t even supposed to do it- someone else would always jump at the chance and Eddie was left to write pieces on other topics but tonight everyone was magically busy, leaving him here, waiting for the legendary Richie Tozier. </p>
<p>He was debating leaving when he heard voices around the corner. “My dressing room is over here. I’ll show you. It’s pretty swanky.”</p>
<p>Eddie pressed his eyes shut, sure that he was about to witness some weird musician seduction-  Richie with some barely legal girl who was eager to see his tuba- but then Richie turned the corner with a kid and his parents following. He  frowned, intrigued and confused.</p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/186012825417/hello-i-love-your-writing-if-its-okay-could-i" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: oohh i like it!, fic rec, reddie

Post id: 186107138178
Date: Sat, 06 Jul 2019 22:51:37
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/186107138178/could-you-write-will-and-mike-having-an-actual
Slug: could-you-write-will-and-mike-having-an-actual
Reblog key: Pc57fZhD
Reblog url: https://richietoizer.tumblr.com/post/186104626967
Reblog name: richietoizer
could you write will and mike having an actual conversation about their argument because uuhhhh that did NOT get resolved at all
<p>[I tried to imagine it as “in-character” to st3 as possible. so here we go with more boneheaded mike– but like, Make It Sweeter]</p>
<p>Will was scanning the storefronts for something with a heavy flat bottom with something to hold onto. They needed to flip that car, but a bunch of scrawny arms– plus Jonathan, Will thought begrudgingly– weren’t going to manage it any time soon. He hurried past the fountain to the GAP, nearly tripping over a sign. The sign rocked on its round, flat base–</p>
<p>“Hey, Will?” Mike was standing behind Will, and had been for <i>God</i> knew how long. He’d been skirting around with surprising silence that entire evening. He looked preoccupied, but in a different way than the rest of them.<br/></p>
<p>“Yeah, Mike?”<br/></p>
<p>“Can… Can I talk to you for a second?” Mike stepped up to him awkwardly, his arms swaying by his side as if trying to motion his words out.<br/></p>
<p>“… Now?”<br/></p>
<p>“Yes, now.”<br/></p> <p><a href="https://argylemikewheeler.tumblr.com/post/186084536030/could-you-write-will-and-mike-having-an-actual" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Oi! Can you write some fluffy Reddie working in different shops at a mall? Pwease? Only if you want to, sweets!
<p>a/n: I haven’t written in AGES so I’m really glad I wrote this. I’ll get the other prompts out this weekend❤</p><p>also, the moody cow is an actual ice cream place and two of my friends work there :)</p><p><br/></p><p>Richie looked up from the cash register and sighed loudly. Stan and Bev looked over at where he was staring and let out a similar sound. The Moody Cow employees were at the opposite shop’s counter, with their adorable uniforms and perfect smiles as they scooped ice cream.</p><p>When Bev had seen a flyer that their favorite record store was looking for summer hires, she had immediately run to Stan and Richie and tried to convince them to apply with them. Richie agreed right away, but Stan had a taken a few days to warm up to it. That is until he spotted a pair of binoculars that he had nowhere enough savings for.</p><p>They’d been hired as soon as they completed a basic interview and that’s when they met the workers from the ice cream shop opposite the record store. There was Bill, who had a girlfriend and therefore got no attention from them. There was Ben Hanscom, who blushed whenever the three came over and gave the sweetest smiles that won Beverly over right away. Mike Hanlon was the only one who could make Stan blush just by talking to him and Richie often saw Stan stare at his muscles through the bright uniform. </p><p>Then there was Eddie Kaspbrak. Eddie had Richie hooked from the moment he smiled and then snapped at him after Richie tried to use a terrible nickname. Richie had developed a serious crush and every time he saw Eddie he couldn’t help but flirt with him.</p><p>Richie stared at Eddie for a few more seconds before going into the storeroom and grabbing a box to unpack. He grinned when he heard what music Stan had put on and started to dance along to Friday I’m In Love as he walked over to one of the wooden shelves. He was unpacking the records when he heard a small cough behind him. He turned around and gasped when he saw who it was. Before he could help it he was tumbling back into the shelf, hearing Eddie’s giggle as he fell.</p><p>“Oh, God! Are you okay?” Eddie asked, trying to stifle a laugh behind his hand. He held it out to help pull Richie up.</p><p>Richie grabbed onto him and smiled when he was back on his feet. “Uh, yeah. Your insane cuteness knocked me over.” That wasn’t entirely false. Eddie rolled his eyes and smiled fondly. </p><p>“Sure, Rich.” He let out a light chuckle before going over to the country shelf and looking at the different records. </p><p>Richie sucked in a deep breath before following him. “I didn’t peg you for a country type.” He said conversationally.</p><p>“I’m not. I fucking hate country music.” Eddie replied, averting his eyes.</p><p>Richie gave him a confused look. “What is your type then?”</p><p>Eddie finally looked up at him. “Tall, cute, curly-haired boys who work at record shops and flirt with me every time I walk by.” He had a hopeful look in his eyes as he stared at Richie.</p><p>Richie just stood there, gaping slightly. The Trashmouth had been rendered speechless. </p><p>Eddie turned bright red. “Oh my god, I’m so sorry. I thought you were seriously flirting and my friends have banned me from talking about you and said to just ask you out but I just tried and – I’m going to go now. He sharply turned around as Richie’s brain finally caught up with him.</p><p>“Eddie, wait!” Eddie turned around and Richie walked over to him. “I like you too, I’m just… stupid. It kind of took me a few seconds to process what you said.”</p><p>Eddie let out a sigh of relief. “Oh… I was so scared for a minute there.” He said, smiling softly.</p><p>“When do you get off work?” Richie asked. “I’d like to take you out to dinner.” Eddie grinned sweetly.</p><p>“Five. I’ll meet you by the fountain.” He started to leave before turning around and standing on his tiptoes. He pressed a quick kiss to Richie’s lips before running off. </p><p>Richie felt his cheeks heat up and slowly raised up his hand to his lips. He couldn’t wait for five o’clock to roll around.</p><h2>Send me prompts in my <a href="https://inthebreadbinwrites.tumblr.com/ask">ask box</a>!</h2>
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46 for reddie?
<p><b><i>nanny/single parent AU, oh bless</i></b></p><p><b>***<br/></b>“This is so fucking embarrassing, I’m so sorry,” Eddie says from behind his hands.  “You shouldn’t even have to deal with this; you have enough on your plate with Brianna.”<b><br/></b></p><p>It’s been exactly three hours and twenty-six minutes since Eddie’d accidentally sent a text meant for his best friend to his employer–and single father of six year-old Brianna, Richie Tozier.  </p><p><i>I had to see him in a bathing suit yesterday and almost needed to be resuscitated. </i></p><p>Followed by a hearteyes emoji and the even more incriminating “wet” emoji. </p><p>“Eds–” Richie starts kindly, sitting next to him on the couch and trying to pry one of his hands off of his face.  </p><p>“I mean, God, could I be any more fucking cliche?  Gay manny falls for divorced dad.  I’m like a one-man queer fucking soap opera.  Please just fire me already.  Either that or please forget this ever happened and let’s move on because–”</p><p>“<i>Eds.</i>  Eds, Eds, Eds.”  Richie’s outright chuckling now.  And holding both of his hands in his lap.  </p><p>Eddie chances opening his eyes and looking at his boss.  He’s smiling softly at him.  Eddie wants to die.  “What?”</p><p>“I’m not going to fire you, I promise.”  Richie’s big blue eyes sparkle behind his glasses.  It’s a Sunday, and he’s still in his sleep sweatpants.  “Brianna loves you more than me; I think she’d hate me for the rest of her life, which is the number one thing I’m trying to avoid as her father.  That and bodily harm, of course.”</p><p>Eddie tries to deepen his breaths, taking his words slowly.  “I really appreciate that.  But I honestly don’t know how <i>I </i>can move forward with our professional relationship after this.  Not without you coming down with sudden selective amnesia.”</p><p>“Well,” Richie starts, clearing his throat, and righting his glasses over the bridge of his nose.  “I’m not sure I want to forget what you said.”</p><p>That’s when Eddie stops breathing altogether. </p><p>“I like you, Eds.  In a romantical way,” he smirks.  “I have since you interviewed with me, and if I’m being honest, it’s probably part of the reason I hired you.”  He holds a hand up to preemptively stop Eddie from protesting that.  “Which I realize is kind of fucked up, but here we are.  I…”  He grasps hold of both of Eddie’s hands again and presses a kiss to his knuckles.  “I want to try being together, for real.  You being here all the time, in my home, with me and my daughter: it feels right.  I want all the rest of it, too.  I’m glad you sent that text to me by mistake.  Let’s fucking go for it.”</p><p>“Wha–?”  Eddie shakes his, trying to process all of what Richie’s said.  “What about…?”  He lets out a desperate laugh.  “I need a <i>job.</i>  What about–”</p><p>“Do you know how many parents I know who’d be thrilled to have you?  Fuck, you met at least half of them at the pool party yesterday.  I’ll find you another gig in no time.  In fact, if I don’t find you another nannying gig in the next week, you have my full permission to break up with me.”  Richie licks his lips, a nervous tell that Eddie’s gotten very familiar with over the last seven months of working with him and Brianna.  “That is if you weren’t just blowing off steam in your text.  I mean, if it’s more than just liking the way I look in my swim shorts.”</p><p>Eddie avoids his eyes, blushing.  “<i>Richie…</i>”</p><p>Richie braces one of his palms on Eddie’s cheek, urging him to meet his eyes again.  He gives him another of his kind smiles before leaning in and pressing a heartfelt kiss to his mouth.  When they part, he stays close, eyes lingering on Eddie’s lips.  “Eds, I like you so fucking much.  There’s a reason I haven’t really dated since you started.  What do you say?”</p><p>“Yes,” Eddie says, smiling wide and bright. </p><p>“Yeah?”</p><p>“<i>Yeah</i>,” Eddie says, parroting him playfully and pulling him in for another kiss.  </p><p>“…Daddy?”</p><p>They pull apart, Eddie poised to bury his face in his hands again–except Brianna’s standing in the doorway with her stuffed bunny rabbit and a huge smile of her own. </p><p>“Honeybunches of Oats,” Richie starts, rising from the couch and striding over to scoop her off her feet.  “Daddy and Eddie have got some news for you.”</p><p><b><i>permatag list: <a href="https://tmblr.co/mgABSdRO47ONWxElxEvJtOQ">@reddie-to-fight</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mSKySU6MFTBNGg21RfF2sGg">@hurleyhugo</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m9CiKEezwm5jbXgWoT66Xvw">@raspberrywind</a> @losver-kaspbrak  <a href="https://tmblr.co/mv50cam99MDq659udUtM6sA">@geckolover001</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mLAnSdrUcmXDdmeB6OUamMg">@its-stranger-than-you-think</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mqe7yTKWEBeLIqfankD_k5Q">@gazebo-motherfucker</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mbmFxFSPJhlzdkrC80RrhWQ">@waypunsarelife</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mNF87U8T-i9-ef1VZ_YV0KQ">@reddietofall</a> <a href="http://happytozier.tumblr.com/">@happytozier</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m72xg5b9RtMTOaKCFMalrhg">@librablossom</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mU9p1s_wL5Gjk8t5LZIsj3g">@aesteddie</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mg1gLw2Fsi9wk25CkTXna1A">@tapetayloe</a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mQZsIwfkS3Kw8SIE7dmjNjQ">@spagheddi-kaspbrak</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mEHctDzpEmvLDQd3kMNRhgQ">@sadhelianthus</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mIVW6uFqHFBtJrKvXXpneSg">@adhdtozier</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mkvcB_bfgIrta73JdiU6WEQ">@justcallme-trashmouth</a> @fuckboyrichie  <a href="https://tmblr.co/mFYXVZTG0m6fO7P88_FQUNg">@bandaids</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mbU-oj7CYb2UpZhZOwaEB7g">@20gayteeneds</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mYXFnbPANm7HKoB6BKqk9cg">@richietoaster</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m0UIeqFGchDdPzg9mYXvx7A">@burymestanding</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mDB92J7TjQ5VuWx4TquuKnA">@speakslowtellmelove</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mt3xD6wLRW1ZDyDLlv0QTVQ">@notsugarandspice</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mU7_EWOhIcB7mjfitje5JSQ">@richiefuckfacetozier</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mjP9yoYwyvPl-4uUZh04F6Q">@noahsschnapp</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/myNd8XWL_LBF9Vg-wgQgbNQ">@mrs-vh</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mIVW6uFqHFBtJrKvXXpneSg">@adhdtozier</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mHsskg_CONNctEy9c-uevRQ"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mHsskg_CONNctEy9c-uevRQ">@loveoflosers</a> @constantreaderfool <a href="https://tmblr.co/mrztTEmbdPhy9y2cBEzZUZQ"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mrztTEmbdPhy9y2cBEzZUZQ">@lizacore</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/medGzqahXb-fgs98yHi-GzQ">@yikesitsrylee</a></i></b></p>
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So, I&#039;m impressed with quite a lot about your writing, but one of the things I&#039;m impressed with the most is how you do characters. The characters are just really /Real/ and alive and vivid. My characters are round and have flaws and motivations and everything that smart people say good characters need to have, but. They&#039;re still just not as /Real/ as yours. So if you have time, could you give some tips for developing characters? Thanks!
<p>Dear protecterwinsmith,</p><p>Let’s say someone asked you to draw a person. </p><p>If you’d never drawn a person before or thought you didn’t have much time, you might do one of these guys:</p><figure data-orig-width="480" data-orig-height="640" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/17fe9a5e214a6aafa64112e7d09876b4/tumblr_inline_obee8pAxfe1rzr37g_540.jpg" alt="image" data-orig-width="480" data-orig-height="640"/></figure><p>Example A: stick dude. A stick dude is recognizable as a person because it follows the baseline, easiest rules of personhood. It’s got a head, a torso, a familiar arrangement of limbs. You don’t need more to get the concept of “person” across. </p><p>Now, if you had a bit of experience drawing people or thought you had more time, you might do something more like</p><figure data-orig-width="480" data-orig-height="640" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/6f4a9636ee6cf8e5030379d6c678390f/tumblr_inline_obeedfEJDu1rzr37g_540.jpg" alt="image" data-orig-width="480" data-orig-height="640"/></figure><p>Example B: Cartoon Dude. Cartoon Dude is even easier to recognize as a human. He follows the rules of personhood even more: he’s got facial features, ears, hair, clothing, shoes. You can tell one cartoon dude from another cartoon dude. You can populate an entire series with cartoon dudes and the storytelling would work, because they would effectively follow the baseline rules of human anatomy as well as being unique enough to tell apart. </p><p>Now let’s say you had a bit more time or you had some more experience drawing people and someone asked you to draw a human realistically. Depending on how much you’d done it, you might get</p><figure data-orig-width="336" data-orig-height="640" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/1447afc04eccff0f90ca0ce0d0669d8d/tumblr_inline_obef3cW0XT1rzr37g_540.jpg" alt="image" data-orig-width="336" data-orig-height="640"/></figure><p>Example C: 3-D dude without reference. A 3-D dude drawn without reference is even more recognizable as human. He can hold all sorts of nuance in his expression because he follows the baseline rules of personhood even better than the previous two. More nuance means more empathy from the viewer, and more empathy usually means more emotional resonance.</p><p>And finally, let’s say someone asks you to draw a human but gives you an actual person to look at. In the same amount of time given, you might end up with</p><figure data-orig-width="800" data-orig-height="576" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/961d4002bf15ee42a0d133ab69642c56/tumblr_inline_obef6zDmGB1rzr37g_540.jpg" alt="image" data-orig-width="800" data-orig-height="576"/></figure><p>Example D: Portrait with reference. This guy (one of my brothers, in fact) follows the rules of personhood, their effectiveness limited only by my ability to capture them in the time given or by my level of experience. He’s recognizable as both a person and an individual because of the specificity of his facial features, and moreover, he is unlikely to look like any other person I would draw using this method because of my close adherence to his, you know, actual face.</p><p>If you think about this in terms of characters, you could build a novel with any one of these sorts of character.</p><p>Example A: A novel built with stick man characters would be incredibly stylized. Fairy tales are often stick figure characters. Instead of being fully-fleshed individuals, they’re types. This is the stick figure woodsman (we can tell it’s him, he’s drawn with an ax). This is the princess (we can tell it’s her, she’s got a crown and some long hair added to the stick figure). This is the knight (we can tell it’s him, he’s got a sword and a stick horse). People don’t actually look like stick figures, but as long as the characters are all stick figures, the narrative still works at some level, because it tells you the rules and follows them, even if they aren’t the rules of reality. The moment you draw one character as something more than a stick figure, though, the viewer suddenly realizes how the others are merely made of straight lines. </p><p>Example B: When I first began to write, I used to write novels with accidental cartoon characters. I knew I couldn’t populate a novel with stick figures, so I tried to flesh them out. What makes a human a human? I asked myself desperately. Specifics! I made character worksheets and dutifully filled them out with attributes. Height, hair color, eye color, hobbies, place of residence, parental occupation, etc. etc. I ended up with characters who followed the rules of being human, and they could carry a story, but they still didn’t feel real. </p><p>I’m skipping Example C for now, because it’s a byproduct, for me, of failing to remember the lessons of Example D.</p><p>Example D: Example D is how I build characters now. I begin by studying real people instead of by creating lists of traits. I end up with shadows I forgot to draw in my cartoon version, hair that looks like actual hair instead of what I sort of remember what hair looks like, and feet that have all the toes drawn in because with a reference, I can remember how to accurately draw a pinkie toe. Real people are complicated and surprising. If I were building a character with a fear of water without looking at a real person, I might give them the phobia because they’d nearly drowned once: the easiest and most logical answer. It wouldn’t necessarily be wrong — it would follow rules that a reader would understand. But if I looked at a real person with a fear of water, I might discover that their fear developed because of an obsession with quantifying the abstract, and trying to understand the concept of an infinite body of water made them anxious. A much more complicated answer, but more specific and more real because of it. If I populate a book with characters built like this, I’m going to end up with a nuanced story that should have more emotional resonance. Moreover, the more I study real humans and build characters from them, the less I have to lean on real humans to make secondary characters. As I learn the more subtle rules of how people’s personalities are made, I can start to build new humans who don’t exist — who nonetheless appear as if they <i>could. </i></p><p>Example C: I’m returning to example C because it’s a cautionary tale for me. Even though I feel that I’m worlds better than that old version of me writing cartoony people who could only exist in a two-dimensional place, if I get lazy with my character development, or if I try to create a sort of person I’ve never met in real life from scratch, I can still end up with one of these weird cartoon-realistic hybrids. A character who nearly looks real but lacks the subtle, observed nuances that I can only get from keeping an eye on real life. These characters follow the rules, and they have back stories and hobbies and nuance, but they’re still lacking the surprising, non-linear subtleties of a real person, or they’re lacking the specificity that comes from studying a real-life elbow and carefully transcribing the shape of it.  </p><p>There are particular sorts of things I look for in real people when I’m stealing bits and bobs, but that is a topic for another blog post. For now, I’m going to go figure out why I still can’t draw feet.</p><p>urs,</p><p>Stiefvater</p>
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Yu know that fic where uh, uh, Richie is like a um... phone... sex? Person and Eddie calls because he no good with body stuff and then they meet at a bar because stan and bill date? I can&#039;t remember the name of it :(
<p>I’ve got you! </p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13530432">Heaven isn’t too far away </a></p>
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Orchestra pit with Hanzier maybe? If you feel like it of course!
<p>NSFW Hanzier Ahead</p><hr><p>From his spot in the back, Richie has the perfect, front row seat to the greatest view in the whole auditorium. With the orchestra pit forming a half circle, he can see the way Mike’s cello is settled snugly between his spread legs. His attention falters and for a moment, he loses count as a brief, steamy memory takes him over.<br/></p><p><i>Mike sitting on the auditorium chair, head thrown back and legs parted. Richie kneels between them, his head bobbing in an ironically rhythmic manner. The two of them could easily follow along with the count in their head. Mike’s fingers curl tightly in Richie’s hair, desperate pleas and praise falling from his parted lips. </i></p><p>He comes back to, just in time to bring his mallet down against the drum. It produces a deep, echoing thrum and reverberates back to his fingertips with each continual roll of the mallets. It slows significantly until each mallet smacks against the drum in a specific rhythm. The sound rings in his head, over and over again. </p><p><i>Richie’s bent over slightly, one leg up on a chair while he leans on the music stand. Behind him Mike stands, both of his hands planted firmly on Richie’s hips, pulling them back against him. The otherwise empty auditorium echoes, again and again, with the sound of skin slapping against skin. Melodious cries of pleasure join, creating a beautiful symphony of sounds saved exclusively for the two of them. </i></p><p>Mike looks up and smiles at him as he continues to slide his bow across the strings. Of all the pieces they played together, the one their bodies played together would always be their favorite piece.</p>
Tags: drabble, nsfw, hanzier, well damn alright
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Stenbrough, richie/bev, or Bill/Richie for 62?
<p>I chose Bichie for this one cause it just seems them!</p><p><b>62: “If you can’t sleep… we could have sex?”</b></p><p>It was around 1:00am when Richie was woken by Bill’s tossing and turning.</p><p>“You alright babe?” Richie said in a very raspy voice due to being just woken up. Bill let out a long exhale before flipping over to face Richie.</p><p>“I’m so st-stressed about this presentation tomorrow. My professor doesn’t even seem to like my work, so w-what if he embarrasses me in front of the w-whole class!” Bill whispered, visually distressed. Richie just kissed his cheek and smiled.</p><p>“You’re over thinking this whole thing, just go back to sleep.” Richie said with a sleepy smile. Bill just stared at him.</p><p>“You were sleeping earlier, right?” Richie asked. Bill just shifted uncomfortably and looked the other way.</p><p>“ I t-told you I was stressed…” He muttered. Richie just gently turned Bill to look at him.</p><p>“Why didn’t you say something earlier? Woken me up or something?” Richie asked sounding concerned. Bill just let out a dry laugh.</p><p>“What c-could you have done? I would’ve just bothered you…” Bill sighed, leaning into Richie touch.</p><p>“You know, <b>if you can’t sleep… we could just have sex?</b>” Richie casually recommended. Bill just furrowed his eye brows together in hopes it would make him look confused, but he couldn’t help the smile creeping up on his face.</p><p>“You know, it is a natural stress reliever! So this way I’ll ware you out, de-stress you, and give you the best orgasm of your life.” Richie said with a wink and a playful smirk.</p><p>“Y-You’re so dumb…” Bill muttered, his face now red.</p><p>“So is that a no? Okay, goodnight!” Richie said with a quick smile before flipping over. </p><p>“W-Wait! No! That’s n-not what I meant!” Bill stuttered out, looking extremely flustered.</p><p>“Ahhh, so you DO want all this then do you now?” Richie said smugly. Bill just nodded his head and looked the other way bashfully.</p><p>“Use your words baby.” Richie cooed as he slowly tilted Bill’s chin around to face him. </p><p>“Y-Yes. I want to h-have sex with you dumbass.” Bill choked out.</p><p>“Wow! You are rude!” Richie fake scoffed.</p><p>“Oh sh-shut up!” Bill chuckled before swinging a leg over Richie hip to straddle him.</p><p>*************************************************</p><p>The two were both laying on their backs looking up at the ceiling, panting and sweaty.</p><p>“That was…” Richie paused to catch his breath.</p><p>“Amazing” he finished. A loud burst of laughter fell from Bill’s kiss swollen lips.</p><p>“Y-Yeah, it was.” Bill snuggled close to Richie’s chest and closed his eyes.</p><p>“Did this all work? Feeling de-stressed and tired?” Richie asked. Bill only replied with a hum and a kiss to the chest.</p><p>“Well I’m gonna let you get some sleep, I love you.” Richie said as he placed a sweet kiss to Bill’s hair.</p><p>“I love you too.”</p>
Tags: it’s so them, bichie, drabble, nsfw, ish
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Hey bell!! Can I have more touch starved Richie headcanons in a relationship with Eddie?? Like a reddie relationship. If you can&rsquo;t that&rsquo;s totally okay. Thank you
<p>The funny thing is, Eddie
doesn’t know a single about dating.</p>
<p>When should hand-holding turn to
kissing? When should kissing turn to <i>kissing?</i> The kind with tongue and
roaming hands? How many dates should you even<i> go on</i> before you are
actually dating? You know, before you can go around telling people that you’re
in a relationship? That you have a boyfriend? That you <i>are </i>someone’s
boyfriend? </p>
<p>Answer: Eddie doesn’t know. </p>
<p>But here he is, in the stillness
of his bedroom, guiding Richie’s arms around him, like this…dating and
touching and romantic affection…like those things are hard-wired so far into
him they’re second nature. </p> <p><a href="https://belbys.tumblr.com/post/172236654398/hey-bell-can-i-have-more-touch-starved-richie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: hc, reddie, a fav i love when this pops up for me to read
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reddie idea&mdash; richie is working at a waiter at an italian restaurant who is underpaid anyways and basically has given up on gratuity from this table because he can&rsquo;t resist teasing and flirting. eddie is just trying to enjoy his fucking bolognese. i&rsquo;m sure you can see where this is going.
<p><b>Anon, this prompt was so good that I didn’t even need to write anything (but I did bc I gotta)</b></p><p>“You’re sure you don’t know that guy?” Dylan asked, watching as their waiter walked away.</p><p>“I already told you, I don’t.” Eddie snapped, hating the tone in his date’s voice. “Just because he’s flirting with me doesn’t mean I know who he is.” </p><p>“Sure seems like he knows you. He knows your name.” </p><p>Eddie locked his jaw, trying not to start an argument. It was only their second date and it wasn’t going well. They’d been bickering since Dylan picked him, about everything from Dylan being late (Eddie swore they agreed on 6, Dylan said 6:30) to what movie to see. The first date had gone relatively well, nothing had indicated the second one would be such a disaster. </p><p>Their most recent argument was their waiter. He had been flirting with Eddie all night, growing bolder as the night went on. It was making Dylan mad, especially when Eddie giggled once or twice at the man’s comments but it was hard not to, he was completely ridiculous and didn’t care who knew it. It was endearing, especially after being with the painfully uptight Dylan. </p><p>Eddie had been annoyed at first, wanting to be left alone with his date that was going rapidly downhill but soon the waiter’s frequent stops were the only part of the date he was looking forward to. Dylan got less pleasant every time he left. </p><p>“The reservations are under my name. He probably checked that.” Eddie took a deep breath and tried again. “Can’t we just enjoy our wine? Our food will be out soon then we can leave.” </p><p>Dylan’s mouth pinched into a tight line but he nodded, letting Eddie steer the conversation back to his internship. He could tell that Dylan wasn’t really listening but he was determined to keep trying.</p><p>“Alright, we got a chicken parm for floopy hair and a bolognese for the cutey. Still a little hurt you didn’t take my recommendation and get spaghetti.” The waiter said, putting the food down in front of them. “Can I offer you some Parmesan?” He asked, brandishing a large cheese grater.</p><p>“No.” Dylan said, “You can leave me and my <i>boyfriend</i> alone.”</p><p>“Yikes pal. Maybe you should let your boyfriend answer for himself.” The waiter turned to him. Richie. He’d introduced himself with a bit that felt like it needed a two drink minimum to hear. Eddie could see how tense Dylan was but now he was pissed. </p><p>He looked up at the waiter and put on his flirtiest smile. “I’d love some.”</p><p>“Nothing would bring me grater pleasure. Get it? Grater? Okay, say when cutey.” Eddie didn’t think it was possible but somehow Richie made grating cheese into a lewd act. Eddie let him go for longer than necessary, keeping his eyes on Richie the whole time. </p><p>“That’s enough.” He finally said, putting a hand on Richie’s arm. </p><p>Richie smirked at him. “I like I man who likes his cheese. Enjoy your meal boys. I’ll come back to check you out later.”</p><p>“You mean check on us?” Dylan asked through gritted teeth.</p><p>“Sure, that too.” With that Richie winked at Eddie then left, leaving Eddie with a scowling Dylan.</p><p>“What are you doing Eddie? What the fuck was that?” </p><p>Eddie rubbed his eyes. “I’m going to go to the bathroom.”  He needed a minute alone or he was going to scream in this fancy restaurant. He stood, going to the bathroom and splashing water on his face. He wanted to leave but couldn’t be rude. Plus, Dylan was his ride. He could do this. </p><p>Except that Richie was waiting outside the bathroom when he came out, looking concerned. “Are you okay?” </p><p>“Taking this customer service thing a little far aren’t you?” Eddie asked, leaning against the wall. </p><p>“Your boyfriend seems pissed. I wanted to make sure you weren’t too.”</p><p>“He’s not my boyfriend.” </p><p>At this, a grin appeared on Richie’s face. “Family friend who popped in after decades of not seeing you and confessed he’s always loved you?”</p><p>“What? No!” Eddie said, laughing and throwing his hands up. “Why would you think that?”</p><p>“I took a shot in the dark.” Richie took a step closer. “So you’re single? Because I’d like to add my name to your little black book.”</p><p>“Is this the 50’s? Does anyone have a black book anymore?” Eddie meant for it to be teasing but he was smiling too wide. Something about Richie kept a smile on his face. </p><p>“Fine. Add me on insta bro. Is that better?” Richie took another step in, grinning.</p><p>“Can’t you ask for my number like a normal person?”</p><p>“Nothing about me is normal. I hope that’s okay.” </p><p>Eddie nodded. It really was. He felt drawn to Richie, more than he’d been drawn to someone in a long time. He handed Richie his phone, watching his long fingers type his number in. </p><p>Richie handed Eddie his phone back, purposely letting their hands touch. Eddie badly wanted to stay there but he had to do something first.  “Let me finish this bad date, then maybe we can go on a better one?” </p><p>Richie’s grin grew and he nodded. “I’m off in an hour.” </p><p>“I’ll be waiting at the bar.” </p>
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can I request a beverie fluff turned into smut I LOVE YOUR PAGE !!!!! 💖
<p>thank you sm!! and happy graduation season!! have some college grad bev and her loving and supportive boyfriend!!</p>
<p><b>words: </b>2,597</p>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19282543">read on ao3</a> or below!!</p>
<p><b>notsfw </b>under the cut</p>
<p>Richie gripped the edge of the
plastic chair in which he was seated, preparing himself as the L last names
finished up. He beamed when he saw her face on screen, black grad cap atop her
red curls. The minute the name “Beverly Marsh” boomed through the speakers he
was jumping up from his seat, clapping his hands wildly and screaming his head
off. His chest bloomed with pride and love as he watched her cross the stage,
that diploma in her hand. “That’s my girlfriend!” he shouted proudly to no one
in particular, to everyone who could hear. Went and Maggie laughed together as
they clapped politely in their seats on either side of him.</p>
<p>He met her after the ceremony,
lifting her into the air as soon as he saw her. Her laughter fell on his ears
like a bell choir as he showered her in congratulations. He kissed her as
deeply as he could get away with in public before letting Went and Maggie
through to give her their love and congratulations. Richie’s chest swelled with
so much love as he watched on, Bev’s cheeks pink from the sun, her skin radiant
with her own glow. Her smile was so bright, and the only time it left her face
was when they took some silly pictures together. He hung back as she tearfully
hugged her college friends, taking pictures of them when he was called upon.
The entire time all that was going through his head was the disbelief that he
really got to go home that night with the most intelligent, talented,
hardworking, beautiful woman in the world. </p> <p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/185708023502/can-i-request-a-beverie-fluff-turned-into-smut-i" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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REDDIE LOVE ISLAND AU PLEASE!!!!! i didn&rsquo;t know i needed it. but now i do. ^3^
<p><b>Ok Anon, I didn’t know what this was so this is a very loose AU based on my google search :) </b></p><p>“Richie, wake up. The cameras will be here any minute.” Eddie said, shaking his snoring companion.</p><p>“Five more minutes mom.” Richie replied, swatting at him.</p><p>Eddie sighed. “Really Richie? Every goddamn day?” He shoved the sleeping form until Richie finally woke up, rubbing his eyes and standing up as he grabbed his glasses from the bed stand. </p><p>“Where are you going? We need to be in bed together!” </p><p>“Bathroom. I’ll be back before the cameras, don’t fret that pretty lil’ head.” Richie told him with a tired wink. </p><p>Eddie set his jaw, watching Richie stumble to the bathroom. There were still times he wondered if he’d gone temporarily insane to agree to Richie’s proposal but he couldn’t deny that it was working. The audience loved them- their constant bickering and insults only seemed to make people like them more and Eddie had to admit that they worked well together, playing off each other and inciting jealousy in the others. </p><p>When Richie had approached him the first day of filming and asked if he wanted to pair up Eddie had immediately disagreed. Eddie wanted win the 50,000 and Richie didn’t seem like the type to take anything seriously. Eddie had already seen him stealing pieces of cheese and sticking them in his pocket. </p><p>But then Richie had pointed out Eddie’s other options - a man who hadn’t stopped taking selfies and another who seemed to only own speedos- and the proposal seemed more appealing. Richie promised that they didn’t actually have to date, they only needed to look like it and that he would listen to Eddie’s advice when they were on camera. So far it was working. Every time they choose each other at a re-coupling their ratings went up, the two always acting like no one else was even an option. And no one suspected that they weren’t dating- a few intense make out sessions and waking up naked had ensured that. </p><p>“See? I’m already back. Did you miss me princess?” Richie asked, crawling into bed and immediately wrapping his arms around Eddie. </p><p>“Don’t call me that.” Eddie mumbled, leaning against Richie and trying not to melt as Richie peppered his shoulders with kisses. “You don’t need to do that yet, they aren’t here.” </p><p>“But those damn hidden ones are on. Besides, you’re cutest in the morning when your anger hasn’t fully charged.” Any retort Eddie had died as Richie’s hand spread over his stomach, his palm flat over his bellybutton. </p><p>Richie had been doing this more often, stretching the limits for what Eddie considered ‘fake’ dating but Eddie never stopped him. Part of him had stopped wanting it to be fake, even if the thought of telling Richie mortified him. During the last challenge Veronica, a vapid woman that was more plastic than flesh, had tried to convince Richie to go with her, going so far as to messily kiss him on camera, and Eddie had felt his stomach sour. Even though Richie had pushed her back, telling her to back off, it had reminded Eddie how easily he could lose Richie and he hated it. He didn’t come on this show to fall in love, he came on to win, and Richie and his stupid amazing hair and cocky grin was messing with that plan. </p><p>“You’re an ass.” He replied, biting back a moan.</p><p>“I’m your ass though. And your dick and whatever else you’ll have, remember? That’s why we have the cutesy celeb nickname and everything.” </p><p>At this Eddie rolled his eyes. “Ugh, don’t remind me. Maybe we should go into acting, people are really eating up our fake relationship. We’ve got everyone convinced.” </p><p>Richie’s kisses stopped and instinctively Eddie knew he had upset the other man. He flipped so he could look at Richie. Richie didn’t meet his eyes, instead tracing the bedspread with his finger. “What?”</p><p>“Nothin’.” </p><p>Eddie sighed. “Richie, what’s wrong?”</p><p>“I was just thinking-”</p><p>Any chance they had of talking alone disappeared as their door opened. “Hello are you boys <i>reddie</i>?” The camera man asked as he entered, using their obnoxious nickname. “Love see you two all cuddled, that’s exactly what the audience wants. How about we start with a big ol’ kiss today? Then we can get to the interview?” </p><p>Eddie spared a glance at Richie. The other man shrugged, leaning in to capture Eddie’s lips in a long kiss as the camera man counted down. Eddie leaned into it, letting himself pretend for a second that it was real. </p>
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Reddie OR Stanlon 38 (of course, when you have the chance ❤)
<p>
<b>Reddie + You help a lost child find their parent together. </b><br/></p>
<p>“Hey kiddo, are you lost?” Eddie asked, bending down in front of the alarmed child. He had been walking home from work through his regular park when he’d noticed the kid sitting on a park bench, his knee bleeding as he sniffled loudly. Normally he would have just kept walking but something about the boy’s sad eyes made him stop. He couldn’t just leave a lost kid. </p>
<p>The boy nodded, his red curls bobbing as he did. “Do you want me to help you find your parents?” Another sad nod. “Okay.” Eddie looked around but didn’t see anyone. He sat next to the boy, keeping his voice as warm. “What’s your name?”</p>
<p>“I’m not ‘posed to tell stwangers.” The boy answered. He had a slight lisp, probably from his prominent front teeth.</p>
<p>Eddie smiled. “That’s good. You shouldn’t. I’m Eddie. You don’t have to tell me your name if you don’t want to. Can you tell me where you saw your parents last?”</p>
<p>The boy pointed through the trees. “I’m with my dad. We were playing hide and th-eek.” </p>
<p>“Well you must be a really good hider.” </p>
<p>“I twipped.” The boy said, pointing to his knee and torn pants. “It hurts.” </p>
<p>Eddie nodded, pulling his backpack off. “Can I clean it for you? I think I have some band aids too-”</p>
<p>“Are they batman? Dad buys me batman ones,” The boy asked, big blue eyes watching Eddie. <br/></p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/185590437427/reddie-or-stanlon-38-of-course-when-you-have-the" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: ooohhh so cute!!, fic rec

Post id: 185800049723
Date: Sun, 23 Jun 2019 16:42:37
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/185800049723/hows-this-for-an-original-prompt-stanlon
Slug: hows-this-for-an-original-prompt-stanlon
Reblog key: y4edz6y0
Reblog url: https://oldguybones.tumblr.com/post/185793709685/hows-this-for-an-original-prompt-stanlon
Reblog name: oldguybones
How&rsquo;s this for an original prompt &mdash; Stanlon waiting in the airport for their delayed or missed flight and trying to find ways to entertain themselves/each other?
<p>“Damn.” Mike look at the departure board. It was completely blank. The winter storm had stopped all flights, no one was getting in or out of New York tonight. It also looked impossible to get an uber to go to a hotel until the next morning. He was stuck in the airport until the storm let up.</p><p>He turned to look at the others he was trapped with. Most people hadn’t bothered showing up so the airport was fairly empty. It was him, a couple families, some sleeping people and one cute guy who was scowling at his phone. Mike decided that he was his best bet to save him from a night of boredom.</p><p>“Hey,” He said, falling into an empty chair across from the man. He was huffing at his phone and rolled his eyes as he read something, his curls falling across his face.</p><p>“This is bullshit,” He muttered to himself. A second later he seemed to realize that Mike was talking to him and looked up, his expression softening as he did. “Hey. Sorry.” </p><p>“Did you have big plans?” Mike asked, pointing to his phone when he got a confused look.</p><p>“Bachelor party in Vegas.” </p><p>“Sounds fun.”</p><p>The man shook his head. “No, not exactly. But I’m the best man and being there is one of my jobs. Where were you going?”</p><p>“Family reunion in Mississippi.” Mike replied. Then he stuck a hand out, “Since we’re both stuck here all night, I’m Mike.”</p><p>“Stan.” </p><p>A few hours later and they were talking comfortably. They had raided one of the few open stores, buying far too many snacks, and were now playing ‘never have I ever’ with random pieces of candy.</p><p>“Never have I ever been on a farm.” Stan said, taking a drink from his tea. </p><p>“Never?” Mike turned his head to look at him. They were on the floor, sitting side by side, maybe closer than they should be but Mike wasn’t about to move. He was rapidly falling for Stan’s dry wit and knowing smile so if Stan was okay with them sitting side by side so was he.</p><p>“Nope,” He said, shaking his head. “I take it you have?”</p><p>“Grew up on one.” He said, watching Stan’s long fingers pluck a random piece of candy from their pile and open it for him. For a second Mike thought- hoped- that Stan was going to feed it to him but then he dropped it in Mike’s hand. He ate it, frowning. “It’s something grape-y.” </p><p>Stan laughed at his expression, leaning his head against the wall. “What was it like? On the farm?”</p><p>“Amazing. I miss it every day. The cows, the sheep, the silence.”</p><p>“Why’d you leave?”</p><p>“Left for college, stayed away because there are no jobs there.” He shrugged. “I visit when I can though. The horses still remember me.”</p><p>Stan smiled at him. “It sounds fantastic. I’d love to see it.” Stan seemed to quickly realize what that sounded liked and flushed, adding, “I mean, a farm. In general. Not yours specifically.”</p><p>“I’d love to show you mine.” Stan smiled and now Mike flushed. “The farm that is!” He buried his head in his hands, glancing up only when he heard Stan’s muffled laugh. </p><p>“We’re both terrible at this.” Stan said, covering his mouth with his hand, hiding his laugh. </p><p>Mike reached out, grabbing Stan’s hand and pulling it down. It made them both blush harder but he couldn’t help it. “You don’t have to cover your laugh.” He said quietly. </p><p>“Habit. Years of braces and teasing.” Stan’s voice was lower too. Both had leaned in and Stan’s hand was still in his. </p><p>“Got any names? I’ll take ‘em down.” </p><p>Stan’s eyes twinkled. “Too many names for that.”</p><p>“They were all idiots. You have a great smile and laugh and-” Mike wasn’t really sure how he was going to finish that thought, especially as Stan’s face moved infinitesimally closer to his. </p><p>His thought was interrupted by the loudspeaker, announcing that the flight to Vegas was now boarding. Shocked, Mike looked around, seeing that the airport was full again. They’d talked all night. </p><p>“That’s me.” Stan told him, standing and slinging his bag over his shoulder. </p><p>“Have fun.”</p><p>He grimaced. “I doubt it.” He hesitated, hands wringing the bag. “I enjoyed this though. I was not looking forward to sleeping in the airport but this was, well, great. Thanks for keeping me company - and for the sugar high- and enjoy your reunion.” </p><p>Mike stood, moving near Stan but not touching him again. “I will. And you too, it was a good night.” </p><p>“It was.” </p><p>They both stood there, staring at each other but neither moving, until the loudspeaker announced that it was the final boarding call. “I gotta go.” Stan said reluctantly. </p><p>“Bye.”</p><p>“Bye.” Stan gave him a small wave and turned. Mike watched him walk away, debating what he should do- if he should do anything- before gathering his own things, berating himself for chickening out. </p><p>He looked down the hall once more and decided he had to <i>try</i>.  It wasn’t ever day that he found someone he wanted to talk to all night. He sprinted thought the airport, praying that the plane hadn’t left but when he got there the gate was closed and the plane was gone. He stared at it for a minute in complete disbelief. </p><p>He’d missed his chance. </p>
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47 + reddie for the meet cute prompts
<p>

<b>47 + reddie Texting the incorrect number but continuing the conversation.</b>

<br/></p>
<p>‘That blind date was awful’ Eddie sent to Mike. ‘He took me to McDonalds and then asked me to pay for both of us. Then he argued with me about why theatre was a dumb major! What the hell? Who does that?’<br/></p>
<p>Eddie put his phone down, taking a long drink of his wine while he waited for a reply. He hated blind dates. He hates most dates. They were full of boring conversation and pretending to laugh at jokes. What was the point?</p>
<p>“Maybe I should give up. Become a nun.” Eddie muttered to himself. Then he laughed, imagining himself in a habit. </p>
<p>When he glanced at his phone he saw that Mike had replied. </p>
<p>‘That sounds like bullshit. U r worth at least white castle’  </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/185777826377/47-reddie-for-the-meet-cute-prompts" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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<p>Oh snaily (can I call you Snaily? Prof. Snail?) this is soft.</p><ul><li>I’d like to think that Richie starts kissing Eddie’s cheek when they’re little. Maybe like 5. </li><li>His cheek looks so soft!!! How can he not?</li><li>He starts doing it and at first Eddie protests but he gets used to it (like he gets used to everything with Richie, its not worth the fight (and maybe he kinda likes it too??))</li><li>Richie is all about the light butterfly kisses, giving Eddie one as a greeting whenever he sees him</li><li>Then maybe a messier, wet ‘smack!’ when Eddie does something that he thinks is extra cute or adorable. Eddie always rolls his his and wipes his cheek after, telling Richie how gross he is. </li><li>Eddie rarely kisses Richie’s cheek back.  </li><li>(think of the germs!!)</li><li>The first time he does it is after Richie falls off the slide. Eddie is immediately at Richie’s side, cleaning up his knee with his fanny pack supplies while Richie tries not to cry.</li><li>When he’s done Eddie takes another wipe and cleans Richie’s cheek.</li><li>“What’d you do that for? That’s not dirty.” Richie asks with a frown, ready to be insulted. </li><li>Eddie goes bright red and presses a quick kiss to Richie’s cheek before darting away, leaving Richie on the ground, his knee forgotten. </li><li>(And maybe that was the first time Richie realized that he felt different about Eddie than the others)  </li><li>Over the years Eddie’s kisses Richie’s cheek a few more times, Richie kisses Eddie’s a million times. </li><li>Then they turn 14 and the losers start dating and Eddie realizes his feelings for Richie are much more than just as an annoying friend (of course it’s once he gets a girlfriend and Eddie is a jealous mess). </li><li>Richie is Richie and his behavior towards Eddie doesn’t change. He still slings an arm around him and kisses his cheek as a standard greeting. </li><li>But now Eddie can’t handle it. He darts out from Richie’s grip, telling him they can’t do that anymore, that Richie’s girlfriend will get jealous and they’re too old for stupid cheek kisses anyway.</li><li>Richie’s heart sinks but he sees how upset Eddie is so he stops. No more kisses, no more touching. </li><li>Both of them hate it but neither will admit it to the other. </li><li>At least until Richie breaks up with his girlfriend a month or two later. Eddie is the one who comforts him, holding Richie as he cries about his first love. </li><li>Eddie presses a kiss to Richie’s cheek, telling him that he’s amazing and that he’ll find someone</li><li>And, <i>oh shit</i>, Richie forgets about her as he remembers his feelings for Eddie. </li><li>(The ones he’s been trying to ignore for years) </li><li>Things go back to normal, both of them pretending that this is fine. That they’re just friends who kiss (on the cheek) and nothing else.</li><li>(Even though they both desperately want to tilt their heads just a bit, till they connect their lips instead)</li></ul>
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o god write me some kasplon. all the kasplon. like eddie perving on mike for years and never thinking in his wildest dreams he&#039;d have a chance BUT THEN.
<p><b>BUT THEN! Hints of nsfw</b></p><p>“Eddie! Are you in?” Mike called from the hallway outside Eddie’s dorm. “I have pizza!” </p><p>“I’m always home for pizza,” Eddie replied, opening his door to his friend. He was greeted with Mike’s bright smile and the smell of food. </p><p>“Good, I didn’t want to share this with three roommates.” He said, coming in Eddie’s room and toeing off his shoes before flopping on the bed. “They never appreciate good pizza.” He added, flipping open the top and grabbing a slice, making a happy ‘mm’ noise as he bit into it. It was easy, comfortable, like so many other things with them were. Eddie slid next to him, accepting a piece from his friend. </p><p>He didn’t even know how long he’d liked Mike for. In his more honest moments Eddie thought that it was since the first time he saw the other boy at the tender age of 12, sailing by on his bike to deliver cuts of meat. Mike had looked so happy and free. Eddie had been jealous of his speed and height (though later he realized his feelings may have been less jealousy and more the first indications of a crush). </p><p>Over the years he had tried to ignore his growing feelings but it was impossible. The two were always around each other, Mike’s farm was one of the few Sonia approved places so Eddie was frequently over there, helping Mike make hay into bales or following him to hidden blueberry patches. At they grew older Eddie found himself staring at Mike’s jawline or biceps, trying to look away before he was seen. </p><p>It never worked. Mike always caught him staring. Eddie would blush and Mike would offer him a warm smile. He was sure that Mike knew about his crush but he was too nice to ever say anything. He never asked Eddie to stop, instead he’d change the conversation, talking about a new calf or how the days were getting shorter. It only made Eddie’s feelings grow stronger. </p><p>But it was obvious that Mike didn’t return his feelings. After all, if he felt the same he would have said something by now, surely. So Eddie tried to focus on other things, and people. </p><p>After high school the two ended up same city for college, a short train ride away. Mike often ended up staying in Eddie’s single dorm rather than trekking back to his apartment. They would watch a movie or play a video game, something easy that usually ended up with them pressed together in Eddie’s too small bed (not that he’d ever complain. He slept better when Mike was next to him.  </p><p>“You’d rather share with me?’ Eddie asked, ignoring how their thighs pressed together.</p><p>“Exactly.” Mike replied. “I’ll always share my pizza with you.” </p><p>Eddie grew warm then looked away, not wanting Mike to read his expression. “You’re such a sap Hanlon.” He said, sliding down until he was laying on his bed, still eating. It took him a minute but he realized that Mike had grown quiet. “Are you okay?” He asked, looking up at his friend, who had a strange expression etched on his face. </p><p>“When did you get that?” Mike asked, his voice strangled. </p><p>It took a second but Eddie realized he was asking about his belly button ring. Eddie was in a crop top sweater and his new piercing was on display. </p><p>“Couple weeks ago,” He glanced at it, the purple stone peering back at him. “It’s cute right?”</p><p>Mike nodded, still staring. “Can I touch it?” </p><p>“I- sure.” Eddie agreed, watching as Mike carefully cleaned his hands then put his palm on Eddie’s stomach, fingers grazing the ring. </p><p>“Did it hurt?” He asked, rubbing it between his fingers. Eddie had to take a second to remember how to breath. Mike’s hand covered most of his stomach and Eddie couldn’t help but think about his hands being on the rest of him.</p><p>“A little.” </p><p>Mike looked at him and Eddie swore that his eyes were darker. “You’re so brave, I’d never do that.” </p><p>“It wasn’t bad.” Eddie said. “A minute and it was over.” Whenever he took a breath his stomach pushed against Mike’s warm hand. </p><p>“It’s pretty hot.” Mike said and now Eddie knew he wasn’t imagining it. Mike’s voice was deeper, his hand spreading over Eddie’s stomach to rest at the top of his shorts. “I just want to-” Mike bent down and pressed a kiss to Eddie’s stomach, his tongue darting out and licking the ring. Eddie yelped in surprise and immediately Mike drew back, his hands up. “Fuck, should I not- fuck- I thought you-” He started to stand but Eddie grabbed him, pulling Mike back down.</p><p>“You surprised me.” Eddie told him, staring up at his friend. “Plus I didn’t think you were interested.” </p><p>Mike chuckled. “Are you kidding?” His dark brown eyes roamed over Eddie’s body, settling on his face. “I’ve been interested for years. You’re very interesting Eddie Kaspbrak.” Eddie’s face must have been surprised because Mike chuckled again. “Eddie you have no idea.” He reached out, placing his hand back on Eddie’s stomach and hip. “How long I’ve waited to touch you.” His hand trace patterns in Eddie’s skin, feather light but heavy with the promise of more. Eddie swallowed the moan that threatened to escape from the tenderness of the touch. Mike’s eyes were trained on him, waiting for permission. </p><p>Eddie had a million questions but decided that all of them could wait. “You don’t have to wait anymore,” He said, pushing himself up to capture Mike’s lips in a long overdue kiss. </p>
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bevchie + stargazing
<p>The Ford’s bumper has nearly rusted off and it looks one speedbump from bursting into a cloud of rust particulate, but Richie paid for it himself and he’s beaming when he picks Bev up for a drive.</p>

<p>He’s still beaming when they stand on the folded-down tailgate and, counting <i>3, 2, 1,</i> collapse backwards onto the piles of pillows and throws blanketing the truck’s bed. He and Bev, fingers interlaced, trace constellations in the sky and laugh as they say <i>“That one looks like you!”</i></p>


// <a href="http://galactiglitter.tumblr.com/ask">Send me a pairing + scenario for a 3-sentence fic!</a>
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ooo ooo ooo how about &ldquo;you&rsquo;re the only other one who voted for my favorite movie on movie night so do you want to go watch it in my room?&rdquo; (+ snaily is CUTE i love it) -🐌
<p>Snaily! Hello &lt;3 Glad you like the nickname. This was such a good prompt!</p><p>“Fine! Eds and I don’t need you. We’re going to go watch Tangled -the hands down BEST disney movie!- on our own!” Richie declared dramatically before turning to Eddie. “Come on Eds! And we’re taking our snacks!” Richie stuffed the twizzlers in his sweatshirt then reached down, offering Eddie his hand.</p><p>Eddie glanced at Bill, who he was sitting by. “We voted and Moana won fair and square.” Bill said with a shrug as Mike nodded behind him. </p><p>“I’m with Richie then.” Eddie said, accepting the hand and letting the lanky man pull him up. </p><p>“We will see you losers later.” Richie said, giving their friends the double finger as they left. Then he looked at Eddie, “Picking Moana over Tangled, can you believe it? Smh.” </p><p>“I don’t think you’re actually supposed to say the letters.” Eddie said, smiling as he followed Richie to his room one floor below. </p><p>“Why not? It saves time.” Eddie’s hand was still in Richie’s and he squeezed it playfully. Eddie knew he should draw back but he didn’t. He liked that they were still touching, that they always seemed to be touching. Truthfully, he’d been disappointed when Richie had been late for movie night and he’d ended up between Bill and Ben. Richie had been perched on the bed next to Bev, his head on her back, and Eddie hadn’t been able to think of an excuse to move closer.</p><p>“Okay Eds, I know Casa be Tozier lacks some of the charm of Ben’s room but we can still have fun.” Richie said, suddenly seeming nervous as he flopped down on his bed. Eddie went to sit on his roommate’s, a football player who never seemed to be there, but Richie shook his head. “Eds, we have the smallest TV known to man, you’re gonna have to sit by me. I showered today, promise.” </p><p>Eddie hesitated for a second and then moved next to Richie, trying to maintain some distance between them. However, like always, Richie had no sense of personal space. After popping the movie in he nestled next to Eddie, his head falling to Eddie’s shoulder. </p><p>“You’re so much more comfortable than Bev. She’s all bones.”</p><p>“Are you calling me fat?” Eddie asked, carefully reaching over and taking Richie’s glasses off. He didn’t like taking them off in front of other people because he hated how he looked without them. Richie treated them like a shield, something to hide behind. Eddie seemed to be the exception though and Richie happily hummed as Eddie put them on the bed side table. </p><p>“I would never. You’re just- comfortable.” He replied, nuzzling Eddie playfully. Eddie gave in, bringing his hand to Richie’s hair and playing with it. </p><p>The movie started and both began their running commentary, talking about how sexy Flynn was and how the horse reminded them of Stan. Soon they were laying on the bed on their stomachs, faces as close to the screen as they could get. </p><p>“I should get a chameleon.” Richie said. “He could be my mascot.”</p><p>Eddie turned to look at Richie, shaking his head. “You barely remember to feed yourself.” </p><p>Richie looked at him and Eddie realized how damn close they were. Their shoulders were pressed together and Richie’s mouth was inches from his. </p><p>“Maybe it’s like a baby, my paternal instincts would kick in.” Richie said, smirking at Eddie. </p><p>He shook his head. “I don’t think that’s how it works.” Eddie watched as Richie ate some of their twizzlers, pulling it apart with his long fingers and eating the strings.</p><p>“Did you want some Eds? I’m probably hogging them.” Eddie nodded, expecting Richie to hand him one but instead Richie grabbed one, holding it to Eddie’s mouth and pulling it back as Eddie took a bite. </p><p>“We could totally lady and the tramp this.” Richie said, looking at the rest of the twizzler. </p><p>“What?”</p><p>Richie put an end in his mouth then held the other end up for Eddie, gesturing for him to take it. As he parted his lips Eddie wondered if Richie was planning to keep the big finale. They ate, the movie forgotten in the background as they inched closer. When he reached the end Eddie hesitated but Richie didn’t, taking the final bit and squeezing his eyes shut as he pressed his lips to Eddie’s, like he was already anticipating the rejection and didn’t want to see it. </p><p>But Eddie had no plans to pull back, not when he’d wanted this kiss for nearly a decade.  Richie tasted like red licorice and Eddie knew that he’d associate the taste with him for the rest of his life. </p>
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Dude where is the rest of Love Island AU because damn girl, I need a part two😱&hearts;️ this is so good!!
<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="196" data-orig-width="811"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/0d1f7335acce2f5c482cec3433f75ba8/tumblr_inline_pttvim65Yk1vzsr1t_540.png" data-orig-height="196" data-orig-width="811"/></figure><p>Okay y’all, ask and ya shall receive.<a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/185867873857/reddie-love-island-au-please-i-didnt-know-i"> Part 1 is here</a></p><p>“You know he’s only with you because you score high in the ratings right?” Meredith asked, popping her gum at Eddie. “It’s not because he likes you.” </p><p>He had to resist rolling his eyes. Little did she know but he was very aware of that so her taunt wasn’t a dig so much as a fact.</p><p>“I’ve seen him flirting with Jason.” She added, giving him the side eye to watch his reaction. Eddie stiffened but didn’t reply. “And now they’re both gone. Interesting isn’t it?” </p><p>At this he couldn’t resist glancing around the bar and pool. As much as he hated to admit it, Meredith was right. He didn’t see Richie or Jason anywhere. </p><p>“Oh baby, is he already bored with you? That’s totally harsh.” </p><p>He slammed down the rest of his drink, deciding to go back to the room. He didn’t have any reason to be jealous, he reminded himself. It was a sham. </p><p>Except that it wasn’t. Not for him. </p><p>“Fuck this stupid show,” He muttered to himself as he walked on the path back to their room. He decided that what he needed was to go to sleep, to have the day be over. Then he heard people talking in the bushes and stopped, walking over when he recognized the voices. It was Richie and Jason, Jason had Richie’s hand pressed against his chiseled chest and he was grinning wolfishly. Richie looked uncomfortable but he wasn’t moving away. </p><p>“Come on, I know where there’s no cameras.”  Jason said,  his eyes slowly raking over Richie.</p><p>“I don’t-” Richie started but Jason put a finger to his lips.</p><p>“Aw sugar, he’ll never know. I’m very discreet.” </p><p>Eddie must have snarled or made some noise because suddenly two heads whipped to him, one pleased and the other guilty. </p><p>“Well damn, we got caught.” Jason said, shrugging. </p><p>“Eds, its not what it looks like! Eds!” </p><p>But Eddie was already leaving, practically running to their room. Once he was in he slammed the door shut, throwing his weight against it so Richie couldn’t open it. </p><p>“Eds! Come on!” Richie knocked on the door. “He fucking cornered me! It wasn’t what it looked like!”   </p><p>As much as Eddie wanted to leave the door closed he wanted to yell at Richie face to face more. He yanked open the door, scowling at the taller man. “No? It wasn’t? It wasn’t Jason flirting with you and you letting him?” </p><p>“Well-”</p><p>“Yea that’s what I fucking thought.”</p><p>“Why do you care Eddie? All this-” Richie swept his arm out at their room and Eddie. “It’s fake right? So fuck it, as long as it helps with ratings who fucking cares?” </p><p>Eddie opened then closed his mouth, unsure what to say. Richie looked so damned pleased that he had rendered him speechless and all Eddie wanted to do was wipe the damn smile off his face. </p><p>So he did the only thing he thought of. He grabbed Richie’s lapels and pulled him in the room, kissing him deeply as the door closed behind him. Richie made a surprised noise but then kissed him back, picking Eddie up and pushing him against the door so his could grind against him. Eddie arched into the contact, wanting to be as close to Richie as he possibly could, hating that they were wearing clothes. </p><p>“Naked. Now.” He muttered, his hands going to pull off Richie’s shirt. </p><p>“Wait, fuck, wait.” Richie put his hands over Eddie’s and stepped back, shaking his head. Eddie instantly curled in on himself, feeling the sting of rejection. He started to pull back but Richie stopped him, shaking his head. “No! It’s not that.” Richie lifted Eddie’s hand to his lips, kissing his palm. “I <i>like</i> you. You’re passionate and furious and willing to do what it takes to win. It combines to one damned sexy package. But before we do this I want to know that it’s real, that it’s not for the cameras or to get back at Jason.” </p><p>“Oh.” Eddie said quietly. He hadn’t expected that, any of it. Richie was looking at him expectantly so he nodded, smiling slightly. “It’s real. It’s been real.” </p><p>Richie grinned, stepping in and kissing him again.   “In that case, I have big plans for you and that bed and I don’t want want to waste another second.”</p>
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Demon Reddie?!
<p>Okay, lol this is probably not what you wanted anon.</p><p>Charming a demon was not at all what Richie had in mind of what he’d be doing over summer vacation, but here he was about to be devoured by probably the most attractive demon ever. He stared up in shock as the creature moved closer, skin a rusty red color, eyes wide and dark with pretty while fangs that could tear through anything. </p><p>The demon stood to its full height, a little shorter than Richie, while its long sleek black tail swished behind it. It growled at him, angry that it had been summoned on accident (he had just been pissing around with chalk, not his fault) and moved into a crouch. </p><p>Wow, okay so it was a dude and man was the dude naked.</p><p>The hot demon dude looked like he was getting ready to pounce, sadistic grin coming to his face. “Last words?”</p><p>Richie could only blink, feeling something hit build in his gut before he blurted out the only thing on his mind. “Date me.”</p><p>The demon faltered, falling back onto his bare butt in surprise and frowned harshly. “What?!”</p><p>“I want you to date me. Go to dinner, movies, walks on the beach, etc.” Richie rambled, watching as the demon grew even more confused.</p><p>“I’m a demon!”</p><p>“Yeah?”</p><p>“I’m here to eat your flesh and devour your soul!”</p><p>“Sounds hot.”</p><p>The demon hissed at him and then quickly crawled up the wall to crouch on ceiling upside down. </p><p>“You’re weird.” </p><p>With that he disappeared and Richie couldn’t help but feel sad that his murder demon crush was gone. He didn’t even know how to resummon him because it had been some weird ass fluke. He sighed as he stood up, but stopped when he saw what the pattern of soot from when the demon had disappeared left.</p><p>‘If you’re serious, summon me again chalk circle and say my name.</p><p>Edwardiale’</p><p><br/></p>
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can i prompt you bb? reddie + seduction? :D :D :D
<p>Always!! &lt;3 &lt;3  </p>
<p>This is NFSW! </p>
<p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14520066/chapters/45532729">Read here on AO3 </a></b></p>
<p><br/></p>
<p>Richie glanced at the clock once more, trying to resist the urge to check everything one last time. He knew everything was ready - because he’d already double and triple checked it. All he needed now was his overworked husband, who should be home-</p>
<p>“Hey baby,” Eddie called out, Richie heard the front door close. “I’m exhausted, I hope you’re ready for a long night of The Good Place and drinks. Lots and lots of drinks.”</p>
<p>“I’m in here.” Richie called from their living room. He listened as Eddie took off his shoes and bent down to talk to their cat, Munchkin, asking how her day was. Then, finally, he heard the sound tired padding approach the living room.</p>
<p>“Richie,” Eddie’s mouth dropped as he looked around. “What’s all this?” All their candles were lit, creating a low light in the room. He had Eddie’s favorite music playing (well, his favorite non-musical music, he didn’t want to hear the Mean Girl musical if they started making out). In the center of the room was their coffee table, surrounded by cushions with a pot of chocolate fondue on top.</p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/185484171752/can-i-prompt-you-bb-reddie-seduction-d-d-d" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Hey! If you could write anymore of the best friend&rsquo;s brother au with Stan and Eddie as brothers I would love to read it!!!
<p>Yes I can. <a href="https://beepbeeprichiellc.tumblr.com/post/182805265758/reddie-21"><b><i>Part One.</i></b></a><b><i> </i></b></p><p>Richie had never seen someone so pissed off in his life.</p><p>Sure there was that one time he had stolen Wentworth’s keys to take Betty Ripson to make out point, which ended with the loss of his virginity but even then there was a glimmer of knowing amusement in his father’s eyes when amidst the scorning. Now though-he knew that what honest and true annoyance looked like as Stan shot him the dirtiest look ever known to man. Mrs. Uris was cooing about having someone other than Mike over, practically fawning over the fact that Stan had more than one friend-not that the woman knew that Mike wasn’t exactly Stan’s ‘friend’-and asking him all about himself. Richie was in love with this, giving him something other than Stan’s annoyance to keep his attention. </p><p>Not that Eddie was giving Mrs. Uris a run for her money. </p><p>All he was doing was sitting there, in a school hodie and the same pair of sweats that had nearly given Richie an aneurysm earlier. Looking closer Richie realized that Eddie was an angel in disguise, his features soft and tangible, his voice like bells and every time he looked in Richie’s direction the air in the trashmouths lungs vanished. This was probably apparent to everyone except the parents, giving that Stan constantly growled out his answers and Eddie smirked when he did so. </p><p>“Yeah, my dad is a dentist and my mom stays at home. Although she has become quite a master of needle point here lately.” </p><p>“A dentist, that’s pretty neat.” Mrs. Uris replied, apparently fascinated with every word Richie spoke. “That must be why you are so polite, dentists always have polite kids.” </p><p>“How many dentist kids do you know there Andrea?” Mr. Uris asked, chuckling to himself. “Do you go around grading childrens politeness based on their parents occupation?” </p><p>Eddie snorted, nearly choking on his food in the process. “Sorry,” He sputtered out. “Went down the wrong tube.” </p><p>“Right,” Stan nipped, “And I’m Johnny Depp.” </p><p>“I didn’t know the Depp man was Jewish.” Richie playfully pointed out, earning a small chuckle from Eddie, causing the trashmouth’s heart to skip a beat. “You’d think they’d advertise that.” </p><p>“Anyways,” Mrs. Uris ushered, trying to keep her son form jumping from his chair and strangling Richie. “What are your hobbies Richie? Do you play any sports?” </p><p>“Oh god no.” He chuckled, earning an unimpressed look from Eddie. “I mean no offense but I’m not the most graceful person in the world.” </p><p>“I don’t know, have you ever seen Stan play any sport? It’s like watching a newborn calf walk.” Eddie laughed at his own joke, forcing Stan to toss his roll right into his chest. “Hey now, the truth hurts Stanley.” </p><p>“Now boys.” Mr. Uris warned, making both children halt their actions and mutter an apology under their breath. “Eddie her is on the track team at Saint Ann’s, they are expecting him to take state.” It was a brag, no doubt about it making Mr. Uris’s chest puff out and his wife smile. “Stan is set for an academic scholarship so both of the boys are looking at only the best colleges. A good extra curricular activity is good for you Richie, you should look into taking up something even if it’s like the chess team.” </p><p>“Richie is in the drama club.” Stan blurted, making Richie’s ears burn. “The president even, I think.” </p><p>“Wow.” Eddie whistled, coming to Richie’s defense. “That’s about as cool as Stan’s bird club.” </p><p>“Alright you know what Kasbrak?” Stan shot back, pointing his fork right at his brother. “If you wanna go there we can go there, remember that I have pictures of you with that stupid fanny pack on. Want me to bring those bad boys out?” </p><p>“You wouldn’t dare.” Eddie hissed, narrowing his eyes. </p><p>Stan licked his lips. “Try me big boy.” </p><p>“Kasbrak?” Richie asked, the name sparking a memory in his brain. “Wait, are you related to Crazy Kaspbrak that lives down on 2nd?” The entire room went tense, making Richie realize his mistake immediately. The Uris’s became fascinated by their plates as Stan shoved his fork into Richie’s thigh. “Oh shit, I didn’t mean to-”</p><p>“I didn’t know Sonia had a nickname.” Eddie chuckled, his face twisting into an unreadable emotion. “Why didn't’ you tell me Stan?” </p><p>“It wasn’t something I thought you would be impressed with.” Stan quipped, staring down an already shrinking Richie. “It’s just a dumb name some kids gave her Eddie, no one thinks-”</p><p>“It’s fine.” Eddie cut, shaking his head. When his brother tried to speak again, he would have none of it. “Stan, it’s fine, really.” Looking at Richie he continued, “Sonia is my mother, although she’s nothing more than a birther to me.” </p><p>“Eddie…” Mr. Uris whispered softly, reaching out to his adoptive son but faltering when the phone began to ring from the kitchen. For a moment it looked like he was going to ignore it, but politeness won over as he pulled from the table and disappeared from the room. His voice still carried, the moment the person on the other line, all politeness vanished. “I told you not to call here again.” Pause, “No, he doesn’t want to-” </p><p>Eddie sighed, rolling his eyes and excusing himself to go to Mr. Uris aid. His voice was much louder, much sharper and borderline pissy. “I told you not to call here again Sonia.” The name like venom to the dinner table. Stan looked sympathetic to Richie for the first time since his arrival, biting his lip and closing his eyes. “I don’t care what your therapist says, stop trying to contact me. You know what the judge said, I don’t have to put up with this bullshit anymore.” A very long pause, followed by. “Call here again and I’ll call the cops.” The slam of the phone caused everyone to flinch, their eyes advertising Eddie as he walked into the room.  Eddie cleared his throat, making the parents look up. “Can I please be excused from dinner? I’ve lost my appetite.” </p><p>“Eddie, are you okay?” Mrs. Uris soothed, her eyes soft and inviting. </p><p>“I’m fine.” He assured, “Just tired.” </p><p>“Alright.” She replied, obviously unconvinced. “Goodnight son.” </p><p>“Goodnight.” His eyes lifted once more to meet Richie’s and a shiver ran down the trasmouths spine, settling down at the pace of his hip making him buzz. Once gone conversation lagged until it was over, and Richie was relieved when he and Stan could go back to their homework, although Richie’s mind kept wandering to the room next to Stan’s, ACDC blaring form it’s walls. </p><p>It was well past midnight before Richie realized Stan had actually passed out sitting upright. His mouth hung open, a deep breath coming from his lips. It wasn’t that Richie wasn’t impressed-because he was-it was that he knew how pissed he was going to be when he woke so to make sure he didn’t kink up his neck too bad, Richie literally tucked him. Once that was done he picked up the books and paper, careful not to disturb other things that Stan himself had organized. With a need for a cigarette making him itch. </p><p>Knowing that he had to be careful, Richie chose the backyard for his secret smoke, careful not to make a single creek aas he snuck out. It was a relief, feeling the nicotine touch his lungs and he thanked every deity for whoever invented the damn cancer sticks. It was calm out here, Derry was fast asleep as well as it’s residences. A sweet release that only a cool night could bring and an easy feeling that a good breath provided. Richie was at peace. </p><p>“You know those things kill right?” </p><p>Richie nearly jumped out of his skin, obviously not expecting the sudden voice. It was Eddie, sitting on the porch swing, silently swaying to and fro. How in the hell Richie hadn’t noticed him was beyond him but there he was, in all his angelic glory. “Fuck, I didn’t know anyone was awake. I’m not-uh-this isn’t-”</p><p>“Calm down, I don’t care that you smoke.” Eddie reassured, waving away Richie’s fear of being outed. “Did mean to scare you, sorry about that.” He didn’t sound one bit sorry, his smirk an indication of his amusement. “What are you doing up? Isn’t Stan’s bedtime like nine o’clock?” </p><p>Richie chuckled, “Yeah, he straight up passed out while writing. Not a night owl is he?” </p><p>“Never has been.” Eddie nodded, “Does have a tendency of waking up early though. It’s super annoying.” </p><p>“Hmm.” He hummed in response, taking in the last drag before flicking the bud onto the ground and stomping on it. “And what about you? What are you doing awake this late?” </p><p>“I don’t sleep much.” Eddie shrugged, crossing his legs. “Come out for fresh air when I’ve got a got alot on my my mind.”</p><p>“What what do you have on your pretty little mind Eds?” The nickname just slipped out, tumbling down his front before falling between them with no grace whatsoever. He thought about taking it back but it stuck with him, Eds. His Eds. </p><p>“That’s not my name.” Eddie corrected, rolling his eyes. “Eddie already is a nickname dumbass.” </p><p>“I like it.” He admitted. “And that’s not really an answer.” </p><p>Eddie sat there for a moment, squinting his eyes and pursing his lips. “I’ll tell you what,” He sange, standing from the swing and strolling towards where Richie stood. “I’ll tell you what’s on my mind if you take a walk with me.” </p><p>“A walk?” He repeated, raising an eyebrow. “It’s the middle of the night.” </p><p>“Hmm.” Eddie passed by him, turning so that he was walking towards the gate backwards, his sparkling eyes inviting the trashmouth to join in the sins that the night held. “So it is.” </p><p>“Wait, what are you-”</p><p>“Come on Richie, where is your sense of fun?” Eddie playfully jested, licing his lips and pushing open the exit with his hip. </p><p>Richie knew Stan’s rule.</p><p>Knew what he had promised. </p><p>But those eyes, that smirk, it called to him in a way that couldn’t be ignored. It was an invitation, a sudden need to fulfill any of  Eddie’s request that made Richie want to run head first through that gate. Somewhere deep down he knew that it would only cause his best friend to scold him in the morning but that was hours away, which right at that moment felt like a century. There was no use in arguing, which is why Richie followed, his heart leading him out into the streets and into the unknown. </p><p>Eddie fucking Kaspbrak, Richie thought, you are going to be the death of me. </p>
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I am a fool, I totally messed up on that list with the double 8&#039;s and 9&#039;s. To clarify, I meant #8 Bed Sharing and #17 Accidental Eavesdropping, for Kaspbrough or Reddie. :)
<p>sorry i kinda went off w this one lol</p>
<p><br/></p>
<p><b> 8: Bed sharing</b></p>
<p><b>17. Accidental Eavesdropping, </b>for Reddie!</p>
<p><br/></p>
<p>“Okay, so Ben and I are sharing a bed, Bill, Stan and Mike are gonna share another—don’t know how that’s gonna work but you guys do you—so that leaves the last one for you guys, is that alright?” Bev looked at Richie and Eddie, smirking. The Losers were on their annual vacation at Bill’s parents’ lake house, and they had just now started thinking about sleeping arrangements. It hadn’t been an issue before; they usually just filled up the beds in the order they went to sleep. But in the past year, Ben and Beverly, along with Mike, Bill, and Stan, had managed to get together, leaving no room for argument in who would be taking the last bed. And that was an issue.</p>
<p><br/></p>
<p>It was an issue because, for the past six years, Richie had had a massive crush on Eddie, and Eddie didn’t know. </p>
<p><br/></p>
<p><br/></p> <p><a href="https://chaotickaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/184852903115/i-am-a-fool-i-totally-messed-up-on-that-list-with" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Can we get a part two? for #12, when they broke up in highschool but came back. (Reddie)
<p><i>Yes, anon, you may! Sorry for the wait on this! Hope you like it! :)</i></p>
<p><i> Tried to tag everyone who asked me about a sequel. I’m sorry if I missed anyone! <a href="https://tmblr.co/m_SkC0TsmuBpuWnU4zKN-sA">@constantreaderfool</a>, <a href="https://tmblr.co/mYNLz77yHWt-s1_yQNt_vpQ">@girasol-eddie</a>, <a href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A">@tinyarmedtrex</a>, <a href="https://tmblr.co/mYXjK_ZWqSYpmvZTiGe3yoQ">@anellope</a>, <a href="https://tmblr.co/mWpytUUG_E7uiAM0u4jEo0A">@wiersel</a>, <a href="https://tmblr.co/mNjVyi1lpL__8Dl-Co916yQ"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mNjVyi1lpL__8Dl-Co916yQ">@roobarrtrashmouth</a></i><br/></p>
<p><b>Part 2 of <a href="https://reddieandgoodnight.tumblr.com/post/184728928483/reddie-and-12">this</a> </b></p>
<p>Eddie gazes down at his hands, clutched together on top of the table. He feels more than sees Richie sitting across from him — Richie’s presence has always been huge to him, taking up space in the air in a way no one else ever has.</p>
<p>They’re sitting in the back room of the coffee shop at the table where the baristas take their breaks. Eddie knows he could have asked Richie to come over to his house, but…that felt too personal, too much after all these years — no matter how many times Richie had been in that same house before.</p>
<p>Richie hadn’t batted an eye when Eddie steered him into the back room, so maybe he had the same thoughts — or was at least aware enough of how vulnerable Eddie felt with having Richie suddenly show up like this after no calls, no emails, no nothing after ten years.</p>
<p>“You know, I’ve been thinking about what to say to you for so long,” Richie says after a few minutes. Then stops.</p>
<p>“I’ve thought about it, too,” Eddie admits quietly.</p>
<p>“Eddie, I’m really sorry,” Richie continues, toying with a ring on one of his fingers. “I know I already said that…but I can’t say it enough.”</p>
<p>Eddie gives a small nod. “I guess I just…still don’t understand. I thought…” He sighs. “I thought we were happy. I thought <i>you </i>were happy. But…I guess you weren’t.”</p>
<p>“I <i>was </i>happy,” Richie says.</p>
<p>Eddie can’t stop a snort from escaping him. “Right. So happy, you broke up with me and then didn’t talk to me for ten years.”</p> <p><a href="https://reddieandgoodnight.tumblr.com/post/185463680313/can-we-get-a-part-two-for-12-when-they-broke-up" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Reddie and 12 porfavor!
<p>Here we go! The one everyone and their mama wanted!</p><p><b><b><i>Editor Eddie &amp; Musician Richie–who’s been contracted to do a memoir but can’t write for shit</i></b><br/><br/>***<br/><br/></b></p><p>“Get in here,” Eddie snaps, trying in vain to right the many piles of paper on his desk.  </p><p>“Aww, babe, are you mad at me?”  Richie Tozier–thirty-four and completely infuriating–saunters into his office in tight black jeans and a holey tee that hangs off his lanky frame.  He sprawls like a spider over the chair on the other side of Eddie’s desk. </p><p>“Don’t fucking call me that.  We have a professional relationship.  Do you have any concept of what that means?”  Eddie rips Richie’s manuscript out from under the detritus and continues under his breath: “Why am I even asking?  I know you don’t.  You never went to college and you’ve been famous since you were seventeen.”</p><p>Richie’s expressive eyes cut at him.  “Okay, that’s not fair.”  It’s the first time Eddie’s ever seen him be serious about anything, including his own memoir.  </p><p>“It’s not, I’m sorry,” Eddie concedes, pushing a hand through his messy hair.  “I’m just frustrated, Richie.”  He plops the latest draft down on the far end of his desk.  “I can’t work with this, not as an editor.  I can tell you’re smart and funny and you have amazing stories–”</p><p>Richie drums his fingers flirtatiously across the top page of the pile.  “Go on.”</p><p>“–but you definitely have a hard time translating them into the written word.  You need way more than an editor for this book.  You basically need a ghostwriter.”</p><p>Richie purses his lips in thought for a grand total of three seconds before he says, “Well then let’s do that.”</p><p>“…What?”</p><p>“Let’s do that.  I’ll pay you more, dictate to you, and you can actually get it down <i>into the written word</i>.”</p><p>Eddie exhales harshly, fucking with his own hair again.  “I’m not a professional ghostwriter, Richie, I–”</p><p>“But you’re a writer, though, right?”  Richie folds his arms over the top of his manuscript, resting his chin there, his voice suddenly low and intimate.  “That’s how you got into editing, right?”</p><p>“…Yes.  But not profes–”</p><p>“The word <i>professional</i> is totally subjective, whether it’s writing or music.  It doesn’t mean shit, Eds.  <i>I</i> believe in you, and I want to work with you.  There’s no other ghost for me.”  He offers him a toothy smile.</p><p>Eddie chuckles helplessly, shaking his head.  “You’re such a weirdo.”</p><p>“Whaddaya say?  I know you want to.”  Richie sinks his teeth into his bottom lip, raising an eyebrow.</p><p>“I don’t know…”  Eddie can feel his heart thundering wildly in his chest.  He genuinely can’t tell if it’s from Richie’s flirtation or the amazing, life-changing offer he’s suddenly being given.  He’s dreamt about this and, until five minutes ago, resigned himself to the fact that it was simply never going to happen. </p><p>Richie gleefully interrupts his train of thought.  “Are you afraid you’re gonna fall in love with me if we spend more time together?  That’s understandable.  I’m adorable.”</p><p>Eddie can feel his face getting hot.  Richie’s a shameless flirt with everyone, from what he’s seen, and he constantly has to remind himself when they’re meeting alone that it doesn’t mean anything.  “Don’t fucking push it.”</p><p>Across the table, his face goes soft and open.  “Come on, Eds.  I need you on this.”</p><p>“…Okay,” Eddie says finally, putting him out of his misery with a small smile.  Inside, he’s exhilarated–if considerably cautious.  “Let’s do it.”</p><p><b><i>permatag list: <a href="https://tmblr.co/mgABSdRO47ONWxElxEvJtOQ">@reddie-to-fight</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mSKySU6MFTBNGg21RfF2sGg">@hurleyhugo</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m9CiKEezwm5jbXgWoT66Xvw">@raspberrywind</a> @losver-kaspbrak  <a href="https://tmblr.co/mv50cam99MDq659udUtM6sA">@geckolover001</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mLAnSdrUcmXDdmeB6OUamMg">@its-stranger-than-you-think</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mqe7yTKWEBeLIqfankD_k5Q">@gazebo-motherfucker</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mbmFxFSPJhlzdkrC80RrhWQ">@waypunsarelife</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mNF87U8T-i9-ef1VZ_YV0KQ">@reddietofall</a> <a href="http://happytozier.tumblr.com/">@happytozier</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m72xg5b9RtMTOaKCFMalrhg">@librablossom</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mU9p1s_wL5Gjk8t5LZIsj3g">@aesteddie</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mg1gLw2Fsi9wk25CkTXna1A">@tapetayloe</a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mQZsIwfkS3Kw8SIE7dmjNjQ">@spagheddi-kaspbrak</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mEHctDzpEmvLDQd3kMNRhgQ">@sadhelianthus</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mIVW6uFqHFBtJrKvXXpneSg">@adhdtozier</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mkvcB_bfgIrta73JdiU6WEQ">@justcallme-trashmouth</a> @fuckboyrichie  <a href="https://tmblr.co/mFYXVZTG0m6fO7P88_FQUNg">@bandaids</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mbU-oj7CYb2UpZhZOwaEB7g">@20gayteeneds</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mYXFnbPANm7HKoB6BKqk9cg">@richietoaster</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m0UIeqFGchDdPzg9mYXvx7A">@burymestanding</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mDB92J7TjQ5VuWx4TquuKnA">@speakslowtellmelove</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mt3xD6wLRW1ZDyDLlv0QTVQ">@notsugarandspice</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mU7_EWOhIcB7mjfitje5JSQ">@richiefuckfacetozier</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mjP9yoYwyvPl-4uUZh04F6Q">@noahsschnapp</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/myNd8XWL_LBF9Vg-wgQgbNQ">@mrs-vh</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mIVW6uFqHFBtJrKvXXpneSg">@adhdtozier</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mHsskg_CONNctEy9c-uevRQ"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mHsskg_CONNctEy9c-uevRQ">@loveoflosers</a> @constantreaderfool <a href="https://tmblr.co/mrztTEmbdPhy9y2cBEzZUZQ"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mrztTEmbdPhy9y2cBEzZUZQ">@lizacore</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/medGzqahXb-fgs98yHi-GzQ">@yikesitsrylee</a></i></b></p>
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REDDIE PROMPT WHERE THEYRE IN COLLEGE AND RICHIE IS ALWAYS LATE TO SCHOOL AND EDDIE IS JUST LIKE THIS GUY IS CUTE SO LEMMIE JUST,, &ldquo;HEY DUDE,, YOU NEED A RIDE OR SOME SHIT??&rdquo; AND THATS HOW THEY END UP MAKING OUT AND ~STUFF IN EDDIES CAR, SKIPPING CLASS THE NEXT DAY
<p><i>Okay so first off I’m really sorry that this took me so long to get to whoever requested it. this was seriously one of the first requests I got and I should have tried to get it done sooner. that being said I really liked how it turned out and I hope everyone does too!!</i></p><hr><p>Eddie, like most university students absolutely hated morning classes. He seriously had no clue why they were a thing. It should be a law that school can’t start until 9AM. Minimum.</p><p>He blamed Bill for the early morning torture he had signed up for. Bill didn’t want to take creative writing alone and since it technically fulfilled Eddie’s English credit requirement, Eddie thought it would be a good idea.</p><p>He was completely wrong.</p><p>So now instead of having a nice relaxing morning to sleep in he had to wake up at 6 in the morning and drive for 45 minutes in morning traffic, all while hating himself, just to sit through a class that he didn’t really like.</p><p>It’s not that he didn’t like it exactly. He just never had anything to write about. Bill could just pull ideas out of his ass while had Eddie struggled to think of a topic for the prompt “Write anything”. There was a reason Eddie had gone the medical route. All he had to do for that was know stuff, and seeing that his mother had basically made him live in the ER when he was younger, he knew quite a bit.</p><p>Eddie sat at his desk with his head down, his arms wrapped around him, blocking any light from hitting his eyes. He popped one eye out when he heard something being placed in front of him.</p><p>Bill had arrived offering a peace treaty of coffee and a bagel for the campus coffee shop. Eddie reached his hand out and pulled the bagel into his little ‘cave’, nibbling on it sleepily. Bills morning treats were one of the two things Eddie liked about this class.</p><p>“Oh come on Eddie, waking up early isn’t that bad.” Bill chirped, much too lively for Eddie to handle at the current time.</p><p>“That’s because you’re used to it with your stupid hikes and stuff,” Eddie grumbled pulling the coffee towards him, he was going to try to drink it with his head still down but decided he wanted to start the morning drinking the coffee, not wearing it. So he sat up and rested his head on his hand, looking over at Bill.</p><p>“If you came with me sometime, you’d also be okay with waking up early.” Bill replied taking his seat beside Eddie and pulling a binder out of his bag.</p><p>Eddie just responded with a sound and reached down to pull his binder out as well.</p><p>The teacher started class shortly after that, something about antagonists. The coffee was really doing its job, and Eddie slowly felt less like he wanted to kill someone and more like a solid punch would be okay.</p><p>About 20 minutes into the teacher talking and taking mindless notes, the door handle clicked and the door swung open. Since the door was at the front of the room everyone’s attention turned from the teacher to the guy at the door.</p><p>He was the other thing Eddie like about the class.</p><p>So what if Eddie had a crush on some guy he’d never spoken to, he wasn’t afraid to admit it. accept he was. Not even Bill, who he would consider his best friend knew about the weird crush he had on the guy from their creative writing class that would always come in late.</p><p>Like seriously it was almost impressive how consistently late he was.</p><p>“Mr. Tozier. Please take your seat.” The teacher instructed without looking over at the door.</p><p>Eddie had found out his name was Richie by maybe Facebook stalking him the first time he had heard his last name.</p><p>Richie saluted to the teacher and crossed the room to his seat at the back corner of the room. Eddie slyly turned his head to watch him walk to his desk. He fist bumped with the redhead he always sat with as he took his seat.</p><p>Eddie assumed that was his girlfriend by the way they acted together. That didn’t mean he couldn’t look, right?</p><p>So that was how Eddie spent most of his mornings, barely listening to lectures and sneakily glancing over his shoulder at the hot guy that sat at the back of the class. Once Richie got there the class seem to move a lot faster.</p><p>The teacher wrapped up her lesson and dismissed everyone. Eddie had been zoning out looking out the window for the past ten minutes so when Bill shook his shoulder his head jerked down in surprise. Everyone was packing up.</p><p>He was looking up at Bill confused when he heard a laugh come from the back of the room. He looked over his shoulder to see Richie covering his mouth with his hand and staring right at him.</p><p>Eddie quickly spun around to face the front of the room.</p><p>Had he zoned out staring at Richie? He didn’t think so but he couldn’t be sure. Great now Richie was going to think he was some weirdo who stares at people blankly during class. He shot out of his chair, threw his backpack on, and grabbed his binder from the desk. Rushing out of the room, leaving a very confused Bill at behind.</p><p>He stopped when he was in the hallway and moved out of the way of other students trying to get to class. Leaning against the wall he waited for Bill, hoping he would get the memo and hurry after him before Richie left the classroom.</p><p>Of course he didn’t and Eddie stood there, sinking further down the wall, trying to be as unnoticeable as possible when Richie and the red head walked out of the class and right passed him. The girl was talking as they passed but Richie turned from her to look straight at Eddie and laugh.</p><p>Eddie was sure his face was bright red. How was he supposed to come to class after this?</p><p>Bill followed shortly after and found Eddie by the wall, red-faced and slightly freaking out. The two left the building, Eddie refusing to explain to Bill what was going on. They meet Mike out on campus and walked to the next class together.</p><p>Eddie felt like he was having a midlife crisis at twenty. He made it through the rest of the day and headed home that evening dreading coming back to school the next day.</p><p>But of course the next day came. And Eddie hated missing classes, even stupid morning ones where the guy he liked was there and would probably laugh at him and God Eddie really hoped Bill brought something really good this morning because the other reason he went to this class was really stressing him out. The weather mimicked his mood as it began to rain.</p><p>He resentfully got into his car and realized he was actually earlier than usual. Great, so now he was going to get to class extra early and have to sit there and wait for like half an hour. </p><p>Absolutely not.</p><p>Eddie decided to take a longer route than he normally did, hopefully killing enough time so that he would just get to class on time.</p><p>He turned down an unfamiliar road and followed it for a bit. Getting slightly lost and unable to see the street signs through the rain. He turned down another side street, this one seeming to be completely dead. Completely dead except for a single person walking along the sidewalk.</p><p>They had a hood pulled over their head and they were soaking wet.</p><p>Why would anyone be walking right now, there were bus stops everywhere and by how wet they were, it was pretty obvious that they had been walking for a while.</p><p>Eddie slowed his car down and watched them. It wasn’t until he got relatively close that he realized who it was.</p><p>Of fucking course, it was Richie. Who else would it be. Eddie must have pissed off some god. what else would explain the slim chance that the one person he was trying to avoid was the only person walking down a street that Eddie never went down.</p><p>He was about to step on the gas and get as far away as he could but stopped when he noticed Richie shivering.</p><p>It was too early to be dealing with moral dilemmas. Eddie slowed his car down even more and stayed about a car length behind Richie as he walked. Maybe he had his car park somewhere up here and was just walking to it.</p><p>“I’m not being creepy; I’m being a concerned classmate.” Eddie justified to himself as he followed Richie for another block.  </p><p>When two more blocks passed Eddie was convinced Richie planned to walk the whole way. But there was no way, the university campus was still another fifteen-minute drive.</p><p>Eddie took a deep breath and speed up a bit coming to a stop a little in front of Richie. He rolled his window down and stuck his head just out of the window</p><p>“Hey there.” He called, immediately mentally slapping himself. he probably looked like the biggest stalker right now.</p><p>Richie looked over at him confused before recognition filled his face and he pulled an earbud out and approached Eddie’s car.</p><p>“Hey yourself, you’re from writing class right?” Richie asked as he leaned an arm on the top of Eddie’s car. Eddie honestly didn’t know which would have been worse. If he recognized him or if he didn’t. this was pretty bad.</p><p>“Yeah,” Eddie said laughing awkwardly. This was worst. “So um, are you planning on walking to class today?” He continued, trying to get right to the point. Eddie wasn’t the best “small talker”.</p><p>“Yeah, I was. It is such a beautiful day. Shame to waste it.” Richie joked nodding up towards the sky. Eddie laughed awkwardly again. He wasn’t serious, was he. Eddie wasn’t 100% sure but he figured it would take another 30 to 45 minutes to get to the campus from here.</p><p>“I’m heading that way if you want to um, catch a ride with me or something,” Eddie asked.</p><p>Richie stared down at him and smiled.</p><p>“I’d get your car all wet. But thanks for the offer. I’ll see you in class.” Richie said as he pushed off from Eddie car and headed back to the sidewalk. Eddie didn’t move for a few seconds before inching forward and stopping just in front of Richie again.</p><p>“This cars pretty shitty already, and if you walk from here you’ll be late.” Eddie pointed out</p><p>“But if I’m not late what will your excuse be for watching me walk to my seat.” Richie laughed as Eddie’s face lit up. He started to stutter which only made Richie laugh harder.</p><p>“Okay, okay I’ll take the ride if you calm down, I was just joking,” Richie said between breaths as he approached the car, this time rounding the front. Eddie rolled his window up gawking at where Richie had been. He saw his reflection in the closed window and saw how red his face was. Well, he had gotten what he wanted.</p><p>Richie pulled the passenger seat open shook off as much water as he could before entering the car.</p><p>Without saying anything, Eddie stepped on the gas and sped off towards school.</p><p>“So do you offer rides to all the boys you stare at or am I just special?” Richie asked after a few minutes of silence past between them. Eddie’s eyes widened as he drove.</p><p>“I don’t stare at you.” Eddie defended, biting his lip.</p><p>“You sure about that?” Richie laughed, looking at the side of Eddie’s face. Eddie could see the disbelieving look Richie was giving him from the corner of his eye.</p><p>“Okay, so what if I stare at you.” Eddie challenged. He had no clue where the sudden confidence was coming from but he knew that he needed it to get through the rest of this car ride.</p><p>Richie looked taken aback by his answer for a second before a smile broke out across his face.</p><p>“I do too.” He said, still grinning at Eddie. Eddie turned his head from the road to look over at Richie in surprise.</p><p>“W-what” He stuttered, turning back to face the road when he almost ran into the car in front of him.</p><p>Richie laughed again from beside him.</p><p>“Yeah, all the time. You do some pretty cute things in class. Like almost falling asleep.” Richie turned to look out the front window. “I was going to talk to you after class yesterday actually, but you looked like you were going through some stuff.”</p><p>Eddie was beyond confused. Was he on some kind of TV show. There was no way that this was his real life right now. Eddie made the turn into the student parking lot and pulled into his parking spot.</p><p>“That was umm, nothing. Forget about yester…” Eddie said turning to face Richie, who had quietly moved his face so it was right in front of Eddie’s when he turned. Eddie froze and stared. Richie leaned in slightly closer</p><p>“I never asked for your name,” Richie whispered leaning in even closer.</p><p>“um, E-Eddie.” He whispered back, unable to move.</p><p>“well Eds, Thanks for the ride.” He placed his hand on Eddie’s thigh.</p><p>Eddie was the one who finally closed the gap between them. He softly pressed his lips against Richie. Richie hesitated for a second, thrown off my Eddie’s boldness but quickly gathered himself and pressed back.</p><p>The soft kiss quickly escalated into Richie leaning over the console to push Eddie back against the driver’s door. Eddie, not wanting to be upstaged in the impromptu make-out session was the one to intensify the kiss by licking his tongue along Richie’s bottom lip</p><p>Richie moaned at the feeling. He returned the favor by pressing Eddie harder into the door and exploring his mouth with his tongue.</p><p>This is really not how Eddie saw today going. Like, he wasn’t going to complain but it really was a curveball.</p><p>Eddie pushed on Richie’s shoulders and they separated, panting for breath but not moving too far from the other.</p><p>“Wait, wait. Don’t you have a girlfriend?” Eddie asked starting to panic. He was not down with being a homewrecker.</p><p>“Girlfriend? Who Bev?” Richie looked extremely confused and then he laughed loudly when Eddie blushed a deeper shade of red.</p><p>Richie raised his hand to Eddie’s cheek and kiss him lightly.</p><p>“Bev is like my best friend, almost like an annoying little sister. I’m only taking this class because of her.” He reassured before leaning in to kiss Eddie again. Eddie kissed back enthusiastically before abruptly pulling back.</p><p>“Fuck. Class.” Eddie shrieked looking down at the clock. They were ten minutes late to class.</p><p>“Shit.” Eddie reached into the back seat and grabbed his backpack before throwing the driver seat door open. Richie laughed as he watched him, and jumped out of the car. Eddie grabbed his hand instinctively and pulled him as he ran towards the English building.</p><p>He flung the classroom door open, dropping Richie’s hand and froze when everyone turned to stare at him. Eddie dropped his head and half ran over to his spot, where Bill was gaping up at him. Eddie dropped down beside him and hid his face in his arms.</p><p>A second later he felt a hand on his shoulder.</p><p>“I’ll take another ride sometime,” Richie whispered into his ear as he walked past him towards his seat.</p><p>Eddie’s entire face lit up but he smiled into his arms.</p><p>Today definitely didn’t turn out the way he thought it would. And he was definitely okay with that.</p><hr><p>Hope everyone liked it!</p><hr><p>Tag list (I’ll get it right this time!)</p><p><a href="https://tmblr.co/mHfDGCxN28NLFjEVDmbajig">@smol-and-annoying</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m72RIxui_wYmrLIYvrBKojg">@donvex</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mYXFnbPANm7HKoB6BKqk9cg">@richietoaster</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mlEQtjEnqh_oriWpP_EWjyw">@reddieornotasshole</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mnU17I1OBchxT2kEMW1wbvQ">@williumbyers</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m8dO457pCQ4NlxJq5xq9B_w">@eds-trashmouth</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m3yKO80pSGo3dkY6010zOuA">@curlylemonhead</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mcBprspg13WBxzmPArnIFcQ">@gazebo-reddie</a>  </p>
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can u write Richie having a trampoline and his parents are out of town and Richie and Eddie just fuck on the trampoline bc they live in a secluded area them being like 17
<p>Alright pal, here are some dumbasses trying trampoline sex. They’re aged up to like 20. NSFW</p>
<p><br/></p>
<p><i>Eds baby, come over, I’m home alone</i><br/></p>
<p>Eddie read the text message, a smile spreading over his face. They’d been on summer break for nearly three weeks and, between the losers and their parents, he and Richie hadn’t had any time alone. It was starting to drive Eddie insane. Over the last two years of college Eddie had gotten used to being alone with Richie whenever he wanted and now, not being able to made him antsy. Shouting a goodbye to his mom he left, driving to Richie’s house. The Toziers lived outside of town, their yard surrounded by trees and occasionally nosy neighbors.</p>
<p>“Hey baby,” Richie said. He was waiting in the doorway when Eddie walked up and Eddie had to stop himself from running to his boyfriend. Instead he strolled up, grabbing Richie’s shirt and kissing him deeply. Richie wrapped his arms around Eddie, pulling him close and returning the kiss. <br/></p>
<p>“Come on, I’ve got a surprise for you.” Richie muttered, pulling back. </p>
<p>“Is it your dick?” Eddie asked, pushing his leg against Richie’s crotch and watching how his eyes fluttered. “Because that’s the only surprise I want.” </p>
<p>Richie chuckled, shaking his head slightly. “Fuck, I love you. And no, not that.” Richie grabbed his hand and Eddie tried not to whine as they weaved through the house and into the backyard. </p>
<p>“A trampoline?” Eddie asked, looking at the huge new item that took up a decent portion of the backyard.</p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/185433261367/can-u-write-richie-having-a-trampoline-and-his" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: i didn’t expect that but i should have bc honestly?, 100% them, fic rec, nsfw, what dorks, i adore them
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<p>(<b>from <a href="https://honeybeehanlon.tumblr.com/post/185023582124/send-me-a-ship-and-a-number-and-ill-write-a-short">this</a> list</b>) <b>Fan/Celebrity</b>… <i>not what you’d expect though ;) enjoy anon</i></p>
<p><i>“…Seven! …Six! …Five! …Four!”</i><b><br/></b></p>
<p>Eddie’s breath came in short, shallow gasps, the lights above him blinding him from the crowd. As he stumbled to his feet, he swore that the sweat would make him slip, practically making a coat on his bare skin in the ring. </p>
<p>The man on the other side of the ring grinned, using the back of his glove to wipe the blood dripping from his chin.  Their eyes locked, both determined to take the other one out by any means necessary.</p> <p><a href="https://honeybeehanlon.tumblr.com/post/185169693449/reddie-33-pls" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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<p><i>Here you go, anon! Hope you like it! :) </i></p>
<p>“Well, I did it. I applied to NYU,” Eddie said, leaning back in the diner booth where he, Eddie, Stan, and Bill were huddled. Richie was working, and Ben and Beverly were having “alone time,” which left the four boys to their own devices.</p>
<p>Eddie dipped a French fry in his chocolate milkshake and took a bite, savoring the salty sweetness.</p>
<p>“That’s great,” Mike said, grinning as Bill gave a whoop. “Does your mom know you’re applying?”</p>
<p>“Oh, god no,” Eddie said, shuddering. He’d kept all of his application paperwork and essays tucked under his mattress where Mrs. Kaspbrak wouldn’t look, not quite ready for the fight that would inevitably happen when he told her.</p>
<p>“Your mom….” Mike started but then trailed off.</p>
<p>“Yeah,” Eddie said shortly.</p>
<p>Mike didn’t have to say anything else. The first introduction Mike had ever had to Mrs. Kaspbrak was her screaming at him and the other Losers after Eddie’s arm was broken.</p>
<p>It was all downhill from there.</p> <p><a href="https://reddieandgoodnight.tumblr.com/post/185170792163/everyone-thinks-were-already-dating-but-were" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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I know you just finished the Internet friends prompt but oh my god would you consider writing when Richie finds out Eddie is cancer free?? I&rsquo;d seriously cry
<p>Okay this is gonna be shortish. <a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/185271989842/if-youre-doing-requests-can-i-please-please">Part 1 here</a>, <a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/185344145537/ahhhh-amelia-please-can-ya-do-a-part-two-of-the" style="">Part 2 here <br/></a></p><ul><li>Richie and Eddie have been dating about 3 years at this point, with lots of ups and downs (many of the downs caused by Sonia) and Eddie is felling better.</li><li>Richie tries to visit Eddie at least once a month, bringing him little trinkets from New York. Eddie has a whole shelf of the weird things Richie brought him (his favorite is a lucky cat from Chinatown). <br/></li><li>He had one bad bout where both of them were worried, clinging to each other and saying what they thought might be their last goodbyes. <br/></li><li>But that was a year ago. Today Richie is next to Eddie at his latest appointment. <br/></li><li>(Over the years Eddie managed to get it so Richie was at the appointments with him instead of Sonia. It was quite the fight but he won in the end) <br/></li><li>They’re both trying not to get their hopes up but when the doctor comes in with a grin they both feel hopeful, Eddie grabbing Richie’s hands. <br/></li><li>“Great news Eddie, we couldn’t find any cancer. I think we can successfully declare you cancer free.” <br/></li><li>Both of their mouths drop open.</li><li>“Really?” Eddie asks, tears already forming in his eyes. “You’re sure?” <br/></li><li>The doctor nods, smiling. “I’ll give you two some time.” She leaves and they turn to each other, both crying. <br/></li><li>Richie gathers Eddie in his arms. “I knew you could do it, you and that stubborn little body.”</li><li>Eddie laughs, leaning against him. He never thought this would happen. He wanted to tell Richie that it was him, that he gave Eddie the best reason to fight, but he’s crying too hard. Richie is already making a list of all the things they need to do, starting with Eddie moving away from his mom. <br/></li><li>“Come to New York baby, you’ll love it.” <br/></li><li>Eddie eagerly agrees. He wants to live on his own for a bit but he also wants to be closer to Richie (and further from his mom). <br/></li><li>6 weeks later Eddie moves to New York. a year after that he moves in with Richie, another year after that Richie proposes. <br/></li></ul>
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<p><b>A lovely trope. </b><br/></p>
<p>“Eds, Edddsss, Edddsssss,” Richie called out, rolling onto his side. “Where’d you go? Fuck, talking is hard.”  </p>
<p>“I’m right here.” Eddie said, sliding back down next to Richie on the floor. Richie immediately scooted over to him, pressing himself to Eddie’s side and sighing happily. <br/></p>
<p>They’d ended up on the floor after getting back on the couch sounded too difficult. The two were alone in the big house they shared with the other losers, everyone else was out with friends or significant others and they’d decided to get drunk. It had been a long week for both of them and when Richie had pulled out a bottle of vodka Eddie had eagerly agreed.</p>
<p>That was several hours ago and now they both pleasantly drunk and giggly. Eddie had stopped drinking an hour ago, knowing his own limit, but Richie was still going strong.</p>
<p>“Here, I got you water.” Eddie said, pressing the cup into his friend’s hands. </p>
<p>“You gotta help me, I can’t see it.” Richie mumbled. He’d taken his contacts out and his glasses were lost somewhere in his mess of a room. Eddie wrapped his hands around Richie’s, slowly raising the cup to his friends lips and letting him sip the water.</p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/185388576962/can-you-do-tipsy-eddie-taking-care-of-drunk-drunk" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: so!!!!, adorable!!!!!, fic rec, awwww my sweet fluffies love each other

Post id: 185379509383
Date: Wed, 05 Jun 2019 03:17:22
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/185379509383/the-unexpected-virgin-with-reddie-was-so-good-i
Slug: the-unexpected-virgin-with-reddie-was-so-good-i
Reblog key: hM4QTwrr
Reblog url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/185349906602/the-unexpected-virgin-with-reddie-was-so-good-i
Reblog name: tinyarmedtrex
The unexpected virgin with reddie was so good!! I need a part two
<p>I meant to write a part 2 and forgot! <a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/184743914827/unexpected-virgin-reddie">Here’s part 1</a>. All this is NSFW so it’s going under the cutttttt</p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/185349906602/the-unexpected-virgin-with-reddie-was-so-good-i" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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OMG U CANNOT LEAVE US ON A CLIFFHANGER HERE!! Plz do a part 2 on Model!Richie 🙏🙏✨ (tyty)
<p>Part 2 to <a href="https://xandertheundead.tumblr.com/post/185324658750/reddie-model-richie">this</a>!</p><p><br/></p><p>When his school adviser had told him he needed to take three art classes in order to complete his general eds, Eddie had actually been excited. He had never thought of pursuing it, but he had also loved doodling and sketching in his notebooks in high school.</p><p>Being able to go to the art store for a reason had been so exciting.</p><p><br/></p><p>Drawing was honestly so freeing and when his teacher announced they would be moving on from drawing objects to people, Eddie couldn’t wait.</p><p><br/></p><p>That is until he got to class one day and a man with features so unconventional and wild crazy hair stripped right there in front of the class. Eddie had blushed for days at the memory of the man’s body, how his long limbs had moved and rested. The way his face always seemed to look like he was far off in thought because his gaze would never really focus on one person.</p><p>(Come to find out it was because the guy was blind without his glasses.)</p><p><br/></p><p>Each time the got this man for a model Eddie could feel his body start to hum in excitement and he would shift in his chair as he tried to get everything he wanted out onto the paper. </p><p><br/></p><p>He knew this was a stupid crush, only in movies would the guy ever notice Eddie, so he put it out of his mind and just admired the guy from a far.</p><p><br/></p><p>That is until the man came up to him and confessed that he was in love with EFK.</p><p><br/></p><p>He was in love with Eddie.</p><p><br/></p><p>Eddie scoffed a little, ignoring how his heart pounded. “You’re in love with him? You don’t even know him.”</p><p><br/></p><p>The man’s blue eyes looked so much bigger behind his glasses as he grinned. “So, it’s a him?! Okay awesome. Can you tell me what he looks like? Or like his full name?”</p><p><br/></p><p>Eddie frowned a little, he had a crush, sure, but who professors love for someone they had never even seen or talked to before? </p><p><br/></p><p>Weirdos that’s who.</p><p><br/></p><p>Really attractive weirdos.</p><p><br/></p><p>“Yeah, I know him and his name. But it’s going to cost you.”</p><p><br/></p><p>The man’s face lit up. “Yeah, sure. Anything!”</p><p><br/></p><p>“Buy me a coffee, the. I’ll see what I want to tell you.”</p><p><br/></p><p>The man laughed like this was actually funny to him and Eddie frowned when the guy extended his hand to him. “Deal. I’m Richie by the way and you are?”</p><p><br/></p><p>Eddie watched his hand for a moment before reaching out and shaking Richie’s hand. “My name’s Frank.”</p><p><b>Send me a prompt!</b></p>
Tags: d u d e, this is such a strange meet cute but?, meet cute?, i adore this!!!!!!, i cannot believe i didn’t see part 1 but this, this!!!, smooth eddie pulling out the ‘frank’, i see ya, drabble

Post id: 185370522023
Date: Tue, 04 Jun 2019 18:20:47
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/185370522023/50-reddie
Slug: 50-reddie
Reblog key: t0WDutKV
Reblog url: https://oldguybones.tumblr.com/post/185363389485/50-reddie
Reblog name: oldguybones
50 + reddie
<p><b>50. going through a divorce au</b></p><p><b><a href="https://eduardokaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/185357180897/send-me-a-ship-and-a-number-and-ill-write-a-short#noted" style="">Send me a prompt!</a></b></p><p>I’m here to kick names and take ass.</p><hr style="color: rgb(90, 201, 225); font-family: Roboto; font-size: 11px; letter-spacing: 1px; text-align: justify;"><p><i>“We can still make this work.”</i><br/></p><p>Richie was desperate to hear those words again. Eddie said them with the exact same tone. Needy. Miserable. Equally as desperate. Each time he said that sentence, Richie was weak in the knees. He either slept with Eddie, or drove home with white knuckles as he firmly gripped the steering wheel, dangerously close to swerving into oncoming traffic.</p><p><i>“I don’t know what else to do, Richie. I want a baby,” Eddie whispered. He set the divorce papers on the table, and Richie stared at them blankly for several seconds.<br/></i></p><p><i>“You can’t be serious-”<br/></i></p><p><i>“Richie.” The way Eddie said his name made him sick. It was reminiscent of how his mother would tiredly call on him for doing something wrong. This wasn’t his mother though. This was his husband. “You’ve had to have known this was… We haven’t slept in the same bed for weeks.”<br/></i></p><p><i>“So? Eddie, we- you can’t-”<br/></i></p><p><i>Eddie turned away, grabbing his coat as he headed for the door. Richie stumbled after him, his arms pinwheeling as he tried not to fall over on his face. He grabbed Eddie’s wrist, but Eddie wriggled his hand free.</i></p><p><i>“Maybe you’ve had a chance to think this over, but this is news to me! I don’t want this, Eddie-”<br/></i></p><p><i>“And I don’t wanna miss out on having a baby!”</i><br/></p><p>When Eddie moved out, Richie drank the first week away. He didn’t remember most of it, spending his time either sleeping, or too drunk to function. For several hours at a time, he would stare at the documents, which were beginning to form rings from where he sat his glasses of whiskey.</p><p><i>“Are you really happy here, Eddie? Why don’t you come home?” Richie asked. Studying the apartment, he couldn’t help but notice the box of baby things Eddie kept in their house.<br/></i></p><p><i>One afternoon, he came home early from work, only to catch Eddie crying over a onesie in their bedroom. He wanted nothing more than to go in and comfort his husband, but for the life of him, he couldn’t remember why he didn’t. Maybe if they’d spoken then, Eddie wouldn’t want a divorce now.</i></p><p><i>“You knew I wanted a baby when we got together-”<br/></i></p><p><i>“And you knew I didn’t!”<br/></i></p><p><i>“I thought you would change your mind!”<br/></i></p><p><i>“Well so did I!”</i><br/></p><p>Punching the wall, Richie scowled at the aching in his hand. There was a dent now, ruining the once perfect pastel green paint. He and Eddie chose the colors for their living room together, but what did it matter anymore? What Eddie wanted wasn’t even possible. When he talked about their kids, he fantasized about them having his eyes and Richie’s hair. Richie tried to remind him, genuinely worried he forgot, that they were two men. It just wasn’t going to happen the way Eddie wanted.</p><p>Sometimes he wished he indulged the fantasy.</p><p>Twisting his wedding ring around his finger, Richie’s throat closed. His eyes burned, and he quickly shut them before any tears escaped. Over two months since Eddie left, and the divorce papers still weren’t signed. He couldn’t let Eddie go without a fight, but he didn’t know what else to do. There was no compromise for this one. He saw how miserable Eddie was without a baby, and he saw how his face lit up each time they passed those tiny clothes in department stores. It would’ve been cruel to keep that from him any longer.</p><p>Swallowing the lump in his throat, Richie lifted his pen, signing his name on the documents.</p>
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What do u think about the fan theory that steve went and got natasha back in exchange for the soul stone and since steve only had one pym particle to get back to the future they stayed in the past and grew old together and got married and that ring is actually natashas
<p>I think it’s great.  That’s the thing about the ending so many people in fandom seem to be missing.  It’s really an infinite sandbox.  You want Steve with Natasha?  There are plenty of ways for that to happen.  You want Steve with Bucky?  That can happen, too, in ways that even seem logical.  How about Tony?  Doable.  Thor?  Clint?  Sam?  All possible.  Steve had the power of six infinity stones PLUS time travel PLUS Thor’s hammer.  All we know is that he eventually puts that all back.  How he goes about doing that is totally open to interpretation.  The writers/directors gifted us with the chance to make anything happen.  And whether you believe the Russos and Steve created an alternate timeline or the writers and he went back to the same one, it kinda doesn’t matter, because both theories operate in the bounds of how time-travel works in Endgame, I think.  You can really do anything.</p><p>Personally, I loved the ending with Peggy.  I thought it was very well done, it made sense in terms of Steve’s arc, and it was extremely satisfying for me as a Steve fan.  You know I ship Steve with a lot of people.  I’ll read him with anyone if the story is good.  I’ve written him with tons of different characters.  Would I have been happy with him sailing off into the sunset with Bucky or marrying Nat or being with Tony?  Absolutely.  But I have to be real: that was never happening.  If they wanted Steve and Nat to be a couple in canon, they would have set it up.  They had plenty of chances to.  Tony always had Pepper.  And Bucky…  It’s fun to think about that pairing romantically, but the MCU never provides any inkling that those feelings are there.  It is clear the two of them love each other, but they love each other as brothers.  Steve’s one and only CANON love interest was Peggy (ignoring that little thing with Sharon - I have no idea what that was, other than just a little fun kiss).  It was Peggy before he got the serum, before he was Captain America, before he rescued Bucky.  Before and after he went into the ice.  It was Peggy all through SHIELD falling in TWS, all through the Ultron debacle.  His worst nightmare was never being able to go home to Peggy.  And it was Peggy all through CACW and Endgame.  That was what canon gave us.</p><p>But that’s what’s great about fanfiction and fanart and fandom in general.  The powerful “what-if”.  What if Steve had made a romantic connection with someone else?  His arc would have been totally different.  Fanfiction thrives on the what-if pairings and what-if scenarios, big and broad or small and subtle.  That’s what its point is, and I love that and love that the movie gave us ways to continue to ship Steve with whomever you so please.  Endgame gave us a CANON way to make him the proverbial fandom bicycle.  What’s so wrong with that?</p><p>Sorry I got off topic :-) But, even a month after the fact, I have seen so many angry posts and fics about the ending that basically boil down to: “my ship didn’t become canon”.  It was never going to.  If you didn’t see that before, looking back now knowing where Steve ends up it becomes really obvious.  And to that I say: who cares?  Make your own content to fulfill your heart’s desires.  So bravo to the people coming up with that theory about Steve and Nat.  It’s great and provides them with a beautiful happily ever after.  Bravo to the folks writing it.  Let’s all be happy and positive.</p>
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<p>this is? i don’t know what happened okay i’m sorry. </p>
<ul><li>for somebody so known for being loud, richie tozier wasn’t too much of a fan of noise.<br/></li>
<li>as much shouting and raising of his own voice he’d do in his excitement, he’ll be the first to slap his hands over his ears if things get too loud </li>
<li>if you yell at richie tozier, he’s probably going to start to cry or shake.</li>
<li>when he was younger though? it was 10x worse. </li>
<li>when richie was very young, his parents weren’t as well as they grew to be in in his young teen years </li>
<li>because they started their family young, before his father fully knew what he wanted to do with his job </li>
<li>so when richie is five, his father went to school. working full time and doing full time schooling left little time for anything else. it felt even less money for anything.</li>
<li>this was okay, really. they didn’t hurt too much, they had to pinch the occasional penny here or there and maybe richie’s clothes were a little more worn down than the other kids but he liked them that way. </li>
<li>they had a nice house, thanks to the richie’s grandparents had left his mother when they passed, and it didn’t seem like anybody in derry had any reason to place judgement on the toziers’ aside from their odd hyperactive son but richie didn’t really notice that sort of thing yet. </li>
<li>the world was painted in rose colours until richie turned seven and found out he needed glasses.</li>
<li>richie hadn’t even thought anything of it aside from how he didn’t want glasses. he was in second grade now and suddenly all the kids he’d known for years weren’t being as nice as they used to be. <br/></li>
</ul><p><a href="https://stephenskings.tumblr.com/post/172808360762" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: hc, man this makes me big sad but it’s also adorable!!, i feel the seven year old vibes
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<p><b>Meeting while drunk au</b>

<br/></p>
<p>Eddie stretched, feeling his back crack as he did. It took him a second to realize that he wasn’t in his apartment- and another to realize that he wasn’t alone. Next to him a curly hair man was sleeping soundly, his arm draped across Eddie’s stomach. </p>
<p>“What the fuck?” Eddie whispered, also realizing that he wasn’t wearing any clothes. “Fuck fuck fuck.”</p>
<p>“Hrngg.” The man next to him said, slowly waking up. He blinked at Eddie, looking confused, then reached for his glasses, putting them on and blinking owlishly. “Hey,” He said, sitting up. “Are you-”</p>
<p>“Did we sleep together?” Eddie squeaked, jumping up once he could. He looked for his clothes but didn’t see any of them. </p>
<p>The other man stretched then shook his head. “Don’t think so. Maybe. Don’t you remember?”</p>
<p>Eddie shook his head, trying to remember last night. He’d been out with friends, celebrating Mike’s promotion. They’d gone clubbing and Eddie had gotten drunk. Very drunk apparently. </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/185302322867/17-for-reddie-3" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: this is so cute!!, the awkwardness but;;; it good, drabble
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Can one convert to Islam?
<p>absolutely and converts are v lucky because when you convert to islam all of your previous sins are erased and forgiven</p>
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I was the one who sent in 9/19, I meant the 9 w/ secret relationship oops lol
<p><b>Secret Relationship + Kissing in the Rain</b> from <a href="https://reddie4thesinbin.tumblr.com/post/184750350344/trope-combo-list-1" style="">this prompt list</a></p><p>Thanks for the clarification! I’m sorry I fucked up on the list. :S Hope this makes up for it and fulfills all your Reddie fluff dreams. </p><hr><p>The choice to keep their relationship from their friends had been a hard one, but Richie and Eddie were sure it was the right decision. Things were still so new, so tentative, the addition of five other bodies as they tried to navigate their feelings would just add more complication to the fire.</p><p>It’s not like they were planning on keeping it from them forever, just until they were sure this thing between them would even work. If things crumbled within the first few weeks, then there’d be no harm no foul to the group. Richie and Eddie could heal on their own time without the losers feeling like they had to pick sides.</p><p>But those were disheartening ‘what if’s, so Richie and Eddie tried not to dwell on them. Instead, they focused on the exciting aspects of a new relationships. The moments where your fingers accidentally touch and it sends tingles up your arm, or when you catch them watching you from across the room with a gentle smile on their face, or the small kisses you get to exchange that are charged with a type of energy you’ve never felt before. Those are the things Richie and Eddie busied their minds with, even within the presence of the losers when they had to keep their exchanges secret.</p><p>“There’s a bug in my pasta salad.” Stan complained.<br/></p><p>“Mike, why would you put a bug in Stan’s pasta salad?” Bev accused jokingly.<br/></p><p>“I didn’t put a bug in his pasta salad! We’re in the park, it must’ve just jumped in there!” Mike defended.<br/></p><p>“I can’t believe you’d put a bug in poor Staniel’s pasta salad, Micycle.” Richie shook his head in mock disbelief.<br/></p><p>Mike let himself deflate, giving up on his attempt at clearing his name.</p><p>“This is the last time I make food for one of these things.” Mike grumbled with no real fever behind his fit. He shared a little smile with Stan, who had happily agreed to exchange his bowl of pasta salad for Mike’s when he’d offered him his as an apology.<br/></p><p>“I don’t mean to cause alarm but there’s a bug on my sandwich too.” Eddie piped up, lifting up the slice of bread to inspect the small ant that crawled across it, hastily trying to get away.<br/></p><p>“Do not come for me, Eddie. I made those sandwiches with love and care.” Bev responded, leaning forward and flicking the ant off his plate with her thumb and forefinger.<br/></p><p>Richie followed the ant with his eyes, making a crash-and-burn sound effect as it fell to the ground.</p><p>It received a snort from Eddie, which he quickly cut off by clamping his hand over his mouth as his face reddened.</p><p>“Awe, Eddie snorted! Cute cute cute!” Richie tried to pinch at Eddie’s cheeks but was slapped away.<br/></p><p>The conversation shifted back to the topic of Bill’s theory on aliens, before Eddie was interrupted by a buzzing in his pocket.</p><p>He pulled out his phone to see four consecutive texts from Richie. Eddie glanced over at him, but he seemed to be engrossed in a debate about whether aliens had humanoid genitals or genitals of a completely different nature.</p><p>Eddie opened the thread and was immediately forced to school his features before accidentally giving away their secret.</p><p><b>From Trashmouth:</b></p><p><b>snort like that one more time and I S2G kaspbrak</b><br/><b>do u know how hard it is not to kiss u when u giggle like that???</b><br/><b>u adorable little piggy</b><br/><b>I wonder if u squeal like one in bed too…</b></p><p>Eddie was about to type out a response, keen to tease Richie while he had the upper hand, when a drop of water fell against his screen. He squinted up at the sky, observing the dark clouds that seemed to have rolled in from nowhere.</p><p>“Uh, guys…” Eddie tried to speak up as another water drop fell on his cheek.<br/></p><p>“There’s no way they fertilize like fish, Stan!”<br/></p><p>“Why not!?”<br/></p><p>“Because they’re aliens! Not fish!”<br/></p><p>“They’re not humans either but we’re not discrediting the option that they fuck like we do?”<br/></p><p>“Guys I think it’s about to rain-” Eddie tried a little louder.</p><p>“Because no one wants to fantasize about aliens popping out 1000 eggs and having their male counterparts <i>sploot</i> all over them.”<br/></p><p>“Speak for yourself.”<br/></p><p>“Woah, when did this become a fantasy thing?”<br/></p><p>“It’s been a fantasy thing this whole time, Billiam, keep up! Otherwise why would we even be talking about this!?”</p><p>“I, for one, do not want to fuck an alien.”<br/></p><p>“WELL CONGRATULATIONS BEN, YOU’RE BORING.”<br/></p><p>“Guys!” Eddie finally interrupted the cacophony of voices, but before he could supply them with anything, the rain began pouring hard.</p><p>Beverly and Richie both screamed as they bounced to their feet, looking around them as if umbrellas would suddenly sprout from the ground.</p><p>Mike, Bill, Ben, and Stan began furiously packing things up, stuffing half eaten plates of food atop each other in their picnic basket.</p><p>Eddie just watched the chaos, bemused at the spirit with which everyone moved so suddenly. He busied himself with packing up his own bag, and then shoving Richie’s things into his own backpack as the aforementioned continued to run around in the grass with Beverly, yelling up at the sky.</p><p>Once their arms were all overflowing with haphazardly packed things, they began making a beeline for the parking lot. It was still a ways away, but they new the route well. Their feet moved faster as the rain threatened to pour harder, but it was the sudden clash of thunder that caused them all to start sprinting.</p><p>Their laughter mingled with the rain, causing a light hum that resonated through the nearby trees. They could see the beginnings of the parking lot coming into focus in the distance, and Bill picked up speed to run in front of the others.</p><p>“Land ho!” He exclaimed, pointing in the direction they were running.<br/></p><p>Suddenly, Eddie felt a warmth in his hand. He looked down, seeing fingers interlocked with his, and followed them up to a soaked mop of black hair and a cheshire grin. Richie lifted a finger up to his lips before he began pulling Eddie off from the group.</p><p>No one seemed to notice, too caught up in the rain and keeping themselves from slipping on the mud beneath their feet. As Eddie looked back over his shoulder, he saw the rapidly disappearing forms of his friends, still running in the direction opposite from where Richie was leading him.</p><p>Within thirty seconds they came upon a gazebo, hidden behind a small patch of trees just off to the side of where they’d been sitting for their picnic. They ran into it, the sudden shelter from the rain a welcomed surprise. The pattering of the rain could still be heard on the roof, but it was muffled, quieter than it had been moments before.</p><p>They caught their breaths, smiles stapled to their cheeks as they rung as much water as they could out of their clothes, leaving a small puddle beneath them.</p><p>“I saw this earlier when we were hunting for a place to eat.” Richie explained, walked over to the edge of the gazebo and leaning up against one of the pillars.<br/></p><p>Eddie took in the sight around him; it was breathtaking. The gazebo was large, made out of wood but painted a light blue with accents of white. There was a bench to one end, facing out towards the river, painted in the same colors.</p><p>“It’s beautiful.” Eddie noted.<br/></p><p>“Just like you.” Richie responded with not a second lost.</p><p>Eddie turned to him with one eyebrow raised and a smirk.</p><p>“Smooth, you been practicing that one all afternoon?”<br/></p><p>“Mhm, since I saw the thing.” Richie grinned back, slapping the hand railing beside him.<br/></p><p>Eddie laughed, looking off into the haze of rain.</p><p>“You know, I wasn’t lying earlier.” Richie mentioned, drawing Eddie’s attention back to him. “It really is hard not to kiss you every time you laugh.”<br/></p><p>Eddie’s eyes went wide, a blush mottling his cheeks. He watched with close attention as Richie took the few steps towards him, closing the distance between them.</p><p>“It’s my favorite sound.” Richie admitted a little lower, a little shyer.<br/></p><p>Eddie gulped, the lump in his throat hardening as his heartbeat quickened.</p><p>“Well, no one is around anymore…” Eddie let the sentence trail off, his hands coming to rest on Richie’s chest.<br/></p><p>“And thank god for that.”<br/></p><p>Richie leaned in gently, capturing Eddie’s lips in a kiss that warmed them both up despite the chill from their damp clothes. The rest of the world dropped away, piece by piece, sound by sound, until all that was left was the two of them connected.</p><p>Eddie opened his mouth, allowing Richie to deepen the kiss and pull him closer. It wasn’t filthy, or desperate, or yearning like their kisses usually were; this one was something new.</p><p>When they pulled apart, they let their foreheads settle against one another as the blur of the world came back into sight.</p><p>“I think we should tell them.” Eddie whispered nervously.<br/></p><p>“Yeah?” Richie asked, unable to hide the hopefulness in his tone.<br/></p><p>Eddie nodded, pulling back just enough that he could look Richie in the eyes.</p><p>“I don’t see this ending any time soon…” He bit his lip, searching Richie’s face for any indication of his response before it came.<br/></p><p>“Me neither.” Richie’s grin was blinding; goofy and lopsided and perfect.<br/></p><p>“So, shall we go tell them?” Richie extended a hand towards Eddie.<br/></p><p>Eddie took Richie’s hand, heart and soul bounding with excitement from their new revelation. Outside the gazebo the rain had reduced to a trickle, sun finally peaking through the clouds.</p><p>Things felt like they were beginning to settle into where they were supposed to be. The sun was out, the storm had passed, and Richie and Eddie were together.</p>
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If you&#039;re doing requests can I PLEASE PLEASE PELSSE  get a reddie internet friend au??? 💘
<p><b>This… is probably very different than what you wanted. Warning, angst ahead. </b><br/></p>
<p><br/></p>
<p>‘I gotta go,” Richie said, hopping off Stan’s bed. </p>
<p>“Got a date with your internet boyfriend?” Stan asked, watching Richie shrug on his jacket.</p>
<p>He turned back to him, grinning, “You jealous Stanathy?”</p>
<p>“Of  your ‘friend’ who’s probably a 50 year old man? No, not really.” </p>
<p>Richie gave him the middle finger as he left, hearing Stan snort in response. They’d had that talk before, Stan was convinced that Eddie was a creepy old man but Richie was knew he wasn’t. Just because they’d never seen each other didn’t mean that he was a weirdo- probably. Hopefully. </p>
<p>The two had met playing WOW, Richie had watched Eddie clear a whole high level dungeon on his own and decided that he had to meet him. At first Eddie had told him to fuck off but soon they were talking over voice chat and had  swapped numbers, leading to a near endless steam of text between them. </p>
<p>That was nearly 6 months ago and Richie had learned a lot about Eddie since then- that he lived in Maine, that he was around Richie’s age, that he wasn’t in college but wanted to be, that he still lived with his mom. Since Richie rarely shut up Eddie knew even more about him. He knew all about Richie’s classes and job at the cafe, about his roommate Ben and his obnoxiously loud sex with his girlfriend Bev. Eddie knew more about Richie than anyone else and the best part was that he seemed to love hearing about all of it, every small detail. <br/></p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/185271989842/if-youre-doing-requests-can-i-please-please" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Lumax headcannons pls? I love ur blog!!!!
<p>thank you so much!! ily!! 💕 and I love lumax lol so thank you for the ask!!</p><ul><li>lumax is high key a “let’s get out of this town” couple, they love going on long drives together, for both the escape and the adventure </li><li>they switch off who drives bc they both love driving</li><li>max is a speed demon, whereas lucas is much more chill about it lol</li><li>if they can’t leave Hawkins for whatever reason, they have a few little secret places around town where they can be alone together</li><li>they are each other’s happy place 💕</li><li>they’re not big on pda, but they loveee holding hands</li><li>they love being on teams together, but if they’re on separate teams they don’t hesitate to crush each other (lucas learned early on that he never needed to go easy on max)</li><li>max makes breakfast, lucas makes dinner</li><li>they make a game out of doing the dishes almost every night</li><li>they love dancing together in their apartment and bopping to music they both like (they have very compatible music tastes)</li><li>their dates are usually fun, like bowling or go karts, but they also love to just go out to eat together </li><li>they also have v similar taste in movies, so they see a lot together and love having debates about them afterward</li><li>max isn’t one for romance, but lucas likes bringing her flowers and taking her out, and even tho she rolls her eyes it really does make her melt </li><li>they’re one of those tell each other everything couples, partly bc they value honesty but also bc it’s just so easy and natural for them to open up to one another </li><li>wow they’re so in love I love them 🥰</li></ul>
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<p><b>Sex Magic/Sex Pollen + Blind Date</b> from <a href="https://reddie4thesinbin.tumblr.com/post/184750350344/trope-combo-list-1">this prompt list</a></p><p>This combo was so interesting, it really made me wrack my brain to figure out how to meld these two concepts together. My friend Jack actually helped me come up with this idea, so thank you for making us both push the limits of our imagination!</p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19030294">Read On AO3</a></b></p><hr><p>The System had been in place for nearly a decade; the population’s first ever completely computerized dating process. A computer took in all of your data, scanning your life history, your future goals, your medical status, as well as having each client fill out a ten page questionnaire. All of that information was then used to narrow down everyone in their database, giving you your most compatible mate.</p><p>There were two experiences you could choose from; The Classic, which involved a regular blind date, and The Neo, which ended with the release of their patented pheromone gas. Clients who chose the later would get to experience the sensuality and intimacy that usually resulted at the end of a successful date. Clients were able to opt out at any time during the date, if they decide they do not want to go through with the final step. Despite that, however, the public still argued about the morality of the consent issues that could arise from this practice.</p><p>Because of this outrage over the program, The Neo got used less and less over time. What was once new and exciting had now taken a back seat to The Classic.</p><p>Richie Tozier and Eddie Kaspbrak were two of The Neo’s first clients in months. Of course, the company couldn’t tell them that they’d only been paired together because they were the only two participants available, so instead, Richie and Eddie went into a blind date expecting to find their computer generated soul-mate.</p><p><br/></p><p>It was a bright, sunny Friday afternoon when Eddie approached the dating center. He was welcomed warmly, and after reading through and signing all of the consent forms and legal documents, he was lead to a room. The building he’d arrived at was nice, the lobby had been decorated in a way that reminded its clients of why they were there; to find love. However, the room Eddie found himself in was starkly opposite.</p><p>It felt like he’d walked into a hospital. Everything was white, and the air smelt of disinfectant poorly concealed with the artificial smell of roses. In the middle of the room was a small square table, already set up with a table cloth, a candle, and two plates of pasta that couldn’t possibly be fresh. To the side there was a bed, barely big enough to fit two people but obvious in its purpose. Eddie was just considering bailing on this whole thing when he heard the door open behind him.</p><p>He turned to see a tall man stumbling in, eyes darting around the room before settling on Eddie. He was accompanied by the same worker who had brought Eddie in moments ago, but she quickly left with a curt nod, shutting the door behind them.</p><p>The two men stared at each other for one very long, very awkward moment, before the taller man took the lead.</p><p>“Hi, I’m Richie, you’re soul-mate, apparently.” Richie stuck his hand out towards Eddie, a charming but shy smile revealing a set of slightly buck teeth.<br/></p><p>Eddie grasped his hand, shaking it timidly before deciding Richie was decently attractive. Definitely the type of guy Eddie would try and pick up at a bar. He was pleased with the introduction so far.</p><p>“I’m Eddie-” His voice was abruptly cut off by the crackle of a speaker.</p><p>“You’ve got thirty minutes before the gas will be emitted. If at any point before that you wish to end the date, you may discreetly press the button beneath the table, at which point one of our staff will be in to get you. Thank you for choosing The System as your dating course of choice. Good luck at your happily ever after.”</p><p>The voice was monotone, the disclaimer obviously rehearsed and recycled for every new date they supervised.</p><p>Eddie was quick to stifle his giggle, finding the contrast between the person’s lack of enthusiasm and the idea of finding your one true soul-mate hilarious, but unsure of how Richie would take it.</p><p>Surprisingly, Richie laughed unabashedly.</p><p>“Wow, with an introduction like that, how could we <i>not</i> be excited.”<br/></p><p>Eddie let his giggle bubble up, soothed by the knowledge that Richie thought this experiment was turning out just as ridiculous as he did.</p><p>“Do you wanna see how terrible the food tastes?” Eddie asked.<br/></p><p>“Eddie, my dear, nothing would make me happier.”<br/></p><p><br/></p><p>The food was awful, but that much shouldn’t be a surprise. This was a dating service, after-all, not a restaurant. The meals were probably made in giant batches, left to sit out all day and only being stirred or re-heated when necessary.</p><p>They poked at their pasta more than ate it, focusing instead on the conversation that seemed to flow freely between them. So far, Eddie had found out that Richie had recently moved to the city, was an only child but had a friend named Stan who he considered a brother, was trying to become an actor, and had a pet turtle.</p><p>“So, Eddie spaghetti,” Richie said, pointing towards the neglected spaghetti with his fork and a self-satisfied smile. “What led you to sign up for this romantic excursion?”<br/></p><p>There it was, the question Eddie had been dreading. He knew it was going to come up, but hadn’t quite figured out a way to explain without coming across as lonely and desperate.</p><p>The truth was Eddie had gotten to a turning-point in his life very recently, where he’d had to choose between his own happiness and the happiness of others. After years of letting his mother dictate his life, choosing his school, his career, his partner, his <i>sexuality</i>, he’d had enough. But how could he sum that all up without Richie thinking he was a loser?</p><p>“Uhm, I came out recently…” Eddie chose that route; not quite a lie, but not the whole truth.<br/></p><p>“Hey, congratulations!” Richie cheered, clinking his glass of water with Eddie’s before taking a sip. The action caused Eddie to startle, unfamiliar with someone congratulating him on, well, anything.<br/></p><p>“So, you thought this might be the best way to find that special man?” Richie winked, gesturing at himself comically.<br/></p><p>Eddie nodded, a small smile secured across his features.</p><p>“What about you?” He asked, eager to turn the attention away from himself.<br/></p><p>Richie raised his eyebrows, as if he hadn’t been expecting the question to be turned around on him.</p><p>“Oh, uh, well my friends signed me up for this actually.” Richie rubbed the back of his neck. “But, well I guess it’s because I’ve been moping around for the past few months. Bad breakup and all that, you know. They must have decided it was time to get me back out there, and thus, here I am.” Richie gestured to the room around them, bringing their attention back to the bed that sat tauntingly in the corner.<br/></p><p>“Apparently sex is part of getting me back out there.” Richie added, trying to make a joke out of an awkward moment.<br/></p><p>Eddie smiled a little sadly.</p><p>“Well, if this was your friends’ idea, you certainly don’t have to, you know, act on anything. There’s no pressure.”<br/></p><p>Richie’s featured contorted, almost as if he was offended Eddie would even suggest Richie might not want to see this through with him.</p><p>“Thanks for the out, but I hope you don’t mind if I don’t take it.”</p><p>Eddie’s cheeks tinted pink, a bashful smile causing him to tilt his head down.</p><p>“You’ve got a cute smile.” Richie murmured, almost too quiet for Eddie to pick up, before he was suddenly changing the subject.<br/></p><p><br/></p><p>The half hour they had to talk went by quickly, but they still found the time to discuss their entry questions for the program. They found out that they’d answered almost everything entirely the opposite from one another, leading them to question just how the algorithm worked.</p><p>“I still can’t believe you’d prefer a night at an arcade over a horse-back riding lesson for a first date.” Eddie teased, rounding back to the first question they’d been asked on their entry questionnaire.<br/></p><p>“Hey, I stick by my guns; horses are terrifying creatures and I wish never to meet one.” Richie joked.<br/></p><p>“I’ll have to introduce you to my friend Mike. He owns a farm and they’ve got the most gentle horses you’ve ever met. They wouldn’t hurt a fly.”<br/></p><p>The insinuation of meeting up again after this program didn’t go unnoticed. Richie’s grin widened before Eddie realized what he’d said, slumping a bit lower in his chair and bringing the water glass to his lips.</p><p>“You know, if you want.” Eddie added, hiding his own smile behind a gulp of water.<br/></p><p>“Already introducing each other to the friends, huh? Why Eddie, I didn’t know we were that serious.” Richie drawled in a dreadful impression of a southern belle.<br/></p><p>Eddie’s face was flushed, his heartbeat preparing to send him to the hospital, when the overhead speakers came to life once more.</p><p>“We are now commencing part two. Please get comfortable as the gas begins to take its effects. Under the bed you will find anything you might need to make this experience more enjoyable.”<br/></p><p>The two looked at each other with mixed expressions, the tone in the room suddenly thick with anticipation. The faint hissing of gas filtering in could be heard, but after looking around they couldn’t find its source.</p><p><br/></p><p>Richie was the first one to move, pushing himself away from the table and heading towards the bed. He crouched down, reaching under the low bed frame and blindly feeling around until his hand met a box.</p><p>Once it was pulled out in full view, Richie and Eddie’s eyes both widened. The box was filled with an assortment of condoms, different types of lube, and even a few sex toys that were still in the package, marked with bright price stickers that implied if they used them, they were purchasing them to be taken home after.</p><p>“Wow, this is really happening.” Eddie said from where he still sat stock-still in his chair.<br/></p><p>“Only if you want it to.” Richie said firmly, turning to give Eddie a genuine look.<br/></p><p>“I don’t think that’s quite how it works. Soon our hormones are gonna take control and we won’t be able to help ourselves.”<br/></p><p>“Hey,” Richie got up from his perch and walked over to Eddie, kneeling down in front of him and locking on to his gaze. “I will not do <i>anything</i> you don’t want me to. I don’t care what kind of crazy sex magic this is, I can and will hold myself back, if you tell me to.”<br/></p><p>The tightness in Eddie’s chest began to loosen at Richie’s assurance, or maybe it was loosening because of the gas. Either way, Eddie found himself feeling more at ease, more confident, <i>brazen</i>.</p><p>He rose from his seat and passed by Richie, beginning to strip his shirt off as he walked towards the bed.</p><p>Richie was frozen in place, heart beating quickly at the mere sight of Eddie’s back. He was all tan skin and freckles and toned muscles; Richie found himself wanting to trace every curve with his tongue.</p><p>When Eddie’s hands began undoing his pants, Richie shot up and strode over within seconds, stilling Eddie’s hands with his own.</p><p>“Leave some for me, w-will ya?” He tried to joke, dry throat causing him to stumble over his words.<br/></p><p>They couldn’t tell if the heat in the room was rising, or if it was the heat in their bodies. What had felt comfortable moments ago suddenly felt stifling. Getting rid of each other’s clothes became both lust-fueled and an attempt at regulating their temperatures.</p><p>Eddie began finding himself noticing things about Richie he hadn’t before. His hair was not an even shade of black, but rather a meld of dark browns and raven tones. It curled up in ways that made you want to run your fingers through it, and it looked so soft it was tantalizing.</p><p>Richie was noticing similar details about Eddie, like the swoop of his tiny nose and the smattering of freckles that didn’t just dust his cheeks, but scattered across his forehead and down his jaw. Richie followed the freckles down Eddie’s body, eyes glazing over as he took in the delicious planes of bare skin. When his gaze finally settled on Eddie’s cock, pink and perky, he dropped to his knees automatically.</p><p>Clients had to be free of STIs to pass through, so Richie didn’t think twice before taking Eddie into his mouth. The warmth of him on his tongue matched the warmth Richie felt all over, and the weight of the cock grounded him. He found it easy to focus on that and nothing else.</p><p>Eddie let out an unrestrained moan, letting his head tilt back as his fingers wound into that tempting hair. It was just as soft as he’d imagined, and he found himself gathering as much of it as he could in his fists.</p><p>As wonderful as it was to look down and see Richie’s mouth formed around his cock, eyes shut as he sucked with fervor unlike any Eddie had ever seen (or felt), Eddie needed more. His body tingled all over, his hole throbbed for attention, and all he wanted was for Richie to stuff him so full he wouldn’t be able to walk out of this place without assistance.</p><p>“Are you okay with topping?” Eddie struggled through his syrupy thoughts, trying to form a coherent sentence.<br/></p><p>Richie hummed questioningly around Eddie’s cock, sending a shock of vibration up his shaft that had him cursing silently.</p><p>“Richie, are you okay with topping?” Eddie tried again, this time gritting the question through his teeth as his fingers tightened in Richie’s hair.<br/></p><p>He got the same response, and irritation mixing with arousal caused Eddie to yank on Richie’s hair, pulling his head back and leaving him slack jawed and staring up at Eddie.</p><p>“Are you going to fuck me?” Eddie asked, all composure gone from his tone, replaced instead with desperation.<br/></p><p>Richie smirked, raising on shaky legs and pulling Eddie close. Eddie’s hands were still tangled in his locks, causing his arms to rest on Richie’s shoulders.</p><p>“Oh Eds… I’m going to fuck you so hard you’ll be wrecked for anyone else.”<br/></p><p>Richie leaned in, capturing Eddie’s lips in the first of their kisses. It was messy, driven by passion and an intensity that nearly knocked them off their feet.</p><p>Richie began steering Eddie backwards towards the bed, keeping their mouths connected with melding tongues and swallowed moans.</p><p>When Eddie felt the mattress hit the back of his legs, he turned around and crawled across the bed on all fours, lowering his chest until it touched the bed so his ass was in the air. He reached back with both hands, spreading his cheeks and presenting his hole to Richie. It was such an unexpected lewd pose that it nearly had Richie choking on air. Eddie looked like a cat in heat, bearing himself completely to be at the mercy of Richie.</p><p>“You better make good on your promise.” Eddie challenged, his voice a bit breathless.<br/></p><p>Richie grabbed a bottle of lube from the box provided and hastily joined Eddie on the bed, his excitement causing him to stumble momentarily.</p><p>Richie’s chest was tightening, a slow spring getting ready to launch him into the abyss of infatuation. He was already completely taken with Eddie, but now, with the addition of the pheromones, he felt completely consumed by his obsession over this boy.</p><p>Richie was quick to squeeze some lube out onto his fingers, surprised when the smell of cherries drifted up to his nose. He looked at the label on the bottle, seeing it was indeed marketed as cherry flavored, and made a mental note to test it later when he wasn’t so hyper-focused on getting as deep inside Eddie’s guts as possible.</p><p>Richie brought a single digit to Eddie’s hole, admiring for a moment how pink and pretty it was; like a small flower waiting to bloom. He teased around the ring of muscle, enjoying the way the skin twitched in response, before he experimentally began pushing in.</p><p>Richie was surprised as Eddie’s hole essentially sucked him in, pulling him through the warm channel until he was up to his knuckle.</p><p>“I… may have stretched before coming here…” Eddie admitted, wiggling back into Richie shamelessly.<br/></p><p>Richie’s brain was spinning, partially from the gas but mostly from the sight in front of him. Eddie was taking him so well, so eager to be stretched open and fucked good, and boy would Richie deliver.</p><p>After a few pumps and twists of his finger, Richie was already able to add another. In addition to Eddie having already stretched himself, a side effect of the gas was that it relaxed you, loosening your muscles and making your body more pliant. So Richie was able to get three fingers deep in record time, having received not a single complaint from Eddie, but instead continuous encouragement and hip swivels.</p><p>At this point, Eddie was basically fucking himself back on Richie’s fingers, and Richie legitimately considered letting him get off just like that. However, Richie’s own length was feeling ignored, so he shelved that idea for another day.</p><p>Richie removed his fingers, soothing Eddie’s whine with kisses along his back as Richie reached towards the box for a condom.</p><p>“No, n-no condom.” Eddie panted, trying to pull Richie’s hand back towards himself.<br/></p><p>“Wha- are you sure?” Richie asked, despite his heart rate skyrocketing at the idea of being inside Eddie completely bare.<br/></p><p>Eddie nodded, accompanied with a little moan.</p><p>“I want to carry your load inside me for the rest of the day.”<br/></p><p>That’s all the encouragement Richie needed to convince him. He let his forehead rest between Eddie’s shoulder blades for a moment, letting out a shaky breath as he tried to compose himself so he didn’t cum then and there.</p><p>“You are going to kill me if you keep saying things like that.” Richie huffed out.<br/></p><p>Eddie wiggled his ass back against Richie once again, only now that Richie was hunched over him, Eddie was grinding right back into his lap, the thick head of Richie’s cock catching on Eddie’s rim every few seconds.</p><p>“Then shut me up.” Eddie challenged coyly.<br/></p><p>Well, Richie might only last a few seconds, but at least they’ll be a blissful few.</p><p>Richie drew back his pelvis, lining himself up with Eddie and pushing in without hesitation. The resulting moan was wanton, filling the room with a small echo that bounced off the walls. Richie momentarily wondered if these rooms were soundproof, and tried to think back to when he’d been walking through the halls. Had he heard anyone? Were there people listening to his most intimate moments right this second?</p><p>Eddie’s tight heat clenching around him was enough to shake those thoughts from his head. If they wanted to listen, then god bless them, because Richie would put on a <i>show</i>.</p><p>He pulled his hips back before pistoning forward with a vigor that knocked a choked moan out of Eddie. Richie quickly set a tempo that had Eddie unable to keep quiet, making sure to angle himself in a way that he found Eddie’s prostate, and keeping himself aimed towards it with every thrust.</p><p>“Fuck fuck <i>hhhhhnnnnnngggg</i>- so full.” Eddie groaned, reaching one of his hands down to his abdomen and pressing in, as if he might be able to feel Richie within him.<br/></p><p>“So <i>tight</i>.” Richie responded, petting down Eddie’s back.<br/></p><p>“I don’t know if it’s the g-gas but I don’t think I’ve ever been fucked this g-good- <i>oh my god yesssss right there.</i>”<br/></p><p>Eddie was meeting Richie thrust for thrust, the sound of skin slapping together the only thing that could be heard apart from their moans.</p><p>“That’s not the gas- <i>fuck</i>- it’s all m- <i>mmmmmm</i>- all me, baby.”<br/></p><p>Normally Eddie would hate a cocky response like that, but right then it went straight to his cock, causing it to twitch and release a heady string of pre-cum. He could tell he was going to cum soon, could feel the tightening in his balls and the constricting of his abdomen.</p><p>“I’m gonna cum, Richie- ‘m gonna- <i>ahhhhh</i>-”<br/></p><p>Richie reached a hand around to Eddie’s front, grasping his cock in a gentle hold and giving it the attention it craved. Within seconds Eddie was spilling over Richie’s deft fingers, soiling the bed beneath them with waves of his release.</p><p>It took Richie another few minutes to cum, fucking into Eddie’s overstimulated hole to chase his own high. Eddie didn’t complain, didn’t wince away or whine, he just stayed open and willing, a vessel for Richie to get off.</p><p>When Richie finally finished and pulled out, Eddie collapsed on the bed, too far out of his mind to care that he was laying in his own cum, or that Richie’s was dripping out of him.</p><p>Richie lowered himself down beside Eddie, catching his breath as he let his eyes wander over the man’s lithe form. He wasn’t sure what the protocol was after having sex-gas initiated intercourse with a stranger. Did you cuddle? Kiss? Was he allowed to ask him on another date?</p><p>As the gas induced haze started to leave their minds, they became more and more aware of the state of them.</p><p>“Do you think they have showers here?” Eddie’s voice chirped up after a long silence. It was smaller than before, shy, maybe, which Richie thought to be endearing after he’d been begging for Richie to destroy him mere minutes ago.<br/></p><p>“I hope so. I’m not too keen on the idea of walking home covered in my own spunk.”<br/></p><p>Richie heard a small giggle, and when Eddie turned to face him he just about stopped Richie’s heart.</p><p>The smile on his face was radiant, shining up into his eyes and directly into Richie’s soul. Richie nearly missed his next few words, too busy falling so hard he thought he may get a concussion.</p><p>“I’ve always hated that word. <i>Spunk</i>.” Eddie repeated it, scrunching his nose up in disgust.<br/></p><p>Richie wasn’t aware of his hand moving until it was curling a lock of Eddie’s hair around his ear, fingers drifting down to his cheek bone and along his jaw. Eddie’s face fell into a new expression, surprised, but also inquisitive and searching.</p><p>Richie let his hand settle on to Eddie’s neck, thumb grazing back and forth over his jaw. He locked in to those hazel eyes before slowly, carefully, leaning into Eddie’s space and placing a gentle peck on his lips.</p><p>Eddie responded with a light press of his own lips, eyelids fluttering shut only for them to pop back open when the kiss ended before he was ready.</p><p>“Eddie…” Richie took a breath, stilling himself before continuing. “Will you go on a date with me? A <i>real</i> date?”<br/></p><p>Eddie bit the inside of his cheek, trying to keep his grin from showing through. He tried to calm his heart down before responding.</p><p>“On one condition.”<br/></p><p>Richie raised an eyebrow.</p><p>“The food has to be better than that slop.” Eddie nodded towards the table where their forgotten dinner laid.<br/></p><p>“Of course, Eddie Spaghetti.” Richie smiled before recapturing Eddie’s lips.</p>
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Wherlzier have defenitly fucked at a party before
<p>o o f they so would lol. like mike gets really horny right before they have to leave for a party and it makes richie really horny too but he’s like “babeee as much as I want to fuck you rn we can’t be late, we’re bringing the snacks, all our friends will punch us if they don’t get snacks bc we were fucking” so mike concedes, but he’s super pouty about it (and that does not help richies dick go down bc he loves his whiny little brat and he wants nothing more than to fuck that pout off mikes face but they will fr get punched if they’re late so he has to think about those sarah mclachlan commercials so that his dick goes down) </p><p>okay so anyway they get to the party on time with all the snacks, and neither of them are hard anymore thankfully, but mikes suuuper clingy all night and keeps nuzzling his face into richies neck and asking when richies gonna take him home and fuck him, which makes richie hard so he has to do something right then and there before people see his hard on through his pants. most guests aren’t allowed upstairs but it’s bill and dustin’s house so richie and mike get friend privileges and sneak away to the upstairs bathroom. the way richie keeps his hand on mikes lower back makes mike melt.</p><p>so they fuck on the bathroom counter, they’re shirts pushed up and pants around their ankles, and mike is basically fucking himself on richies cock bc he’s so desperate for it. and richie talks so dirty to him, saying things in his ear like “god you’re such a slut, couldn’t even wait til we got home for me to fuck you. you just need your slutty little hole to be filled, don’t you sweetheart?” and the music would be loud enough that mike would just let go and be moaning super loudly, begging for richies come</p><p>then there would be a knock on the door and max’s voice would come through like “can you two hurry it up?” and mike would come all over the sink as soon as the knocking started tbh and oops that’s how they learn that mike has a thing for getting caught </p>
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hi! could i get a cute reddie spin the bottle situation fic?
<p><b>You know, I love this trope and I don’t know if I’ve ever written it before. (also sorry if this is less ‘cute’ than you were hoping for!) TW: Underage drinking. </b><br/></p>
<p><br/></p>
<p>“They’re playing Spin the Bottle downstairs, shall we join them?” Bev asked, gesturing to the basement with her drink. <br/></p>
<p>Richie thought for a second then said, “Only if my dear Eddie Spaghetti joins us!” He looked at the boy next to him on the couch, falling into his lap as he spoke. <br/></p>
<p>Eddie frowned, pushing Richie back up. “I don’t want to play. Kissing random people? Think of all the germs. No thanks.” He crossed his arms and Richie had to resist pinching his cheeks and loudly declaring how cute he looked. He was tipsy but not tipsy enough to use it as an excuse. He’d already picked Eddie up twice that night, spinning him around the small dance floor. Eddie had squealed in protest but then clung to Richie, looking up at him with that mixed expression of love and annoyance that only Eddie could pull off.The one that always made Richie’s heart skip a beat. <br/></p>
<p>So maybe Richie was in love with his best friend. That was fine. He could handle it. He’d been handling it since he realized it in 9th grade, four years ago. Bev and Stan may say otherwise but Richie was fairly certain that Eddie didn’t know and that was what mattered. <br/></p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/185229290207/hi-could-i-get-a-cute-reddie-spin-the-bottle" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Afficher davantage</a></p>
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42. &ldquo;You look really good, by the way.&rdquo;  As Stanverly or Bevchie, but like, one-sided pining? Pre-school dance or something? Is this too specific? OKAY WELL you can choose any ship actually, but 42 is my number!
<p>My dear, wonderful, amazing Xan. I present to you: Stanverly </p><hr><p>It’s always been a tradition, ever since they met. Every year, sometimes multiple times a year, Bev would come over to his house and they would get ready together. Stan was always too uptight, too nervous. She loosened him up, making him dance and smile and relax before Stan’s mom drove them to the school. It was fun. </p><p>Now, though? Now, there’s nothing in the world that can shake Stan’s nerves. His hands shake with each button he does up, with each curl he sets straight. Bev is only a few feet away from him, perched on his bed with a compact mirror in one hand and something in her other. She’s lathering whatever it is on her face and Stan knows he should be grossed out, makeup is weird, but he isn’t. She’s like a goddess painting a masterpiece on her own skin.</p><p>He becomes so wrapped up in watching her through the mirror in from of him that the sound of her voice startled him. “ You’re awfully quiet tonight, Stan.” </p><p>“School dances are lame,” he shrugs and he takes pride in how he doesn’t skip a beat despite the small blush creeping up his ears. </p><p>“You say that every year,” she says, snapping her mirror shut and standing up off the bed. Her dress falls naturally down her pale legs and she looks fucking stunning. Stan averts his eyes almost immediately. His blush is persisting down his next and he knows if she catches him starring he’s done for. </p><p>When did this even happen, anyway? When did she go from one of the guys to the most beautiful girl in the eighth grade? When did he stop breathing around her? When did everything start falling to pieces around him? </p><p>“How do I look?” She spins once, then again and Stan watches her through the mirror again. The bottom of her dress fans out and fuck, this isn’t fair. </p><p>“You look beautiful,” he says, turning around and giving her a dramatic once over for effect. She giggles and his heart almost stops his in chest. </p><p>“Oh!” Her phone buzzes on the nightstand, “that must be Ben!” </p><p>Right. Ben. </p><p>Stan’s been so lost in his own thoughts that he forgot about Ben. The thought of his name alone makes the acid in Stans stomach churn. Don’t get him wrong, he loves Ben like a brother but jealousy has never been a good look on him.</p><p>A few weeks ago, Ben asked Bev to the dance and Bev said yes. Meanwhile, Stan considered throwing himself off the Kissing Bridge. It wasn’t Ben’s fault but it didn’t make it any better. </p><p>“He’s outside,” Bev says but her voice is distant as she stares at her phone. “I should go.”</p><p>Stand on the homes, giving her a tight lipped smile in return. She smiles back and it’s blinding. Then, she is out the door without another word.</p><p>Stan just continues to stand in front of his Marianne, his will to get in the car with his mother getting thinner and thinner by the moment. He almost doesn’t hear Bev come back in the room until she speaks. </p><p>“I forgot my bag,” she says, voice rushed and bright. She turns to leave again but instead of running out like before, she pauses and looks at Stan. She gives him the most sincere look he thinks he has ever seen before getting up on her toes and kissing his cheek. “You look really good, by the way.” And then she’s gone. </p><p>Stan stays still for another century before he goes downstairs to leave for the longest three hours of his life. </p>
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&ldquo;eyes&rdquo; for the WIP game 👀 💕cami
<p>Eyes are the windows the soul, right? I had two for this one but I opted for This Section because I don’t want to spoil the other one lmao</p><blockquote><p>God, her voice is honey suckle smooth and Richie finds himself getting lost in it. Freckles dust her shoulders and face and she doesn’t look washed out under the lights without her stage makeup on. She’s not dancing as she sings, just rocking gently back and forth with her eyes closed. She’s got on hand on her stomach just below her ribs and Richie distantly remembers her telling him about how important diaphragm is for singing. </p></blockquote><p><a href="http://reddie-for-anything.tumblr.com/">Send me a word!</a></p>
Tags: 

Post id: 185023302088
Date: Mon, 20 May 2019 18:32:00
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/185023302088/how-about-family-dont-approve-for-reddie
Slug: how-about-family-dont-approve-for-reddie
Reblog key: 83Gj6ENI
Reblog url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/185021939948/how-about-family-dont-approve-for-reddie
Reblog name: itfandomprompts
how about &ldquo;family don&rsquo;t approve&rdquo; for reddie?
<p>You said ‘family doesn’t approve’ I heard ‘Underworld AU’ Same same, right? <br/></p>
<p><br/></p>
<p>“We’ve got to stop doing this.” Richie said, a small moan escaping him as Eddie’s fangs scrapped down his throat.</p>
<p>Eddie pulled back just enough to look at Richie, his hands still wound in Richie’s hair. “I said that for <i>months </i>and you ignored me.” </p>
<p>Richie could only shrug. It was true but it felt more dangerous now, now that he was free, now that Eddie’s coven was hunting him. Eddie regarded him then leaned in, whispering in Richie’s ear, “I can stop, if you want.” His hand snaked over Richie’s chest, blunt nails scrapping his chest. “Tell me to stop.”  </p>
<p>Instead of words a growl escaped from his throat. Not an angry one but a possessive, predatory one. Richie pushed Eddie against the wall of the small enclosure, the other man’s legs instantly wrapping around him as Richie ground against him. “Don’t stop.” He said, running his nose over Eddie’s neck, breathing in the strange mix of death and roses that Eddie always smelled like. Richie had hated it at first, it felt like a reminder of their differences but now it made his pants tighter, just knowing who it belonged to.</p>
<p>Eddie’s eyes glinted, dark and animalistic. “I won’t.” He arched into Richie, the some rubble falling as he pushed against the wall. “Think these are strong enough for you to fuck me against?” He asked, running his hand over the blocks.<br/></p>
<p>“Only one way to find out.” Richie said, eagerly licking a stripe over Eddie’s Adam’s apple. It was a fair question, they’d broken several small huts already. This place though, this was an abandoned castle, miles from either of their homes. This felt safer, it felt like they were really alone. <br/></p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/184556404892/how-about-family-dont-approve-for-reddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Can I request a teenage Richie trying contact lenses for the first time and Eddie freaking out about how pretty he is. But Richie freaking out because he can see Eddie w/o scratch marks and dirty lenses.
<p>“You don’t get it Bev! He’s gorgeous now! Did you see how blue his eyes are? I lost my chance. People are going to be all over him, they’ll see how attractive he is and everyone will suddenly want to date him.” Eddie whined, flopping onto Bev’s bed. “My life is over.”<br/></p><p>“Eddie, relax. Please. He’s still Richie, he’s not going to instantly change because he got contacts.”</p><p>“You don’t get it!” Eddie sat up,shaking his head. “You didn’t see how everyone was looking at him when we were walking down the hall. Even Greta noticed him. Greta!” Eddie frowned, remembering how she’d looked at Richie, like she was noticing him for the first time. Eddie had noticed him years ago! She had no right to notice him now that he had contacts. </p><p>“But who was Richie looking at?” Bev asked. </p><p>“Me.” Eddie admitted. “But that’s because I was telling him about the trains I saw over the weekend.” He  had started to watch the trains when he needed a break from his mom, much like Stan’s bird book he wrote down the different types he saw. “But he always asks about them.”</p><p>“Eddie, listen, I say this with love- no one likes hearing about your trains in great detail. Richie asks because he likes you, not the trains.”</p><p>He shook his head. He’d rambled the whole time he and Richie had walked, worried that if he stopped talking he would say something stupid about how good Richie looked. Why would Richie like him when he could have anyone now?</p><p>When Richie had shown up at Eddie’s house that morning to drive him to school he’d dropped his backpack- right on his foot. Once Eddie recovered he’d had to stop himself from staring at his friend. Richie hadn’t told anyone that he was getting contacts. He’d just shown up, looking <i>stunning</i>, his bright eyes no longer hidden under thick frames. Eddie had instantly had a panic attack. It had taken him several minutes to remember how to breath. Richie had rushed to him, grabbing his shoulders, and that hadn’t helped. It meant he’d been staring into those stupid blue eyes. </p><p>Eddie swallowed, realizing that Bev was waiting for him to say something. “Really?” He squeaked, not quite daring to believe her. </p><p>“Eddie you dumbass.” Bev said, sitting next to him on the bed. “Yes really, Richie totally likes you. Now, what are we going to do about it?” </p><hr><p>“You don’t get it Stan! I can see him now- all 5’6 of his gorgeousness is being beamed directly into my head!” Richie cried, dramatically falling onto Stan’s bed. “I never had a chance with him. How has he not been swept off his feet already? He’s a pocket sized Greek god. Especially with those thighs? Fuck!” He threw a hand over his head. “My life is over. There’s no way he won’t figure out how I feel now.”</p><p>Stan watched his antics, arms crossed. “Richie, shut up. It’s Eddie, he’s used to you being all over him. Nothing’s changed.”</p><p>“Everything’s changed!” Richie leapt up, shaking Stan’s shoulders. “Don’t you get it? I couldn’t stop staring at him this morning. He was rambling about his trains and I was staring at his perfect pores. Like some lecher. I can’t do this. I’m going back to glasses.”</p><p>“Don’t you dare.” Stan said, pointing a finger at him. “I did not spend an hour on the phone listening to you freak out about touching your eyes to have you go back to glasses right away.” </p><p>“But Stannnn,” He whined. “Even this morning, he was having a panic attack and all I could think about was smashing my lips to his until I sucked the anxiety out!” He thought back to this morning, to Eddie dropping his bag and then starting to hyperventilate. He had no idea what caused the attack but he had moved in 

immediately, grabbing Eddie and trying to help. Of course, that meant he was closer to those perfect lips and big brown eyes. Every part of Eddie was distracting, the only reason he hadn’t seen it before was because of his constantly scratched glasses. “I don’t know what I’m going to do! I have been bested by my one sided crush!”</p><p>Stan rolled his eyes, staring at Richie. “Richie you dumbass. Eddie likes you too.” He stepped back, out of Richie’s grip and looked at him straight on. “Now, what are we going to do about it?” 

</p>
Tags: oblivious dumb babies, and contacts rivhie initiating reddie?, yesssss, drabble, reddie
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Can you please write a really hard core BDSM smut of Wheelzier, &lsquo;m in desperate need
<p>just a lil ~disclaimer~: this is not an instruction manual, pls do your own research if you wanna try any of this!!</p>
<p>try to count how many petnames richie calls mike lmao i lost track</p>
<p><b>words: </b>7,245</p>
<p><b>tags: </b>restraints/bondage, spanking/paddling, degradation, choking, daddy kink, barebacking, aftercare, established relationship</p>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/18876508">read on ao3</a> or below!!</p>
<p><b>notsfw </b>under the cut</p>
<p>Mike smiled to himself as he
watched Richie put away the last of the leftovers from their dinner; he would
never get over the swell of love he felt in his chest when he saw Richie doing
such mundane, domestic things in their apartment - <i>their </i>apartment. “I love you,” he sighed as he walked into the room,
pressing a kiss to Richie’s cheek and wrapping his arms around his waist. </p> <p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/184978525412/can-you-please-write-a-really-hard-core-bdsm-smut" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: nsfw, jesus wowee, wheelzier, cami’s back with smut to kill us all, rough but you know it’s sweet?, and the care.... god so in love
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*slams hands on table* let&#039;s get some head cannons about the losers in a poly relationship, how do they sleep at night
<p>*slams hands on table back* I’VE GOTCHU! This turned into more than just their sleeping arrangements so I hope that’s okay :)</p><ul><li>Okay so these babies all love each other and want to share a bed but they all know that’s not possible</li><li>Especially since Richie kicks in his sleep</li><li>Bill talks in his sleep</li><li>And Beverly is the biggest blanket hog</li><li>So they all kinda trade off!</li><li>They all saved up and eventually purchessed 3 queen sized beds</li><li>Most nights they put two of the calmest sleepers in the same bed  (Stan, Ben, Eddie, and Mike)  </li><li>But The others don’t like the idea of assigned beds</li><li>So they always trade off</li><li>When Beverly, Richie, and Bill share a bed, it’s pure chaos </li><li>When they’re awake, Beverly will be painting her nails, and Bill will be drawing</li><li>Richie asks Bev to paint his nails, so of course she does</li><li>But he gets too impatient and does things while his nails are still wet </li><li>One night he leapt ontop of Bill and got nail polish all over Bill’s drawing</li><li>Richie felt really bad and Bill couldn’t stay mad but for so long</li><li>While they sleep Bill practically lays ontop of Richie and Beverly holds the two</li><li>But by the time they wake up, they’re sprawled out all over</li><li>When mike and Stan share a bed they usually just read and talk</li><li>Lights go out at a reasonable time</li><li>They seem to enjoy spooning the most (switching off who’s the little spoon cause, well, Mike is baby)</li><li>When Ben and Eddie share they love to just talk and talk</li><li>Ben is such a good listener so Eddie can always just vent about his day</li><li>They love to cuddle for a bit but then just lay by each other and look into each other’s eyes (that got real mushy real fast)</li><li>Bill LOVES! Sharing a bed with Mike cause of his big arms!</li><li>Bill is a toothpick and even though he’d never admit it, he loves being held in a vulnerable way</li><li>Bill when in a good mood will straddle his partner before bed and give them a couple of kisses to the face in between giggles </li><li>Eddie loves giving forehead kisses like his life depends on it </li><li>Beverly is a quick but passionate kiss to the lips before bed kinda gal</li><li>Ben will kiss their eyelids right as they’re about to fall asleep before pulling them colse to his chest</li><li>Mike doesn’t really have a preference, as long as he gets a goodnight kiss from all of them, he’ll be happy</li><li>Richie, depending on his mood, will usually make out with them playfully just to fluster them, but he’s also the one to whisper a sweet nothing right before a tender kiss goodnight </li><li>And Stanley loves kissing their cheeks, but he also wants a kiss to the lips</li><li>In other words, these lovelys just want someone to snuggle and kisses goodnight!! </li><li>They all love each other and make sure that each and every one of them knows it!</li></ul>
Tags: hc, poly losers club, so sweeeettttt
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Happy Birthday my dear!!! Hope it&#039;s a great day!
<p>In response to this, have a little fic I wrote on the plane to Italy!</p><p>* * * * *</p><p>Eddie stared at the ceiling of his bedroom, his eyes wet and red rimmed with tears. Every so often, he would turn his head to the window in the hopes that Richie would appear at his window, even though he knew he wouldn’t. If Eddie was in Richie’s position, he wouldn’t show up at his window either.</p><p>His phone, which was sitting on his bedside cabinet, buzzed and Eddie scrambled to pick it up, his eyes filling with more tears as he read the text which had come from Stan.</p><p><i>Never thought you’d ever do something like that, Eddie. </i></p><p>A sob bubbled up in his throat and he covered his mouth to quieten himself. The last thing he needed was his mother rushing in thinking he was ill. Or maybe he did, if he acted sick enough she would keep him off of school. </p><p>Suddenly his phone lit up again with an incoming call from Beverly. With shaky fingers, Eddie unlocked his phone and answered the call, bringing the device up to his ear, “H-hello?”</p><p>“You have one minute to explain yourself. Stan might not want to hear you out, but I do. So go.”</p><p>One minute to explain himself. “I didn’t want it-” he started, the words just spilling out. “Bev I swear, I swear I didn’t want it. I was just getting a drink and …and the next thing I know Bill’s tongue was down my throat. I didn’t want it. I was in shock. I love Richie, you know that, <i>he</i> knows that-”</p><p>“I don’t think he does, Eddie,” Bev cut him off, but her words were less harsh than before. “Was Bill drunk?”</p><p>Eddie swallowed, wiping his eyes. “I- I don’t know, I think so? I could smell vodka off of him. He- he was angry when I pushed him away. He- he was under the impression I was with Richie to make him jealous. Which isn’t true! It’s not true Bev I swear. Please tell Richie that, please!” He was panicking now, his breathing picking up as his hand rummaged in his drawer for his inhaler.</p><p>Which wasn’t there.</p><p>“Hey, Eddie calm down, it’s okay-“ Bev started but Eddie wasn’t listening. He couldn’t find his inhaler, he had no idea where he put it last. He was sure he had it at the party. </p><p>“Fuck- fuck fuck, Bev I- I cant breathe.” Eddie gasped down the line. “I c-can’t b-breathe.”</p><p>There was some shuffling on the other end of the phone, Bev’s voice sounded as though it was miles away. Then, a new voice came on the line, a familiar voice. Richie’s voice.</p><p>“Eds. Hey, hey, baby can you hear me?”</p><p>A harsh sob broke out of Eddie’s throat as he heard Richie’s voice and he gripped onto his phone tight. “C-can’t find- find my inhaler- Rich I- I can’t b-breathe.” </p><p>“I have your inhaler remember?” Richie spoke soft down the line. “You gave it to me because you didn’t want to lose it.” Eddie squeezed his eyes shut because that was right. “Deep breaths for me, okay? Breathe in and breathe out. In and out.”</p><p>Slowly, Eddie sucked in a deep breath, using Richie’s voice as his anchor. Soon, his breathing returned to somewhat normal, and he was nothing but an exhausted wreck on the floor of his bedroom. “I- th-thank you.”</p><p>There was silence on the other side and Eddie thought maybe Richie had hung up, but then Bev was back. “See you tomorrow Eddie.”</p><p>“No- no wait-” It was too late, Bev had ended the call and Eddie was alone in his room once more.</p><p>Eventually he picked himself up off the floor and slipped under the covers, flicking through some pictures on his phone of him, Richie and the other losers at their senior class trip last week. Another tear slipped down his cheek and he tossed his phone onto the floor, wrapping his arms around his pillow. </p><p>It could only have been a few minutes of trying to sleep before Eddie was wide awake once more to the sound of his window being pushed open. He didn’t dare turn around as he heard his close again and the rustling of clothes before the bedsheets were pulled back and a familiar pair of arms were tugging him backwards into an embrace.</p><p>“Richie?” Eddie croaked out, voice trembling. A hand made its way into his hair and the other interlocked with one of his own. </p><p>“Yeah, it’s me,” Richie breathed and Eddie turned around so they were face to face.</p><p>He opened his mouth to speak, but he didn’t manage to get a single word out as Richie closed the distance between them, his fingers cupping Eddie’s cheeks, thumbs brushing over the skin lightly. It took a few moments, but Eddie kissed back with just as much energy as Richie was giving, even though he was exhausted. “I love you,” he whispered when they parted.</p><p>“I love you, too.” Their noses nudged together and Eddie reached down to take Richie’s hand, playing with his fingers. “I’m going to punch Bill next time I see him.”</p><p>“I won’t blame you,” Eddie breathed, settling his head into the crook of Richie’s neck. “You believe me, right? That I didn’t mean it.”</p><p>“Of course I do,” Richie answered without missing a beat. “I’m sorry I ever made you believe I didn’t trust you with everything I have. I was just…so mad. I had to get out of there before I really hurt Bill.”</p><p>Eddie closed his eyes, nodding just a little. His exhaustion was winning. “Stay?”</p><p>“Always.”</p><p><br/></p><p>* * * * *</p><p><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mYXFnbPANm7HKoB6BKqk9cg">@richietoaster</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mtkw7LyzvzPVM1AKQHoGd1w">@tozier-boy</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m8dO457pCQ4NlxJq5xq9B_w">@eds-trashmouth</a>  <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mSh2coWJArJ2cexpkg_kkgw">@fucking-reddie</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mnaLR7KSEiKd7wDuqN4pUsw">@strange-reddie-loser</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mjbn-PQ4hKr8UUH2EyH2E_Q">@eds-kas</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m05H45AEKZXVU4gCXlBY4cg">@propertyofthelosersclub</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mLAnSdrUcmXDdmeB6OUamMg">@its-stranger-than-you-think</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mi8SeJSOIdSexcBX9U5UGjw">@yes-dillman-yes</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mnsa8pPAd6UTfi83WHtyaKQ">@totaltozier</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mNF87U8T-i9-ef1VZ_YV0KQ">@reddietofall</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mj8FaTn4OeMj9IKi2vWfG3w">@reddietofight</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mgABSdRO47ONWxElxEvJtOQ">@reddie-to-fight</a>  <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mjt7hjy8wRZQVoQgU7Z3cNQ">@hypnoidvoid</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mgRRVgbv-ZBpNrTDgN9cOdQ">@imeddie</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m6cEfMx-pTrajJGPHapVrdg">@reddie-eddie-spaghettie</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mPaNORurW87Zv3dSWWie00A">@bitchbrak</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mzxjVkrAU4BNKUIC-Rn2Cqg">@reddieways</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m-KJMDfu25A9owsPU4dcKEg">@maximusfraker</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/moueoYqCzHbdvOZeLsFzLtw">@jem-carstairs-is-perfection</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mf8SkdIeAldnjD3rQgY93Tg">@thejadeazalea</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mrU0Rn9aVPTc2GJZ3liD72Q">@reddie-eddie-spaghetti</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mcdY9fIF9pGwHcV4LTLwIgQ">@halfway-happy353</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mCpnS7TxPu4OA7aHzH2WsFg">@ellomello16</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mnB6mpnyX7D7C_kPFUhT0Tw">@lili-back-from-the-dead</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A">@tinyarmedtrex</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mz-qT2GvPqSa2R9fMIWw6ZA">@cacti-cool</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m-K7Xrua2LhDLC7g0FKRUVw">@inthebreadbinwrites</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m5MoaYrhyujKfmFOd_HJgvw">@kat-ships-everything</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mlVu5FshVyJXdllSNDqjiKA">@takeourpure</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/muw9KoTAI8o_yaWf4GrI3XQ">@lo-v-ers</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/myNd8XWL_LBF9Vg-wgQgbNQ">@mrs-vh</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mb28mSCWoRwg18Ts7CGpbtw">@studpuffin</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m6roUyvH8-ivpXzTGiBAVqg">@aizeninlefox</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mbBTSrwfGZf9lCMAPLO5F7w">@reddie-for-anything</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mIVW6uFqHFBtJrKvXXpneSg">@adhdtozier</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mnUIrsGnRzSusna96zT81rw">@trashmouthtozierr</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m1Flxr1QtWdJiMLldfhM4eA">@stephenskings</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mYNLz77yHWt-s1_yQNt_vpQ">@girasol-eddie</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mw3_nGKV_gdaDY1HYav3l4Q">@bi-bi-richie</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mZ1WumW5UKLN0jWYWQQNm2A">@honeybeehanlon</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/msIMruVE3bDglr4jdxjrK9w">@mars-14</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m2L6u5wjsE517pRjixALtBg">@hawkinsbabes</a> </p>
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Reddie? With a messy declaration? Please?
<p>“It’s too late Bev, he’s getting married in-” Richie glanced at the clock, “45 minutes. I lost my shot.” </p>
<p>Bev tsked at him, shaking her head. “You never lost your shot, you just never took it. He spent all of his bachelor party on your lap. Don’t you think that means something?”</p>
<p>“That he only likes me when he’s drunk?” He asked sadly. </p>
<p>She smacked his shoulder. “That you’re the one he wants when he stops thinking about it.” She pursed her lips. “None of us like Myra. I don’t think Eddie even likes her. Even if he doesn’t want you he doesn’t deserve to be stuck with her.” </p>
<p>Richie groaned, letting his head fall into his hands. “I have to say something don’t I?” </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/184964555322/reddie-with-a-messy-declaration-please" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Reddie * 3 &amp; 18 🥰😘
<p>

<b>Fake Dating &amp;  Love Confession</b>

<br/></p>
<p>“Eds? Oh Edddsss darlllinnggg,” Richie called out, looking around the dark house. “I know you’re hommeee.” He scaled the stairs, still searching for Eddie. He forgot how big the house they shared with the other losers was. It wasn’t often that he had to climb the stairs or go down to the basement but Eddie wasn’t in his room so Richie was forced to search all over.</p>
<p>“Where the hell is he?” He asked himself, standing in the kitchen, hands on hips. He’d looked all over for the other man but he wasn’t anywhere inside the house.  He snapped his fingers, realizing exactly where he was, and went outside. There Eddie was, lying in the bottom of their empty pool, staring up at the stars.</p>
<p>“I’ve been looking for you.” Richie told him, climbing down the wall and laying next to him. </p>
<p>“I heard.” Eddie said, not looking at him. “Your yodeling reached out here.”</p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/184907209757/reddie-3-18" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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au where richie is a sign language interpreter   or  au where eddie is a boxer
<p>Aw I love both of these! I went with the first one because we need more sign language AUsin the world. <br/></p><ul><li>Growing up, Richie was told he talked too fast and too much. He was constantly told to slow down and enunciate. <br/></li><li>So what does our boy do once he gets to college? He learns sign language. Bev convinced him to give it a try, saying it’ll make him think more about his word choices. <br/></li><li> And it does, sorta. At first, it forces him to slow down because he has to work to remember the word (or to finger spell it, that takes forever.) <br/></li><li>But once he gets it, damn, now he’s as quick with his fingers as he is with his mouth.</li><li>(yes he makes all the sexual innuendos about that that he can. Believe me). <br/></li><li>Fast forward a few years. Richie loves sign language, loves how it lets him communicate with more people (all the dirty gestures are a bonus). <br/></li><li>He starts working as an interpreter, going wherever people need him. <br/></li><li>One place is a local theatre, where he signs what the actors on stage are saying. <br/></li><li>One day he’s called in to work and finds that the person he’s signing for is a cute guy, around his age. <br/></li><li>(cute?? okay this guy is a literal angel. Richie tries and fails not to stare)</li><li>The play starts and Richie is signing, standing off to the side so the guy can still see the play. <br/></li><li>But it’s Richie and he can’t help but add commentary. Maybe he’s trying to impress the guy a little. <br/></li><li>And his heart soars whenever the man giggles at his jokes. <br/></li><li>People keep glancing at them, trying to figure out what’s so funny but Richie ignores them, he just wants to see that smile again. <br/></li><li>At intermission the guys stands and signs his name (Eddie) and asks how much of that was actually in the play. <br/></li><li>Richie admits not much, a little worried that Eddie will be upset. <br/></li><li>But he’s not, he just smiles again and asks Richie how he got this job. <br/></li><li>Richie explains and they talk through the intermission. He finds out that Eddie has been deaf since birth and that he’s a master of lip reading but also that Eddie is funny and snarky. <br/></li><li>Oof, our boy is smitten. <br/></li><li>The play starts again and Richie notices that now Eddie’s attention is 100% on him, not the play. <br/></li><li>And god, he can’t stop staring at this cherub in front of him. <br/></li><li>The play ends and Richie can’t stand the idea of never seeing Eddie again so he asks, as the actors take their bows, if he can take Eddie out sometime. <br/></li><li>Eddie grins and signs back, ‘Thought you’d never ask.’ <br/></li></ul><p><i>Send me an AU and I’ll write some HC</i><br/></p>
Tags: reddie, hc
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15 (turned evil/dark au -BUT LIKE IN A CAMPY NON ANGSTY WAY BLEASE???-) and 23 (interrupted kiss) for any pairing of your choosing, or hanbrough!
<p>This isn’t super campy but it’s not angsty? So it counts? Also it’s bichie bc I think it worked better (hopefully you agree!)</p>
<p><br/></p>
<p>Richie groaned and turned to look at his clock. It was 3am, why the hell was someone knocking on his door. Grumbling to himself he stood, knowing that he needed to stop the persist knocks before one of his neighbors complained. </p>
<p>When he got to the door he looked out the peephole, seeing Bill on the other side. Opening the door he asked, “Bill? What the fuck?” </p>
<p>“I need to talk to you.” Bill said quietly. </p>
<p>He rubbed his eyes and nodded, opening the door wider so he could come in. But Bill didn’t move. “Well?” He asked.</p>
<p>“You have to invite me in.” The other man whispered.</p>
<p>“You’ve been over a thousand times.” He replied, not wanting to play this game. </p>
<p>Bill shook his head. “You have to.”</p>
<p>With a dramatic sigh Richie swept his hand out, “Bill would you like to come in?”</p>
<p>Bill nodded, finally stepping in and Richie could finally close his door. He turned to Bill, “What is to important that you woke me up at 3? If it’s a book break through I swear-”</p>
<p>“I’m a vampire.” Bill said, interrupting him.</p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/184894591562/15-turned-evildark-au-but-like-in-a-campy-non" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Catagory A: #2. Next Door Neighbors and #30 for catagory B; Hanzier?
<p><b>Next Door Neighbors + Suddenly Flustered</b> <b>Because of a Particular Outfit</b> from <a href="https://reddie4thesinbin.tumblr.com/post/184750350344/trope-combo-list-1">this prompt list</a></p><p>Richie Tozier had twig arms; this was just a fact. You don’t grow into a beanpole and not have the appendages to match. Richie had accepted long ago that he was just going to be a lanky, kinda awkward looking guy. He’d made peace with it, especially when he realized that girls kinda have a thing for guys over six feet.</p><p>However, what he couldn’t accept was that he was no longer able to pick up his 5 year old cousin, who’s favorite place to be was alongside Richie. The last time he’d visited her, he’d tried to lift her up into the air to play airplane, and had nearly dropped her in the process. He decided in that moment that he’d start working out.</p><p>Which brought him to the present day, trudging down the hall of his apartment building that led to the gym. When he’d applied for the apartment, its gym wasn’t one of the selling points Richie had focused on. Now, however, he was glad he didn’t have to waste money on a gym membership he’d probably forget about in a month.</p><p>He pulled the large double doors open to find a seemingly empty room, smaller than he’d expected but still generously packed with equipment. As he entered, he heard the faint sounds of clanking metal and heavy breathing. The only kind of heavy breathing Richie was used to hearing was after sex, or when he had to run to catch a bus and his lungs threatened to give out.</p><p>This breathing was calculated though, gruff, if breathing could even be such a thing. Richie followed it to the back of the gym, turning a corner to find himself right next to the man in question.</p><p>Surprising to Richie, he actually knew the guy. He was Richie’s next door neighbor, renting the apartment directly to the left of Richie’s. The man had always been a great neighbor; he never played his music too loud, or had late nights where he talked loudly with his friends. He always smiled kindly at Richie when they passed by one another, or gave him a curt nod on the mornings when they were both leaving for work at the same time, bleary eyed and still half asleep.</p><p>He looked different this time though, his usual business appropriate attire switched out for gym clothes. He wore a pair of nylon black shorts, tiny enough to show off the curves of his defined thigh muscles. Richie allowed himself a moment to appreciate them before moving higher. On his top he was wearing a low scooping tank top, the arms and neckline of which seemed to be stretched purposefully wide to bring attention to his toned torso and muscled arms, which were lifting barbels bigger than Richie’s head. The view was a dream, and it left Richie more flustered than he’d like to admit.</p><p>“Uh… hi?” He heard a deep voice say.</p><p>Richie snapped out of his trance, suddenly very aware of how creepy he looked standing in a near-empty gym, staring at the only other guy there.</p><p>“Hi! Uh- I’m neighbor, your Richie! I mean, Richie, your neighbor. Unless you want me to be your Richie, in which case, please give me the dignity of trying this again.”</p><p>There was a pregnant pause between Richie’s rambles ending and the man reacting, but once he did Richie let out a relieved sigh.</p><p>The man’s laughter was warm, unrestrained and all encompassing. It made Richie feel like he might melt into the floor.</p><p>“Yeah, I recall that face of yours greeting me on early mornings.” Mike responded.</p><p>“Yeah, that’s me! That’s my face!” Richie said excitedly. “I, haven’t actually seen you around the last few months. It seemed like we had almost the same schedule for a while.”</p><p>“Yeah,” the man started hesitantly, lowering his barbels to the floor. “Uh, I got fired actually.” He chuckled awkwardly, lifting a hand to the back of his neck and rubbing it.</p><p>“Fuck, oh wow I’m so sorry. I have a tendency of putting my foot in my mouth, but it usually doesn’t happen this early in conversation.” Richie tried to apologize, the awkwardness seeping into his own tone.</p><p>“No, it’s okay, really. The place I was working wasn’t really my scene anyway. Too many stuffy business men that cringe at the mere mention of liberal politics. Not exactly the ideal place for a gay black man to spend his adult life. Besides, I’ve got a better gig now, I’m DJing part-time at a friend’s club.”</p><p>Richie’s eyes lit up. Okay, so this guy was openly gay, confident enough to mention it to a near stranger, <i>and</i> he was a DJ. Richie was swooning so hard he thought he might fall over.</p><p>“Wow, shit, I’m going into detail about my job history and I haven’t even officially introduced myself. I’m so sorry- I’m Mike.” Mike extended a hand, a kind smile gracing his lips.</p><p>When Richie shook his hand he wasn’t able to miss the stir in his stomach.</p><p>“By the way, have I ever thanked you for being such a considerate neighbor? I mean, I’ve lived in a lot of places and there’s usually at least one thing you can find to hate your neighbors for. You’re always so quiet, it’s like I live next to a ghost sometimes.” Richie was scraping the bottom of the barrel for topics to talk about, but now that he had Mike actually conversing with him, he couldn’t let it stop.</p><p>“Trust me, I’ve also had my fair share of terrible neighbors, that’s why I try to not be one. I’m glad to hear I’m doing a good job.” Mike chuckled.</p><p>Richie looked down, suddenly rethinking every time he’d ever possibly been loud in his apartment. Was he one of the bad neighbors? Was <i>he</i> part of the fair share?</p><p>“Don’t worry, you’re pretty considerate too.” Mike commented, sensing Richie’s panic. “The only time I ever hear you is when you’re playing Cher in the morning, and I can’t even be mad at it because I <i>do</i> believe in life after love.”</p><p>Richie’s face faded into embarrassment, only quelled by the smile Mike was giving him.</p><p>“And with <i>that </i>mortification, I should probably let you get back to your workout…” Richie gestured towards Mike’s abandoned barbells.</p><p>“I’m never bothered by a cute guy interrupting my workout.” Mike responded smoothly.</p><p>Richie felt like everything inside him stopped all at once, a stall in the system for only a moment, but long enough to make his heart skip. He sputtered for a response before Mike too over.</p><p>“Not to assume you’re into guys, but I’ve got to shoot my shot here. Would you let me take you out sometime?”</p><p>Richie malfunction, completely and totally shutting down. Without another word he turned on his feet and fled the room, running the entire 14 flights of stairs to his apartment for fear that if he stopped for even a moment, Mike would be right behind him.</p><p>He slammed his apartment door closed, locking it for good measure and sinking to the ground before erupting into a breathless fit of giggles.</p><p>Once he calmed down, he allowed himself to think up a plan. Running away after someone asked you out probably didn’t send the best message, but he’d been overwhelmed, okay? Now it was time for damage control… and hopefully time to secure a date.</p><p>He paced around his apartment all night, too hyped up from the butterflies of a new crush to notice the hours trickling away. It wasn’t until he heard music filtering through the walls that he looked to the clock on his dresser.</p><p>It was 5:45am, and the familiar sound of Cher’s ‘Believe’ was coming from Mike’s apartment.</p><p>His excitement grew tenfold as he grabbed the note he’d written at some point during the night, and exited his apartment. He walked the few steps over to Mike’s door and slipped the note underneath, knocking on the wood quickly before sprinting back into his own apartment.</p><p>The music stopped along with Richie’s heart, and he waited a few agonizing minutes before his cellphone chirped.</p><p>He opened the text from an unknown number, reading it over three times before throwing his phone to his couch and yelling triumphantly, admittedly much too loudly for 6:00am.</p><p>After he’d gotten it out of his system he walked back over to the couch, curling up on the cushions and reading the text over and over again until he fell asleep.</p><p><b>Pick you up at 7:00. :)      - Mike</b></p>
Tags: adorable!!!, hanzier, drabble
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&ldquo;The way you smile like that always turns me on,&rdquo; for Reddie?
<p>Eddie watched as his boyfriend spun the phone around, giving him a tour of the cabin where he was staying. “It’s pretty cool.” Richie said, walking through the kitchen and into the den, where some of his cousins were watching a movie. They waved at Eddie and made kissing sounds at Richie. He flipped them off before continuing. <br/></p>
<p>“It’s huge.” Eddie commented, trying not to get motion sick from Richie’s terrible camera work.</p>
<p>The phone turned and it was back on Richie’s face, “That’s not the only thing that’s huge baby.” He said with an exaggerated wink. <br/></p>
<p>Eddie scoffed and rolled his eyes. “In front of your family? Really?”</p>
<p>Richie shrugged, “I can’t turn it off Eds. It just flows out of me, like diarrhea.” <br/></p>
<p>“You’re disgusting.” <br/></p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/184898650722/the-way-you-smile-like-that-always-turns-me-on" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Okay I have the most random thought but could you write Richie and Eddie doing a duet to Endless Love by Lionel Richie and Diana Ross, I know you&#039;ll do it justice and I can&#039;t get it out of my head!
<p>This is random but I also adore it. <br/></p>
<p><br/></p>
<p>“Hey, um-” </p>
<p>Richie looked up, seeing a nervous blond angel standing next to him, playing with the cuff of his sweater. He stopped talking when Richie looked at him so he flashed a hopefully charming grin. “Go on cutey, I’m eager to hear what brought you to me.” Richie replied, propping his elbows up on the small table and thinking that he had almost given up on the night. He and Bill had slipped into the small bar after work, not realizing it was karaoke night. True to form, Richie had sang several songs and was now nursing a beer and giving Bill shit about how his weekend plans included a farmer’s market and weeding.</p>
<p>Next to him, Bill scoffed, annoyed with Richie’s immediate flirting. Richie ignored him though, focusing on the cute guy. </p>
<p>“My friends-” He nodded to the left, where two people were pretending (poorly) not to be watching them. “Think that we’d sound really good singing together and dared me to invite you to do a duet with me.” He finished, looking at Richie then covered his face with his hands. “This is so stupid. I’m mortified. I only came over because Mike said he’d pay for my drinks for the rest of the night.”</p>
<p>Richie chuckled, completely enamored by this guy and his embarrassment. He took the guy’s hands and pried them off his face. “I’ll do it on two conditions.”</p>
<p>Looking relieved and cautious the angel asked, “What are they?”</p>
<p>“One,” Richie held up a long finger. “I pick the song.” The guy nodded. “Two, you tell me your name. Unless you want to be called ‘cutey’ and ‘baby’ all night.”</p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/184389834402/okay-i-have-the-most-random-thought-but-could-you" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: oh so cute!!, drabble, reddie, meet cute
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i wanted to write out a situation where eddie realizes he has feelings for richie. alright this is gonna have eight parts: richie finally gets a girlfriend (maybe her name&rsquo;s like jessica or smth) and is so excited about it that he introduces her to the losers literally the day after they get together. they&rsquo;re all at bill&rsquo;s house chilling on the porch when richie arrives with his girlfriend (1/8)
<p>and he has the biggest smile on his face and is just like, “girlfriend, this is everyone. everyone, this is my girlfriend. i have a girlfriend. did i mention that? because i have a girlfriend. this is her. she’s my girlfriend.” &amp; all of the losers are really happy about it and greet her with open arms, even eddie, but he feels this weird tightness in his chest then shrugs it off. the rest of the day is just the seven of them sitting there and talking and richie’s doing boyfriend things (2/8)</p> <p><a href="https://belbys.tumblr.com/post/184844818418/i-wanted-to-write-out-a-situation-where-eddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: OHH YESSSSS, hc, this is a wonderful au
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maybe you&rsquo;ve wrote it already, but how would wheelzier meet? what&rsquo;s their first date, what draws them to each other? i think it&rsquo;s an interesting ship!
<p>the fun thing about crossover ships is that they’re automatically aus, so there’s so many ways for them to meet!! my personal favorite for wheelzier tho is that they meet through max, like she’s friends w both of them before they meet each other. I think their first date would be something fun, like going to a fair or something, because richie hates boring first dates and honestly mike finds typical coffee shop first dates kind of awkward. like imagine their first date they go on a roller coaster together?? richies philosophy is THATS how you get to know someone. and I think richie would be attracted to mike bc he’d think he was cute, like mike would be all blush wearing his little sweaters or short sleeve button ups and he’d get moody but he also had the cutest giggle when richie got him to laugh, he’d think mikes pout was the cutest thing, second only to his smile. honestly I think mike would be surprised to find richie attractive bc he’s real loud which normally puts mike off, but mike can’t deny that he’s funny, and he’s actually really smart, he’s just not obnoxious about it. also mike definitely thinks richie is hot, and he melts whenever richie touches him or even just lets his arm rest on the back of the booth they share at a restaurant while out with their friends. richie would smell so good too, maybe a tad too much cologne, but mike would be so into it. and richies hands, mike would be obsessed with richies hands. mike would be all awkward and flustered around richie, which richie would find adorable. but mike also really likes richie, so he asks him about his interests, and he actually listens and cares, which takes richie aback. richie has big dreams, and mike is one of the few people who says that’s awesome and doesn’t laugh or patronize richie or encourage him to think smaller. richie admires how genuine and honest mike is.</p><p>wow I really could go on forever about wheelzier lmao thanks for the ask!! 💕</p>
Tags: wheelzier, hc
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Help me I&rsquo;m being hit on at a bar please be my fake boyfriend for a second + reddie?
<p><i>Sorry for the wait on this anon! Hope you like it! :)</i></p>
<p><b>Warnings: Harassment; NSFW-ness toward the end</b></p>
<p><b> </b></p>
<p>Eddie sighed softly as he wandered down the sidewalk, hands tucked into his coat pockets. The January air was icy, nipping at his exposed face and turning his cheeks and ears red. He vaguely registered how cold he was, but the sensation was pushed aside in favor of the conversation repeating over and over in his mind on an unending loop.</p>
<p><i>It’s disgraceful, Edward. How could you do this to me?</i></p>
<p>He scuffed his shoe against the ground as he waited to cross the street.</p>
<p><i>It’s filthy. It’s disgusting. You do </i>not<i> like boys like that; I know you don’t.</i></p>
<p>He remembered telling his mom just how much he <i>did</i>, getting some sort of perverse pleasure from the grunt she’d responded with, as though he’d hit her. He’d hoped that maybe she could feel some small measure of the pain her words were inflicting on him.</p>
<p><i>Don’t come home until you decide to shape up and be normal.</i></p>
<p>The conversation wasn’t surprising. In fact, he and Mrs. Kaspbrak had had it out like this more than once. He knew he should just block her number and stop talking to her. He knew his friends would love him to finally tell his mom to go to hell. But…it was harder than it seemed. She was still his mother. And he still remembered younger days when things had been so much happier between them.</p>
<p>Before he’d discovered all the lies and everything went to shit.</p> <p><a href="https://reddieandgoodnight.tumblr.com/post/185101550828/help-me-im-being-hit-on-at-a-bar-please-be-my" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: this is!!, so!!, fuckin adorable!, fic rec, soft!, ughh it’s like a meet and fall in love of your dreams
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for the kiss prompts: #4 w mileven? ily 💕
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/18638713">On AO3</a><br/></p>
<p>Lying face to face on the narrow couch, El could feel her one arm falling asleep beneath Mike’s weight. The other was free, though, and she had the backs of her fingers brushing back Mike’s hair over his ear. His eyes were watching her, roaming over her face intently. They often did this. Looked. Studied. El less so, because she’d actually been able to see Mike. While she was gone. Locked up in her tower.</p> <p><a href="https://whatdidisayhoney.tumblr.com/post/184516339675/for-the-kiss-prompts-4-w-mileven-ily" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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25 + Stanlon &lt;3
<p><b>Librarian/Avid Reader AU (from <a href="https://honeybeehanlon.tumblr.com/post/185023582124/send-me-a-ship-and-a-number-and-ill-write-a-short">this</a> list)</b></p><p>It was like clockwork. Every day at 5 o’clock, Mike would watch those pretty blonde curls and long overcoat stride into the school library, one hand always carrying a thermos and the other holding books to be returned.<b><br/></b></p><p>He wouldn’t say much, either of them for that matter. Mike’s shifts were relatively the same given his class schedule, and from the looks of it, so were the stranger’s. They had met eyes from time to time across campus, never once saying a word. Just… looking, scoping the scene, getting a feel for the layout, etcetera, etcetera.</p><p>Every day at five o’clock, Mike would look up from his computer, smiling politely at the matching blue eyes and robin’s egg blue overcoat, almost Tiffany blue but not quite. He would get a smile back, a cordial nod would be shared before the stranger would drop off his books and head upstairs, presumably to study. </p><p>And, like clockwork at midnight, right as Mike would begin to close everything up, the same beautiful man would come down the stairs. A parting nod would be shared between them before they parted ways for the night. </p><p>However, on this rare occasion, Mike didn’t see a pretty blue overcoat begin to make its way downstairs. He wouldn’t have thought much of it, but he did see it enter that afternoon. With a thoughtful hum, Mike got up from his seat, beginning to make his rounds about the first floor, checking to make sure all the computers were off and the patrons had left. </p><p>After the first floor, Mike made his way to the second, repeating the same routine. He was clicking through a computer that wasn’t shut off all the way, exiting out of tabs and shutting the contraption down when something over the monitor caught his eye. </p><p>It was a familiar head of blonde curls, hunched over a table, obviously buried in his work. Mike pretended he didn’t notice. He wasn’t supposed to have patrons stay later than the anticipated hours, but he didn’t want to have to kick him out, feeling that it would cost him a chance at an actual conversation with him. </p><p>From the monitor, Mike was able to catch a glance of the beautiful stranger, a small smile coming to his face as he admired him. His eyes were almost as blue as his coat; his curls were shiny, almost perfect. Mike swore he looked like a cherub. </p><p>It wasn’t until the screen turned black that Mike realized he was still staring. He blinked rapidly, moving to the next computer to repeat the same tedious process. While he worked mindlessly, his eyes kept drifting up to see his last patron. Though something told Mike to look away, he reassured himself that he wasn’t seen by the stranger. (He obviously was.) The blonde began to move, shifting his weight to his other arm. The movement made Mike look away, afraid that he would be caught admiring him like a creep. God, he was so stupid. </p><p>Mike checked and made sure the last of the computers were turned off properly, finding a flash drive still plugged in with the label ‘TOZIER’ on it. He placed the object in his pocket to put in the lost-and-found. As he finished inspecting the row, he looked up again with curiosity. </p><p>When he looked across the floor to see the blonde, he was looking back. The stranger’s eyes went wide, cheeks dusting red before his buried himself in his textbook again. Mike also felt his face heat up, laughing bashfully under his breath. He proceeded to check the lasts of the computers, mostly just glancing at them before moving along, though his eyes kept glancing at his now blushing patron. </p><p>Slowly, he approached him, putting his hand on the desk in the other man’s view; he looked up, his cheeks still dusted a light pink that Mike silently adored as he gave the stranger a smile. The blonde took out his headphones. “Yes?” He asked, a voice so soft it made Mike’s heart stutter.</p><p>“I’m sorry to do this,” He started, trying to get his mind off of the silly middle school crush he was currently getting. “but uh, we’re closing.” The frown he got in return, though riddled with actual frustration, was quite endearing to Mike. “I know, I’m sorry.” He offered.</p><p>“Is there any way I could stay a little longer?” The man pleaded, his brow heavy with worry; the kind of worry that made you also worry. “I have this research methods thesis due tomorrow and I can’t go back to my dorm. My roommate… he’s hopeless.” The man explained with a defeated sigh. He put his head in his left hand, long fingers tangled in golden curls. </p><p>Mike wanted to let him, he really did. Those pretty blue eyes made his heart a puddle in his chest, aching to give in. “Can’t, I’m sorry.” He gave him an apologetic frown in return. The man sighed, shaking his head as he began to pack up his things. </p><p>“It’s okay, I get it. Sorry, I’ll be out of your hair in a second.” He mumbled with defeat. Mike frowned, knowing that the patron was on a deadline. He tried to figure out a way to reconcile the situation, or at least, figure out a way to get his number. </p><p>Mike fished through his pocket quickly. “Before I forget,” He pulled out the lost flash drive, presenting it to the man between his finger and thumb. “Is this your’s?” </p><p>“Richie.” The man rolled his eyes. </p><p>“I’m sorry?” Mike’s brow quirked. </p><p>“N-no,” The student laughed, beginning to explain. “It’s my roommate’s. He’s always forgetting his things anywhere he goes.” He chuckled, taking the drive from Mike’s hand, thanking him. </p><p>Mike nodded in response, the conversation ending quicker than he expected. He filed through his brain, trying to keep it going. “So…” He started slowly, trying his best not to sound like a complete idiot as he spoke. “I’ve got your roommate’s name… what about your’s?” </p><p>The blonde looked up from his bookbag, caught a little off-guard. “Oh, me?” He asked. That familiar blush began to creep back up. “Stanley. Stanley Uris.”  He smiled. “And you?” </p><p>“Mike Hanlon.” He extended his hand to Stanley, who took it gladly. “I’m surprised this is the first time I’m getting your name. You come in here so often.” He laughed, putting his hand back into his pocket. </p><p>Stanley laughed. “Yeah, sorry about that. Around books, I’m not too fond of talking.”</p><p>“I’ve noticed.” Mike chuckled, beaming as Stanley giggled with him, the sound so bright and warm. “Sorry the first time we’re meeting is when I’m kicking you out.” He laughed, which Stan quickly waved off, already beginning to tell him it was alright when Mike kept talking, still fishing for words as he did so.</p><p> “But uhm…” Mike started bashfully, his voice suddenly gone. “I don’t want to be weird, or anything,” His gaze kept diverting from Stan’s whose blue eyes were fixed on him, a lingering smile still on his lips. “But if you want, I’m heading home now if you’d like to come study with me since your roommate is giving you hell.”  He offered with a shy smile.</p><p>Stanley’s face changed, a little bit of surprise and… excitement? Mike wasn’t too sure, but once again, those rosy cheeks were back, making Mike’s heart flutter again. </p><p>“I would really like that, Mike. Thank you.” Stan offered him a warm smile.</p><p>Mike laughed, almost shocked with delight. “Great.” He beamed, their eyes meeting. “I’ll meet you on the first floor then, yeah?” </p><p>Stan nodded as he got to his feet, putting his signature coat on and pulling his bag over his shoulders. “Yeah.” </p>
Tags: stanlon, drabble, oof i’d read a 100k slow burn about this man
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hey please help a sister out.. is there any way to watch gay stuff on netflix without the fam knowing?
<p>Yes!</p><p>Okay, so what you wanna do is…</p><p>As soon as you finish watching your gay stuff, go up to your profile and click “Account”: </p><figure data-orig-width="288" data-orig-height="589"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/5e53ca1849640e4a95d7c542e101cf9b/tumblr_inline_otoi4xrmMg1qj4ens_540.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="288" data-orig-height="589"/></figure><p>Scroll down to “My Profile” and click on “Viewing Activity”:</p><figure data-orig-width="2768" data-orig-height="596" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/f9067807da2f1b8b926a3126f8cee6d6/tumblr_inline_otohm9EIC81qj4ens_540.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="2768" data-orig-height="596"/></figure><p>Find the title you want to “hide” (aka delete from your history):</p><figure data-orig-width="2760" data-orig-height="138" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/9affdec9c40d2fafe77b0f9ea5d363c5/tumblr_inline_otoikbba8y1qj4ens_540.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="2760" data-orig-height="138"/></figure><p>Click on the “x” next to the movie/series you’re trying to hide.</p><figure data-orig-width="936" data-orig-height="248" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/0501c756c4916839a31db541ce8d2bbd/tumblr_inline_otohw6FOA61qj4ens_540.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="936" data-orig-height="248"/></figure><p>Clicking that “x” will delete it from your viewing activity <i>AND</i> prevent the title from showing up in the snitch sections of your account, “Recently Watched” and “Continue Watching”.</p><p>Boom.</p><p>Now you can watch whatever gay stuff you want and your fam won’t know unless you tell them. </p><p>(Warning: It might take up to 24hrs to “hide” so plan accordingly.)</p>
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Soulmates&nbsp;and Tripping and Falling Into Each Other
<p>I’m going to do for <b>Reddie</b>, I hope that’s okay!</p><p>

<strike><b>Send me two prompts from this list and a pairing, and I’ll write a short ficlet for you!</b> </strike>PROMPTS CURRENTLY CLOSED WHILE CATCHING UP ON PROJECTS.</p><p><b>One minute, 17 seconds. </b>Eddie was going to throw up. Your whole life, you had a count down left on your wrist. Ink black, like a basic starter tattoo. From the moment you were born, you would know how long it would be before you met your soulmate. There were always the rare cases, people born without tattoos or their tattoos already set to 0:00. </p><p>Eddie almost wished he could have been one of those people, those weird off people. He suspected it would be better than the terrible anxiety he’d felt for the last three days when his count down suddenly jumped from two and a half years, to three days and forty five minutes.</p><p>It wasn’t an unheard of phenomena, soulmate countdowns changing. Specialist always claimed that while fate set you on a track with a destination in mind, but the decisions of the people in question could always change fate’s design. More commonly, it was soulmate countdowns dropping suddenly to 0:00, when a sudden unexpected accident took the life of persons soulmate before they could meet. Eddie had heard less than a handful of stories of people who were suddenly meant to meet their soulmates earlier than originally planned. Eddie didn’t think any of them ending happily.</p><p>“Stop freaking out, please.” Eddie’s best friend, Ben’s, voice broke out to him. Ben and his girlfriend, Beverly, had been godsents to Eddie the last three days of him freaking out over the sudden change in countdown. “You’re going to meet your soulmate! Stop acting like I’m dragging you to your execution.”<br/></p><p>Eddie sighed roughly. It was easy for Ben to say. He was one of the lucky bastards born with a countdown lower than 5000 days after birth. Admittedly, it was rare for people from their hometown of Derry for counters to go over 5000, as most people never left Derry. His mother had always told her Eddie that <i>her </i>countdown had been less than one thousand days. Eddie’s original countdown had been a whopping 8406 days, 7 hours and 56 minutes, an almost unheard of high from Derry, Maine. </p><p>Eddie kicked angrily at the ground, not looking up from his feet as ran directly into a person who had been walking in his direction. Instantly, Eddie’s wrist began to sting.</p><p style=""><br/></p><p>

<b>One minute, 17 seconds.</b> Richie’s countdown had spontaneous changed the moment his train had pulled into Union Station, and three days later his head was still spinning. Richie had never made the trip to visit his best friend, Stanley, in New York before but at the last minute they’d decided it was time for Richie to make the trip instead of Stan always having to go out to California. It was, apparently, the best decision Richie had ever made.<br/></p><p>Richie had never been completely sold on soulmates, in truth. His father had been born without a countdown at all, and his mother’s soulmate had died when they were only eleven years old. Yet, their marriage was wonderful and they were clearly in love with each other. So, no, Richie didn’t believe that your soulmate was be all and end all of who you were, and who you loved. </p><p>But when his countdown dropped down rapidly when Richie got into New York, he couldn’t deny that his heart had started racing and he had been nearly vibrating with excitement for the last three days.</p><p>“Richard, watch where you’re going!” Stan called at his skipping friend. “You’re going to run into somebody!”</p><p>“YEAH!” Richie shouted back excitedly. “My soulmate! In-” Richie looked down to check his countdown, then ran into a person who was walking towards him. As their bodies connected, and they both stumbled, Richie’s wrist began to sting.</p><p style=""><br/></p><p>Richie blinked at the man who stepped away from him, rubbing at his wrist. He was wearing a NYU sweater that looked about two sizes too large. His was swooped and soft, and Richie could see the freckles that were dusted all over his nose. His looked up at Richie and frowned adorably.</p><p>Eddie’s soulmate was well… he kind of looked like a total disaster. His hair was flying out in a wild whirl of curls, and his glasses looked like they’d been broken and taped back together a dozen times. He wore black jeans that were so tight they <i>must </i>have been cutting off circulation. And the brightest flannel that Eddie had ever seen. Was…. admittedly pretty hot, in a <i>what am I thinking </i>kind of way.</p><p>Richie held onto his wrist. “Hey.”</p><p>Eddie rubbed at his countdown, settled at 0:00. “Hi.” </p>
Tags: i adore soulmate aus, !!!, reddie
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28 for bichie !!!!!!
<p><b>28.</b> <b>knocking on the wrong door au</b><br/>send me a prompt from <b><i><a href="https://tozierbraks.tumblr.com/post/184998783232/send-me-a-ship-and-a-number-and-ill-write-a-short">this</a></i></b> list!</p>
<p>“Eddie!” A sudden yell from outside his door, and then a series of banging knocks jolted Richie from his daydream. The shouting continued, “Eddie, get out here!” Richie pulled his chunky headphones off his ears and settled them on his shoulders, lifting himself out of bed. It only took two of his long strides to cross the tiny space of his dorm room. He swung the door open, still deciding if he was annoyed about this or not.</p> <p><a href="https://tozierbraks.tumblr.com/post/185025882082/28-for-bichie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: yessss, yeeessssss, bichie, drabble
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9 and 16 please 🥰
<p><b>Reddie </b>+ 9: Secret Relationship &amp; 16: Cuddling for Warmth</p><p><b><strike>Send me two prompts from this list and a pairing, and I’ll write a short ficlet for you! </strike>PROMPTS CURRENTLY CLOSED WHILE CATCHING UP ON PROJECTS!</b></p><p>Richie actually hated camping. He wasn’t much of an outdoors guy to be begin with, he could be convinced to go a nice post-rain nighttime walk every once in a while, but anything that included the sticky warmth of summer and being outside for hours at a time was a no from him. </p><p>It was a constant sore spot with the rest of the Losers- excluding Bev- who all greatly enjoyed their outdoor summer activities. They always wanted to spend the days at beach or just simply fuck around outside. Go for pointless walks for hours with no destination in mind. And of course… camping. Spending <i>days and nights outside. </i>No thanks. Richie always tried to find a way out of it, and so far he had been successful.</p><p>But in the past, he and Eddie hadn’t been dating. It was much harder to say no to Eddie now. With those big puppy eyes and battling eye lashes, Eddie knew how to get Richie under his thumb. </p><p>They hadn’t been officially in a relationship for very long. After leaving for college, they’d both been forced to admit to themselves 

 that their feelings towards one another were more than just the deeply platonic that happened within the Losers Club. After they ended up making out while watching movies at Richie over Thanksgiving break, they had to admit it to each other as well. By Christmas, they were together, but fighting through the struggles of going to school on opposite sides of the country. They’d yet to tell the rest of their friends had their change in status just yet, waiting to see how things went once they could be together in person before getting any sort of ball rolling in the world.</p><p>As their summer in Derry finally was kick starting, so was their relationship. They were both serious about, more serious than maybe they should be so early in, but it wasn’t as though they were new to one another’s lives. Or had any other intentions of dating anybody else. </p><p>Richie was, though, sort of considering breaking up with Eddie for forcing him to go camping in May. </p><p>He pulled the blanket tighter around his shoulders, and curled up into a ball on the ground within their tent. Eddie, in just his over sized NYU sweater, laughed at his boyfriend. “Stop being such a baby.”</p><p>“A baby?” Richie gasped, barely visible between the blanket around him and black hat pulled low on his head. “It’s fucking freezing! And raining! It’s not even <i>summer!! And we’re sleeping outside at night!”</i><br/></p><p><i>“Ssshhh!” </i>Eddie shushed him through giggles, crawling over to Richie’s side of tent. “If you’re so cold, you know the best way to warm up to exchange body heat, right?”<br/></p><p>Richie’s face burned bright red at Eddie’s words, despite how cold he was. Since that faithful day in Richie’s bed over Thanksgiving break, the pair hadn’t been particularly intimate as a couple. It was hard when they didn’t see each other in the four months since Chrstmas and had been surrounded by friends or family nearly every moment since they’d gotten home the week before.</p><p>Eddie must have been able to read the panic on Richie’s face because he laughed lightly. “Don’t worry, Richard, I’m going to to <i>deflower </i>you. I’m just going to make you my little spoon.” </p><p>Richie smiled a little bashfully. Sometimes he regretted informing Eddie of his most embarrassing truth- that was he was still holding onto his virginity. It was maybe not a <i>shameful </i>secret of exactly, but it was one he wanted to keep under wraps. It went against his image enough that Eddie hadn’t quite believed him when Richie had told him.</p><p>Richie let Eddie crawl in beside him, curling his arms around Richie’s middle. He felt Eddie’s breath against his neck and sighed happily. He allowed himself to be spooned for a moment before he rolled over and blinked at his boyfriend.</p><p>“You know I wouldn’t be totally <i>against </i>you deflowering me. Just saying.”<br/></p><p style="">Eddie grinned. </p>
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HELLO would u please write a sequel to the little fic u just posted about teenage richie finally getting contacts and both of reddie freaking out about it :D
<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="128" data-orig-width="780"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/af295805de64d87dca9f37c37d87de9b/tumblr_inline_prtwr52Kn31vzsr1t_540.png" data-orig-height="128" data-orig-width="780"/></figure><p>Alright, y’all asked for a part 2 to <a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/184997881902/can-i-request-a-teenage-richie-trying-contact">this drabble.</a> Here it is!</p>
<p><b><br/></b></p>
<p>“Do you really think this is a good idea Stan? They’ll be pissed.” Bev said, glancing at their sleeping friends again.</p>
<p>“Yes.” Stan replied, putting the keys in his pocket. “I’m done listening to them wax on about the other’s eyes and shit.</p>
<p>“STANLEY Q URIS WHAT THE FUCK.” </p>
<p>Stan looked at Bev, giving her a quick shrug. “Looks like they’re awake. Let’s check back in an hour.”</p>
<hr><p>After screaming at Stan for a solid minute Richie started gnawing at the handcuff on his left hand, the one that was attached to his bed frame. The other was handcuffed to Eddie, who had woken up after Richie’s yelling. </p>
<p>“What the hell?” He asked, looking from Richie to the cuffs. “What did you do?” </p>
<p>“Hey look, I’m kinky but not this type of kinky.” Richie said, pretending to be offended. “This reeks of our dear friends Stan and Bev.” He said, watching Eddie tug at the handcuffs in a far more measured way than Richie had. </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/185026094312/hello-would-u-please-write-a-sequel-to-the-little" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Post id: 184773773003
Date: Thu, 09 May 2019 23:27:54
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/184773773003/hi-if-youre-still-accepting-these-mike-in-f2
Slug: hi-if-youre-still-accepting-these-mike-in-f2
Reblog key: Ktm332GT
Reblog url: https://reddiesetandgo.tumblr.com/post/184772135360/hi-if-youre-still-accepting-these-mike-in-f2
Reblog name: reddiesetandgo
HI!!! If you&rsquo;re still accepting these, Mike in F2? 🥺
<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="430" data-orig-width="500"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/229d4663ed63e5f892a3336ea08087f1/tumblr_inline_pr9k2iFjdh1sp069n_540.png" data-orig-height="430" data-orig-width="500"/></figure><p>Shy blushy boy &lt;3<br/></p>
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<p>its 12:30 am but i knew what i wanted to do as soon as i saw this so here you go!!</p>
<p><b>2: Next-door neighbors</b></p>
<p><b>16: Cuddle for warmth</b></p>
<p><br/></p>
<p>Mike was stockpiling all of his blankets from around the house before beginning to build a fire in the fireplace. His heat was on full blast, but it was still no match for the way stormy weather outside creeped its way under the cracks in his rickety doors. It was a record snow in Bangor that night, growing up to five feet and dropping the temperature down to well below 0. Nobody in their right minds would ever leave their house, which is why Mike was shocked to hear a muffled knock on his front door. He blew out the match and rushed to see who the hell was outside right now. </p>
<p>Opening the door didn’t do much to solve the confusion, seeing as the figure was covered in snow, face hidden by a bundle of scarves and a large hat jammed over their head. “Can I come in?” the figure asked breathlessly, muffled slightly. Mike was so stunned that he stepped aside instantly. </p>
<p>“I—I guess?” he stammered, quickly shutting the door behind him. The stranger pulled off the hat and began unwrapping the rest of the clothes from around their body. As soon as they uncovered their face, Mike gasped, completely involuntarily. It was his neighbor, who he’d decided the first moment he saw him move in three months ago he was utterly smitten for, and consequently hadn’t spoken to outside of <i>Hey</i>s and <i>Have a good day</i>s. And now he was here, right in front of him, all pink cheeks and freckles that had faded with the lack of sun.</p> <p><a href="https://chaotickaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/184752111220/2-16-for-your-pair-of-choice-orrrr-kasplon" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Unexpected Virgin- reddie
<p>“What do you mean you’ve never had sex?” Eddie asked, perched on the edge of his bed. They were in his dorm, he refused to set foot in Richie’s room after three weeks ago when he found pizza with at least three types of mold on it. Richie was pacing back and forth, agitated. </p><p>“I mean, I haven’t done the deed, popped my cherry, engaged in adult naptime.” Richie put them all in quotes then he stopped pacing and looked at Eddie. “I’m a virgin okay? Capital V virgin over here.”</p><p>“But you’ve been talking about sex since… since forever.” Eddie was confused. While he hadn’t assumed that Richie lost his virginity at age 10 or 12, when he started making dick jokes, he’d dated enough in high school and college that Eddie figured it had happened since then. Richie talked about it constantly, always in his annoying bragging way. This confession didn’t make sense. </p><p>“Talking and doing are two different things.” Richie said, resuming his pacing. “And tonight is my fifth date with Carl and I can’t keep holding him off. He wants the goods Eds!” He made a vague gesture to himself then ran a hand through his hair. </p><p>Eddie’s stomach twisted. It wasn’t that he didn’t like Carl it was that, well, Carl wasn’t him. Eddie wanted to be the one who was making Richie pace in his small dorm. He wanted to be the one that Richie was thinking about having sex with. </p><p>He bit his bottom lip, watching as his friend spiraled. “Eds I can’t, what if I get my shirt off and he just knows. I probably have some weird virgin symbol on me by now. A glowing V on my ass. I should have just slept with Bill like everyone else did.” </p><p>Eddie stood and walked over to Richie, putting his hands on his friend’s shoulder. “Richie, stop, not everyone slept with Bill. And you’ll be fine. I’ve seen your ass, there’s no V.” </p><p>“Can’t keep your eyes off the prize huh Eds?” Richie tried to joke but it fell flat. He swallowed, looking Eddie in the eyes as he admitted, “I don’t know what to do.” Eddie could tell he was really nervous and worried. He knew how much Richie hated to seem stupid or ignorant, especially when he’d built himself quite the fake reputation. So Eddie said the only thing he could. </p><p>“Sleep with me.” The words spilled out of his mouth. Richie’s eyes flew open and Eddie quickly added. “It’s low risk, we’re friends. It’ll be fine. Then you’ll, you’ll be ready for Carl.” He tried to control the nervous energy that rang through him. “It’ll be like in high school, when we practiced making out.” </p><p>Richie was quiet. Eddie opened his mouth to say that it was all a joke, that he was totally kidding, but then Richie nodded, “Okay. Yea, okay. Take my virginity Eds, it’s all yours.” </p><p>Eddie tried to smile but inside he wasn’t so sure that this was a good idea. </p>
Tags: yes i love this, drabble, reddie
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Ohhhh yayyyy !!!  Kasplon and opening up to each other please?  As adults?  ;_; ily
<p>o GOD Y U DO DIS</p><p>Adult MIKE, I’m sorry, this has to be a giant angstbomb by design. </p><hr><p><i>Alone?</i> Eddie thought.  <i>There’s no way.</i>  Mike–kind, strong, considerate, super smart, <i>handsome as hell </i>Mike: single, all these years?  </p><p>The two of them stood among the stacks in the Derry Public Library, away from the prying eyes of its inhabitants, among other eyes, Mike in an unassuming button-down and pair of slacks, perhaps not as superhuman as Eddie’d remembered him.  When he’d crossed the town line that morning, he’d gotten a flash of Mike specifically, as a kid, far bigger than he was, along with the rest of them, lifting him clean off his feet and depositing him into his bike basket after he’d broken his arm. </p><p>He was still far bigger but no longer larger than life, his shoulders slumped underneath his secondhand clothes, the light in his eyes somewhat dimmed. </p><p>“I find that hard to believe,” Eddie said sincerely in response to Mike’s admission of bachelorhood.</p><p>“I’ve been a little preoccupied keeping up with you.  All,” he amended.  </p><p>Eddie picked at the worn edge of the spine of an old geography book.  “No girlfriend?”</p><p>Mike ignored the question, cutting his eyes at him instead.  “How’s Myra?”</p><p>The way he looked at him, Eddie wondered what else he had yet to remember. </p><hr><p><b><a href="https://stellarbisexual.tumblr.com/ask">Taking Reddie, Stanlon, Benverly, &amp; Kasplon prompts (pairing + word) for IT CHAPTER TWO TRAILER EVE!  Come at me, bro. </a></b><br/></p>
Tags: dude what no make them happy, super stressed and depressed mike, like adult derry mike, v v sad, why are you hurting my 40 year old child, drabble
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Reddie with baby!
<p>Eddie jolts awake to the sound of Richie’s voice drifting down the hall from the nursery.  <br/></p><p>“<i>Close your eyes and I’ll kiss you, tomorrow I’ll miss you..</i>.”</p><p>He’s fucking exhausted.  It’s going on their sixth week with Imogen, their beautiful but restless new daughter, and they still haven’t figured out her sleep.  He and Richie still haven’t figured out the work-baby balance thing yet, either–and neither of them really gets the benefit of paternity leave in their respective lines of work.  He’d said to Mike the other day that as much as he adores his baby girl, he wishes he could just rent a hotel room and sleep for 48 hours straight.  Then, he’d come back.  He promises.  He thinks.  </p><p>The last thing he wants to do at ass o’clock in the morning is get out of bed.  But Richie’s voice lures him.  </p><p>“<i>And then while I’m away, I’ll write home every day… and I’ll send all my loving to you.</i>”  He hums the chorus.  </p><p>Eddie throws the blanket off and shuffles down the hall, releasing a jaw-cracking yawn as he crosses the threshold, smiling helplessly at what he finds there: his husband, bleary-eyed behind his glasses (an accessory he rarely sees him wear these days), cradling their infant daughter, bouncing her gently, and humming dutifully.  </p><p>Imogen stares at him wide-eyed, tears still shining in her big blue eyes, and her lips are quivering on the edge of a smile.  </p><p>Eddie doesn’t want to break the spell, but he’s drawn to her with a power far greater than that which should have kept him wisely in bed.  “Hey,” he whispers, cuddling up to Richie’s shoulder and finding her eyes.  </p><p>“Hey, sweetheart,” Richie murmurs.  “Sorry if I woke you.”</p><p>“Don’t apologize.”</p><p>Imogen notices him then and finally smiles full-on. </p><hr><p><b><a href="https://stellarbisexual.tumblr.com/ask">Taking Reddie, Stanlon, Benverly, &amp; Kasplon prompts (pairing + word) for IT CHAPTER TWO TRAILER EVE!  Come at me, bro. </a></b><br/></p>
Tags: awwwwww, reddie
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Reddie - &ldquo;this was meant to be our first date but something happened I swear I didn&rsquo;t stand you up, please can we try this again&rdquo; au (reddies-spaghetti - Amy 🥰🥰)
<p>Amy this is so old I’m so sorry but it’s sweet and fluffy so maybe that helps. </p>
<p><br/></p>
<p><b></b></p>
<p>“Richie!” Eddie shouted as loud as he dared, hoping that the other boy would hear him. “Richie!” He said a little louder, throwing a few pebbles at the window as he did.  Then he waited, bouncing nervously on his heels. Richie had to answer. He had to. Eddie needed to fix this. </p>
<p>“Richie!” He said again and, thankfully, this time he saw Richie’s window open and a head popped out.</p>
<p>“Go away.” Richie told him. “You made your feelings very clear already.” The bite in Richie’s voice was like a slap in the face. Eddie had heard that tone before but it had never been directed towards him.</p>
<p>“Let me explain! It’s not what you think. I swear.” Eddie begged. He saw Richie pause. “Please!” He clasped his hands, pleading with Richie. </p>
<p>The other boy paused, glancing at something in his room before nodding. “Fine. I’ll be right down.” The head disappeared, the window closed and Eddie was left hoping that Richie was still coming down. </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/184746603522/reddie-this-was-meant-to-be-our-first-date-but" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: how adorable!!, reddie, drabble
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OOOOHH HMM STANLON &lsquo;N&rsquo; &ldquo;PUMPKIN&rdquo; !!
<p>Uhhhhh this turned real NSFW, hope that’s ok? *shrug* (+bonus side Reddie and minor past Kasplon)</p>
<hr><p>Stan heaves just barely controlled, raspy breaths, face flushed, tight, sweaty curls plastered to his forehead.  He’s too spent to even gasp when Mike drops an ice cold bottle of water on his chest.  <br/></p>
<p>He lays on his side, head propped on one hand, looking all too pleased with himself.  “So.  Verdict?”  He cracks open a water bottle of his own and drains nearly half of it.  </p> <p><a href="https://stellarbisexual.tumblr.com/post/184745748639/oooohh-hmm-stanlon-n-pumpkin" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: oh damn, nsfw
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hey idk if you&#039;re taking requests right now but if you are could you write something about one of them getting their wisdom teeth taken out (being high af after lol) and the other taking care of them? either way thank u and you&#039;re a great writer !!
<p>First, THANK YOU SO MUCH AHHHH. </p>
<p>I don’t know if you wanted a prompt or a drabble, but you got a whole ass mini fic out of me, so I hope you’re happy :P  I love this prompt super much, thank you for sending it in!!!</p>
<p>Read <b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/18762205">here</a></b> or below the cut!</p>
<hr><p>Richie was…. A handful to say the least. When Eddie offered to take him up on being his Little Nurse, he didn’t expect it to be a full-time job. Richie had come to him practically begging to be taken care of. <i>Oh please, Eds, please. I couldn’t possibly trust anyone else with my life. You’re my nurse! You always take care of me! Please, please help me!</i></p>
<p>God, what a fool he’d been.</p> <p><a href="https://reddie-for-anything.tumblr.com/post/184748165496/hey-idk-if-youre-taking-requests-right-now-but-if" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: WHAT, UNEXPECTED CONFESSION WITH A WACKED UP RICHIE?, my bois pining?, wonderful, just 100% adore, fic rec, reddie, AND THAT CLIFFHANGER!!, I NEED TO KNOW HOW THIS ENDS WTF
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21 &amp; 60 for Benverly! (You&rsquo;ll get your requested Stanlon, promise! 💕) -ReddieSetAndGo
<p><b> Dystopian AU &amp;  Poorly Timed Confession. </b><br/></p><p>“They’re hot on our tails!” Ben called out, cutting their ship roughly to the left, trying to shake the ships that were pursuing them. <br/></p><p>“I can see that!” Bev replied sharply from her perch. She was manning the ship’s small gun. They rarely used it in actual combat situations, rather it supposed to be a deterrent for other scavengers. Ben was grateful that it still fired.</p><p>The turn helped a little, one of the five ships chasing them collided with a wall, unable to turn in time. Ben glanced back just in time to see the flames. Bev whooped, “Four more Ben! We’ve got this!” <br/></p><p>He nodded, turning back to focus on the path in front of him. They were weaving through a ruined city, probably lost to one plague or another. They had only come to this planet to look for materials to sell and hadn’t expected to run into The Order. Those ships were better made and maintained than their old Betsy. But Ben could fly better than any of them. They just needed to lose the ships then they could make a break for their big ship and the others. They’d be safe then. Ben focused on that, thinking about sitting back tonight and drinking with the crew while trying to ignore that the others were gaining on them. Their small lead was already disappearing, the Order’s ships were just too fast. <br/></p><p>He whipped right, turning Betsy on her side. He heard an awful scraping sound and knew that her wing had hit something. No time to worry about that right now, he thought as he silently apologized to the old girl. As he debated between left and right their ship suddenly jolted, the movement slamming his forehead against the console. </p><p>“Ben! We’re hit!” Bev said. He glanced back and saw her scrambling to her feet but couldn’t tell if she was hurt. <br/></p><p>A look at the display confirmed that she was right. Betsy’s tail had been hit and now they were on fire. He would barely have time to land before things got much worse.</p><p>“Bev,” He shouted. “I’m going to land and then you run okay? Run into the forest, hide and then signal the others. They’ll pick you up soon.”</p><p>“What about you?” She asked, still trying to shoot their tails. </p><p>“I’ll man the gun, it’ll give you a chance to escape.” He was looking for an open space to land, mentally counting down the seconds until the whole plane exploded. </p><p>“What! Gods no! That’s suicide!” </p><p>He shook his head. “It’s the only  way! You’ll escape!” </p><p>“But Ben-” </p><p>The rest was cut off as Ben landed roughly, Betsy skipping once or twice before finally stopping. Once he was sure it was safe to move he ran to Bev. “You’ve got to Bev. <i>Please</i>.”</p><p>“Why?” She asked, confused. Blood was pouring from a cut on her forehead and Ben had to stop himself from wiping it with his shirt. <br/></p><p>“Because- frill!” He swore. Now wasn’t the time but he may never get to say it again. “Because I love you. And I need you to survive. Please Bev run, you only have a minute.” <br/></p><p>His plea was cut off by her pressing her lips to his, her hand weaving in his short hair. She pulled back an instant later, her eyes determined. “I love you too. Now, can we survive this so we can talk about why the gods you waited until now to tell me?” </p><p>He laughed, shocked and happy. “Yea, fine.” He glance at their small weapons pile, grabbing a gun. “Let’s survive this.”</p><p>She grinned, “Glad you agree.” She took his hand, giving it a squeeze before grabbing a gun herself. They crawled out of the small door as Ben prayed that they lived long enough to have that conversation. <br/></p>
Tags: oohhhh!!!, benverly, drabble
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&quot;that feels nice&quot; with reddie? maybe?
<p>“That feels nice,” Richie said, barely moving his lips, after a low hum emanated from his chest. He craned his neck, pressing the side of his face deeper into the mattress, spreading his arms wide across, exposing as much of his bare shoulders to Eddie’s fingers as he could. Eddie’s little fingers were surprisingly strong, if not a little too slippery along his back, where the massage oil was warming Richie’s skin, and his alike.</p><p>“I’m glad you think so,” Eddie said, soft smile brightening his features. He sat back along Richie’s lower back, then slid his hands up, and to the roundness of Richie’s neck, as he laid his chest to Richie’s back, and gave him kissed the back of his head, fingers kneading his tender skin.</p><blockquote><p><a href="https://whatdidisayhoney.tumblr.com/post/184373772850/insp-send-me-a-ship-and-a-sentence-and-ill">send me a ship, and a sentence, and I’ll write the next five sentences</a><br/></p></blockquote>
Tags: !!!, they, drabble, reddie
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1 + 19 for the kiss prompt for reddie !
<p><i>You got it! This is a sequel to <a href="https://reddieandgoodnight.tumblr.com/post/184775681468/tinyarmedtrex-heres-that-12-kissing-prompt-i">this</a>, though you don’t necessarily have to read that first (just know Eddie survives losing his arm in the fight with It and is with Richie now). Also, I’m letting the Losers keep their memories after the battle with It. Hope you like it! </i></p>
<p><b>1. breaking the kiss to say something, staying so close that you’re murmuring into each other’s mouths</b></p>
<p><b>19. kisses meant to distract the other person from whatever they were intently doing </b></p>
<p>Eddie sighs as he looks at himself in the mirror. It’s slowly becoming less jarring to see himself with only one arm, but that doesn’t mean it isn’t still disconcerting sometimes. Then again, he supposes he’s lucky to even be alive. Heaven knows he shouldn’t be. That much blood, that much pain — he should have been dead.</p>
<p>He wriggles into a t-shirt he stole from Richie. Putting on clothes with one arm is not easy. Richie usually helps him dress every morning, as Richie had since he’d awoken at Mike’s house — and probably before that, though Eddie doesn’t remember.</p>
<p>Eddie wanders into the living room. Glancing out the window shows him a sunny neighborhood with palm trees, so different from the New York he’s used to. Sometimes it’s strange, being all the way on the other side of the country. So far from where he’s from and from what he’s accustomed to. But having Richie here with him has made the unfamiliarity easier.</p> <p><a href="https://reddieandgoodnight.tumblr.com/post/184842413773/1-19-for-the-kiss-prompt-for-reddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: fic rec, reddie, they’re so sweet and in love, what cuties, i adore older reddie surviving it and finding a new life together
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I am a fool, I totally messed up on that list with the double 8&#039;s and 9&#039;s. To clarify, I meant #8 Bed Sharing and #17 Accidental Eavesdropping, for Kaspbrough or Reddie. :)
<p>sorry i kinda went off w this one lol</p>
<p><br/></p>
<p><b> 8: Bed sharing</b></p>
<p><b>17. Accidental Eavesdropping, </b>for Reddie!</p>
<p><br/></p>
<p>“Okay, so Ben and I are sharing a bed, Bill, Stan and Mike are gonna share another—don’t know how that’s gonna work but you guys do you—so that leaves the last one for you guys, is that alright?” Bev looked at Richie and Eddie, smirking. The Losers were on their annual vacation at Bill’s parents’ lake house, and they had just now started thinking about sleeping arrangements. It hadn’t been an issue before; they usually just filled up the beds in the order they went to sleep. But in the past year, Ben and Beverly, along with Mike, Bill, and Stan, had managed to get together, leaving no room for argument in who would be taking the last bed. And that was an issue.</p>
<p><br/></p>
<p>It was an issue because, for the past six years, Richie had had a massive crush on Eddie, and Eddie didn’t know. </p>
<p><br/></p>
<p><br/></p> <p><a href="https://chaotickaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/184852903115/i-am-a-fool-i-totally-messed-up-on-that-list-with" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: !!!, adorable!!!, fic rec
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okay for the au thing scars and neighbor au for idk hanzier? only if you want!
<p><i>This was so much longer than I expected but this has been sitting in my inbox for a while but I figured it out! Hope you enjoy anon &lt;3 sorry for the wait. </i></p>
<p><b>(from <a href="https://honeybeehanlon.tumblr.com/post/178992285939/fanfiction-trope-mash-up">this</a> prompt list. Writing 2k&gt; prompts)</b></p>
<p>Finals week had come to a close. At least, for most of the student population. Unfortunately for Mike and Eddie, that was not the case. Their professor had attempted to reconcile with the university regarding their final, but alas, the two of them were stuck on campus. They were huddled up in Mike’s dorm, reciting the history of the Latin American empires. Or they were, at some point in the evening, but at a quarter til 3, the two of them were half-mumbling answers, eyelids becoming droopy and voices slurred with sleep.</p>
<p>“Mike…” Eddie mumbled into the palm of his hand, propping his head up lest it fell onto the desk.  When Mike didn’t answer, Eddie called again, his other hand, moving in a motion to tap his classmate, only to lazily swipe at the air. </p>
<p>“Miiiiike.” </p>
<p>And with that, Mike’s eyes blinked open rapidly, sitting upright. “Hm? Wha?” He slurred sleepily. His words were barely heard over the pounding music next door, the self-proclaimed DJ. </p>
<p>“Can you go tell your neighbor to shut up?” Eddie muttered, resting his head in his textbook. The request made Mike groan, about to retort that his neighbor also happened to be Eddie’s best friend, but from the looks of things, he was already fast asleep. </p> <p><a href="https://honeybeehanlon.tumblr.com/post/184820578304/okay-for-the-au-thing-scars-and-neighbor-au-for" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: they!!, adorable!!, hanzier, sweet fluff bois, fic rec
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hey um can I get some angsty reddie kissing in the rain?? I love rain kisses too much lol
<p>Ummmm hell yes you can. </p>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14520066/chapters/44616232"><b>Read Here on AO3</b></a></p>
<p>Eddie walked into the movies with Bill. The other boy had insisted that he needed to get out, to leave his house after the break up but Eddie didn’t want to be here. He wanted to be at home crying into his pillow, but Bill had been insistent saying that Eddie couldn’t just wallow, that he needed to get out. Eddie knew he was right, even if he didn’t want to admit it. At least the weather was awful, it had been raining for days. Everything was soaked and gray. It made Eddie feel a little better.</p>
<p>He waited as Bill bought their tickets and then they walked towards the theatre together. He had been looking at the posters for upcoming movies so he didn’t realize who was working until they stopped in front of him.</p>
<p>“Hiya Eds.“ </p>
<p>Eddie’s stomach dropped. Richie fucking Tozier. He was standing there in his stupid work uniform, hand outstretched to take his ticket. He at least had the decency to look embarrassed. Eddie’s eyes swung towards Bill, ready to yell at him but Bill looked as surprised as him.</p>
<p>“Yu-you said you weren’t working!”</p>
<p>Richie shrugged. “I took an extra shift, I have a lot of free time now.”</p>
<p>“Ha.” Eddie laughed cruelly, his lips twisted down. Richie’s eyes swung to him, surprised. He probably hadn’t expected Eddie to speak to him. “Don’t try to make me feel bad for you having free time.” He had to pause before he said the next words, willing himself not to cry. “You’re the one who broke up with me.”</p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/184829244032/hey-um-can-i-get-some-angsty-reddie-kissing-in-the" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: sweet ending yay!!, drabble, reddie, angst
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LOVE CONFESSIONS AND THE COFFEE SHOP AU?
<p>Eddie came to this coffee shop nearly every day. Not because the coffee was good. No, actually the coffee was bordering on terrible but the service-</p>
<p>“Hey Eds, I’ve got your latte here.” Richie said, bending down and getting just a little too close so he brushed Eddie’s shoulder. “And your scone here.” He said, setting the other plate down. </p>
<p>Eddie glanced at the wide cup and smiled. “Still haven’t perfected your coffee art I see.”</p>
<p>Richie shrugged. “Foam dicks are hard to make, who da thunk.” Eddie giggled and Richie lit up. “I love that sound Eds. What am I going to do when you graduate and leave me here all alone?”</p>
<p>“You’ve got plenty of time to worry about that.” Eddie told him, pointing to all his books. “I’ve still got years left.”</p>
<p>“Music to my ears.” Richie said with a smirk. Then he glanced back to the coffee bar where his coworker was contending with a long line and frowned. “Guess I should get back. Enjoy that drink.” The other man started to walk away but then snapped his fingers and turned back. “Are you free Friday?” Eddie nodded, his only plan had been flashcards. “We’re having an open mic night, maybe you could come?” Richie pointed to a flyer that Eddie hadn’t noticed. </p>
<p>He nodded again. “Sure, why?”</p>
<p>“I think you’ll see something you like.” </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/184812545462/love-confessions-and-the-coffee-shop-au" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: aww they cute, drabble, reddie, fluffy!!
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Mood board for punk!reddie?
<p>Punk!Reddie, coming right up! It’s more soft punk, but uhhhh I tried my best. </p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="2048" data-orig-width="2048"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/8e1b6e62204c66f9c198cadbb0d2b86c/tumblr_inline_prcw6jSjC01w31vwa_540.png" data-orig-height="2048" data-orig-width="2048"/></figure><p><i>The first time Sonia saw Richie parked outside of the Kaspbrak house in that ratty, fucked up truck she screamed her head off. </i></p><p><i>“He’ll ruin you, Eddie! You’re my sweet boy, come back inside! Please!”<br/></i></p><p><i>Eddie just stood there with the passenger side door open, staring at her. Time froze like that for one, two, maybe three heartbeats. Richie can remember how the entire world went silent and still before Eddie spit on their gravel and climbed into the truck. </i></p><p><i>“Drive,” he’d said and Richie did. They could hear Sonia’s wails from down the road, around the corner, several blocks away. Eddie didn’t care, he just cranked the volume on the radio and let The Offspring overtake the cabin of the car. <br/></i></p><p><i>Ruin Eddie? No. Richie was pretty sure Eddie was going to ruin </i>him.</p>
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<p>(2/2) I’m the same anon who sent Reddie paint fight request, but I only did part b… for part a maybe roommates?</p><p><b>Roommates + Paint Fight</b> from <a href="https://reddie4thesinbin.tumblr.com/post/184750350344/trope-combo-list-1" style="">this prompt list</a></p><hr><p>Your first apartment was supposed to be a milestone. Out on your own, independent, no longer having to answer to anyone; Free.</p><p>Well, at least that’s what they say. The reality is much less jubilant.</p><p>“Why did no one ever teach me how to do this?” Richie complained, trying to get the foam cover on the paint roller.<br/></p><p>“How to put together a paint roller isn’t usually high on the priority list of skills to teach your children.” Eddie answered from across the room where he was draping clear tarps along the floor.<br/></p><p>“Fucking Wentworth.” Richie mumbled under his breath, before the foam piece finally popped into place and Richie exclaimed in glee, holding the roller up like a sword in triumph.<br/></p><p>“Richard…” Richie heard his name being uttered very calculatingly from behind him. He knew that tone. It was the ‘you fucked up’ tone.<br/></p><p>“Yes, Eddie dearest?” Richie responded, spinning around and giving Eddie the most charming smile he could muster.<br/></p><p>“What color did you ask for when you went to the paint store?” Eddie asked, holding the lid of the paint can in his hand.<br/></p><p>“Maroon, just like you said.”<br/></p><p>“Are you sure? Because this is definitely not Maroon.” Eddie pointed at the lid in his hand which shone a fluorescent pink-purple.<br/></p><p>“Okay, I might have forgotten the name of the shade you wanted. But I did remember it started with an ‘M’, so the guy helped me narrow it down. I was so sure I had it right!” Richie looked legitimately defeated, his shoulders slumped.<br/></p><p>Eddie sighed, a love-sick smile making its way across his face. As much as he wanted to be angry, he couldn’t be upset at his boyfriend when he was that adorable.</p><p>“Well, Magenta is certainly a bold choice… but I like it.”<br/></p><p>Richie’s head shot up, surprised eyes widening.</p><p>“Really?”<br/></p><p>“Yeah, it’s loud and vibrant and fun, just like you.” To accentuate his point, Eddie lifted the lid and booped it against Richie’s nose, leaving a small dollop of paint behind.</p><p>Richie crossed his eyes towards the tip of his nose, the face making Eddie laugh. As Richie uncrossed his eyes he narrowed them in Eddie’s direction.</p><p>“Oh, this means war, Kaspbrak.”<br/></p><p>Eddie’s eyes widened before he was sprinting back towards his paint can, Richie going the opposite direction towards his own, half of which had been dumped in to his paint tray.</p><p>He felt a spray of paint across his face before he even had time to think of a strategy.</p><p>It seemed the strategy was no strategy.</p><p>“You’re going down, small man!” Richie announced, placing his paint brush in the bucket and quickly wiping it in Eddie’s direction. A spray coated the wall and Eddie’s overalls.<br/></p><p>Eddie retaliated by scooping up paint with his hands and throwing it at Richie like melted snowballs.</p><p>They laughed so hard their bellies hurt. At one point, Richie thought he might have gotten paint in his mouth, but pink teeth were the least of his worries as Eddie charged forward with the last remnants of the paint can, dumping it over Richie’s head.</p><p>Richie let himself fall backwards into the puddle on the floor, making <strike>snow</strike> paint angels in the liquid.</p><p>Eddie collapsed on top of him, earning an <i>oof</i> from Richie before they both divulged into more giggles.</p><p>Eddie rolled off of Richie, laying in the paint beside him and finally taking in their room.</p><p>“We’re definitely going to regret this later.” Eddie noted.<br/></p><p>“Awe, I didn’t get to use my roller thingy.” Richie whined, reaching over and picking up the paint roller he’d spent so long putting together.<br/></p><p>Eddie thought for a moment before springing back to his feet and taking the paint roller from Richie. He rolled it in the puddle of paint at his feet and walked over to the nearest wall. When Richie didn’t follow, he looked over his shoulder expectantly.</p><p>“Well? I can’t do this alone.”<br/></p><p>Richie scrambled to get up, feet unsteady on the slick floor, but managed to make it over to Eddie without slipping. He wrapped a hand around Eddie’s and together they lifted the paint roller to a spot of bare wall.</p><p>It was anti-climactic, if Richie’s being honest, but the gesture was cute and brought a whole different type of excitement to his chest.</p><p>As their hands moved in tandem, spreading magenta over the white, Richie looked down at the boy he finally got to call his roommate. It may not have seemed like much to anyone else, but considering he’d been picturing his life with Eddie for nearly ten years, it was pretty exciting to see it coming to fruition.</p><p>Eddie pulled their hands away, guiding them to step back so they could admire their paint job.</p><p>“You know what the best part of painting is?” Eddie asked, keeping his gaze forward. “The clean up.”</p><p>Richie looked around at the paint splattered room. It was an absolute mess, and didn’t look like it would be anything less than painful to clean. But just as he was about to disagree, Eddie turned around and passed by him, pulling his shirt up and over his head in the process.</p><p>Richie turned to see Eddie wiggling out of his overalls and leaving them in a heap on the floor.</p><p>“OH! THAT KIND OF CLEAN UP!” Richie exclaimed, quickly beginning to remove his own paint soaked clothes.<br/></p><p>“Last one in the shower gets to clean the room after!” Eddie yelled from halfway down the hall.</p><p>Richie already knew the job would default to him, so instead of rushing, he stopped to add one last detail to their wall.</p><p>He dipped his finger into one of the paint splatters and began writing something. When he was finished, he happily left to join his boyfriend, leaving behind a little memory.</p><p>On the wall, among the various splatters, was a large heart with the letters “E.K. + R.T.” inside of it.</p>
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<p>“No,” Richie growls, twisting his keys in the ignition again and listening plaintively as his little baby sputters and stalls out again.  “No no no no <i>no</i>. <i> Fuck.</i>”  He slams his hands on the steering wheel, then turns apologetically to his date.  “Sorry, Eds.  Looks like I’m gonna have to call Triple-A.”<br/></p><p>“Not so fast,” Eddie insists, strangely cheerful, and starts peeling off his button-down, revealing a pristine plain white undershirt tucked into his dark, fitted denims. </p><p>“Uhh,” Richie swallows, watching his lean, tan arms flex with the movement.  “You really don’t have to strip on the side of the road to convince some poor bastard to give us a lift.”</p><p>Eddie gives a good-natured roll of his eyes.  “I’m going to take a look.  Don’t wanna get it dirty,” he explains, tossing his shirt into the backseat and throwing a question at Richie on his way out of the passenger side door: “Do you have any tools?”</p><p>“Buhh…”  Richie opens the glove compartment, pawing blindly through snacks and old receipts. </p><p>“Nevermind,” Eddie chuckles, “I’ll check your trunk.  There’s probably something in there.”</p><p>Richie exits the car, trailing behind Eddie like a bit of a kid.  He finds what he needs in the trunk, as expected, and then he’s popping the hood, leaning on both hands, cocking his hip, and examining the machinery, creating just about the most attractive image Richie’s ever seen in his life.  “<i>Wow.</i>”</p><p>“What?  See something?” Eddie asks, darting his eyes around.</p><p>“No,” Richie laughs; as if he would know fuck-all about how his baby works.  “I’ve just… never seen you work on a car.  Wasn’t prepared for…”  He waves a hand over Eddie’s figure in profile.  “…all this.”</p><p>Eddie’s brow furrows as he takes in the contents of Richie’s hood, still oblivious.  “Don’t be impressed until I actually fix something.  ‘S no big deal.  I’m just taking a look.”</p><p>“Same,” Richie breathes, still eyeing him.  “And taking about five billion mental pictures for posterity.”</p><p>Eddie cuts his eyes at him playfully, blushing as he realizes what’s happening.  “<i>Stop.</i>” </p><p>It isn’t long, though, before Eddie’s actually tinkering with the car, asking Richie to try starting it every time he makes an adjustment.  After just four tries, they get it, Richie’s baby purring gratefully to life.  </p><p>“Holy <i>shit</i>!  Well done, Eds.”  Richie actually applauds.  </p><p>Eddie shuts the hood, shrugging, and makes his way back into the passenger seat.  “We’re all set.”  He reaches into the backseat to put his dress shirt back on, but Richie stops him.</p><p>“Leave it off.”</p><p>“I’m a little underdressed for a first date,” Eddie smiles.</p><p>Richie takes one final look at him–all of him–before pulling his seatbelt back on.  “Yeah, but you look like James Dean, and it’s painfully fucking hot.  Everyone’s gonna be jealous of me.  I’m not wasting this opportunity.”</p><p>Eddie averts his gaze out the window, but Richie can see his mouth screw up smugly in the reflection. </p><hr><p><b><i>permatag list: <a href="https://tmblr.co/mgABSdRO47ONWxElxEvJtOQ">@reddie-to-fight</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mSKySU6MFTBNGg21RfF2sGg">@hurleyhugo</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m9CiKEezwm5jbXgWoT66Xvw">@raspberrywind</a> @losver-kaspbrak  <a href="https://tmblr.co/mv50cam99MDq659udUtM6sA">@geckolover001</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mLAnSdrUcmXDdmeB6OUamMg">@its-stranger-than-you-think</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mqe7yTKWEBeLIqfankD_k5Q">@gazebo-motherfucker</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mbmFxFSPJhlzdkrC80RrhWQ">@waypunsarelife</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mNF87U8T-i9-ef1VZ_YV0KQ">@reddietofall</a> <a href="http://happytozier.tumblr.com/">@happytozier</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m72xg5b9RtMTOaKCFMalrhg">@librablossom</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mU9p1s_wL5Gjk8t5LZIsj3g">@aesteddie</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mg1gLw2Fsi9wk25CkTXna1A">@tapetayloe</a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mQZsIwfkS3Kw8SIE7dmjNjQ">@spagheddi-kaspbrak</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mEHctDzpEmvLDQd3kMNRhgQ">@sadhelianthus</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mIVW6uFqHFBtJrKvXXpneSg">@adhdtozier</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mkvcB_bfgIrta73JdiU6WEQ">@justcallme-trashmouth</a> @fuckboyrichie  <a href="https://tmblr.co/mFYXVZTG0m6fO7P88_FQUNg">@bandaids</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mbU-oj7CYb2UpZhZOwaEB7g">@20gayteeneds</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mYXFnbPANm7HKoB6BKqk9cg">@richietoaster</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m0UIeqFGchDdPzg9mYXvx7A">@burymestanding</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mDB92J7TjQ5VuWx4TquuKnA">@speakslowtellmelove</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mt3xD6wLRW1ZDyDLlv0QTVQ">@notsugarandspice</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mU7_EWOhIcB7mjfitje5JSQ">@richiefuckfacetozier</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mjP9yoYwyvPl-4uUZh04F6Q">@noahsschnapp</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/myNd8XWL_LBF9Vg-wgQgbNQ">@mrs-vh</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mIVW6uFqHFBtJrKvXXpneSg">@adhdtozier</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mHsskg_CONNctEy9c-uevRQ"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mHsskg_CONNctEy9c-uevRQ">@loveoflosers</a> @constantreaderfool <a href="https://tmblr.co/mrztTEmbdPhy9y2cBEzZUZQ">@lizacore</a></i></b><br/></p><hr><p><b><a href="https://stellarbisexual.tumblr.com/ask">Taking Reddie, Stanlon, Benverly, &amp; Kasplon prompts (pairing + word) to celebrate the IT CHAPTER TWO TRAILER RELEASE!  Come at me, bro. </a></b><br/></p>
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Reddie + old! &lt;33
<p><b>I found this way too relatable. </b></p><hr><p>“You’re pouting,” Eddie observes as he watches Richie from their bedroom doorway.  He’s currently standing in front of their full-length mirror in an old t-shirt–which is a bit tighter than it used to be–and pinching the extra cushion around his hips just above where his sweatpants start.<br/></p><p>“What the fuck is happening to me?”  Richie’s genuinely asking, staring perplexed at his own reflection like it’s betrayed him.  “I had the metabolism of a jaguar my whole life until six fucking months ago.  Now I eat one piece of cake and I’m the Stay-Puft Marshmallow Man.”</p><p>Eddie smiles fondly, approaching him from behind and wrapping his arms around his waist, urging his husband’s hands to stop being so critical.  “We’re just getting older.  Also, who the fuck are you trying to fool?  It was three pieces of cake.”  He pinches Richie’s tummy, and is concerned when he doesn’t laugh.  He physically turns him away from the mirror, rubbing his hands gently up and down his chest where he can easily reach.  “Sweetheart…”</p><p>“My hairline’s receding, too.  I’m disgusting.  You’re gonna leave me for the pool boy.”</p><p>“Don’t we have to have a pool for that?”  He looks up at his sweet, funny, caring husband, that familiar face that he fell in love with when he was just a kid, and sighs, cradling his cheeks.  “Richie. There is still no one else I want.”</p><p>Richie’s eyes get a little glassy at that, and <i>wow</i>, Eddie thinks, <i>he really is getting softer as we move more solidly into middle age.</i></p><p>He rises up on his toes and presses a firm kiss to his husband’s mouth.  “I love your stomach,” he admits quietly, fingers crawling down to creep under the hem of Richie’s tee and tickle him there.  “And besides,” his mouth marks a slow path down the side of his neck, “there are some benefits to getting older.”</p><p>“Yeah?”  Richie finally smiles faintly.  “What are those?”</p><p>Eddie surprises him by manhandling him onto their bed and crawling over him, straddling his hips, which, yes, are a little cushier than they used to be.  “You get to lay back while your much more sprightly husband does all the work.”</p><p>“Ooh,” Richie mouths, gripping Eddie’s thighs.  “You gonna come down here and give Daddy some sugar?”</p><p>“If you stop being so mean to yourself.”</p><p>Richie sighs deeply, his nostrils flaring.  “Okay.”  Eddie smiles, bright and wide.  “Come down here, gorgeous.  We’re not dead yet.”</p><hr><p><b><i>permatag list: <a href="https://tmblr.co/mgABSdRO47ONWxElxEvJtOQ">@reddie-to-fight</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mSKySU6MFTBNGg21RfF2sGg">@hurleyhugo</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m9CiKEezwm5jbXgWoT66Xvw">@raspberrywind</a> @losver-kaspbrak  <a href="https://tmblr.co/mv50cam99MDq659udUtM6sA">@geckolover001</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mLAnSdrUcmXDdmeB6OUamMg">@its-stranger-than-you-think</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mqe7yTKWEBeLIqfankD_k5Q">@gazebo-motherfucker</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mbmFxFSPJhlzdkrC80RrhWQ">@waypunsarelife</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mNF87U8T-i9-ef1VZ_YV0KQ">@reddietofall</a> <a href="http://happytozier.tumblr.com/">@happytozier</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m72xg5b9RtMTOaKCFMalrhg">@librablossom</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mU9p1s_wL5Gjk8t5LZIsj3g">@aesteddie</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mg1gLw2Fsi9wk25CkTXna1A">@tapetayloe</a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mQZsIwfkS3Kw8SIE7dmjNjQ">@spagheddi-kaspbrak</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mEHctDzpEmvLDQd3kMNRhgQ">@sadhelianthus</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mIVW6uFqHFBtJrKvXXpneSg">@adhdtozier</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mkvcB_bfgIrta73JdiU6WEQ">@justcallme-trashmouth</a> @fuckboyrichie  <a href="https://tmblr.co/mFYXVZTG0m6fO7P88_FQUNg">@bandaids</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mbU-oj7CYb2UpZhZOwaEB7g">@20gayteeneds</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mYXFnbPANm7HKoB6BKqk9cg">@richietoaster</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m0UIeqFGchDdPzg9mYXvx7A">@burymestanding</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mDB92J7TjQ5VuWx4TquuKnA">@speakslowtellmelove</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mt3xD6wLRW1ZDyDLlv0QTVQ">@notsugarandspice</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mU7_EWOhIcB7mjfitje5JSQ">@richiefuckfacetozier</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mjP9yoYwyvPl-4uUZh04F6Q">@noahsschnapp</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/myNd8XWL_LBF9Vg-wgQgbNQ">@mrs-vh</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mIVW6uFqHFBtJrKvXXpneSg">@adhdtozier</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mHsskg_CONNctEy9c-uevRQ"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mHsskg_CONNctEy9c-uevRQ">@loveoflosers</a> @constantreaderfool <a href="https://tmblr.co/mrztTEmbdPhy9y2cBEzZUZQ">@lizacore</a></i></b><br/></p><hr><p><b><a href="https://stellarbisexual.tumblr.com/ask">Taking Reddie, Stanlon, Benverly, &amp; Kasplon prompts (pairing + word) to celebrate the IT CHAPTER TWO TRAILER RELEASE!  Come at me, bro. </a></b><br/></p>
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<p><b>Sex Magic/Sex Pollen + Rivalry/Argument Coming to a
Head</b> from <a href="https://reddie4thesinbin.tumblr.com/post/184750350344/trope-combo-list-1" style="">this
prompt list</a></p><hr><p>“Richie, we can’t just stop at every interesting-looking planet we
come across. We have a job to do.”</p><p>Richie ignored Eddie’s complaints as he landed their ship,
popping open the hatch with zero concern for Eddie’s protests.</p><p>“We’ll get there eventually, don’t worry Eds. Live a little!”</p><p>Eddie was about to contest once again, but Richie was
already out of earshot. With a grumble under his breath, Eddie programmed the
ship to do a scan of the planet’s atmosphere and its wildlife. Within a few
seconds he had all of the necessary statistics of the planet pulled up across
the screen. Everything seemed to check out; Atmosphere was safe, no aggressive wildlife documented, and not much of a population present either.</p><p>With a sigh Eddie grabbed his backpack, hauling it over his
shoulder and following after Richie. He made sure to lock their ship, even if
there wasn’t anyone around they couldn’t risk having the cargo they needed to
deliver stolen, or worse, becoming stranded on this planet.</p><p>He spotted Richie a few feet away, crouched down in what
looked like a field of dandelions. Unlike earth dandelions, however, these ones
were taller and seemed to be varying shades of purple depending on their
growth. The smaller ones were more lavender in tone where as the bigger ones
had darkened to a plum.</p><p>Eddie approached Richie, reaching out a hand to tap him on
the shoulder when suddenly he whirled around and blew something in Eddie’s face.</p><p>Eddie sputtered as unknown particles entered his mouth, his
eyes squeezing shut to avoid the assault. It was over within a millisecond, and
replaced instead by Richie’s wheezing as he fell back into the flowers and
created another puff of spores.</p><p>“Richie what the fuck!?” Eddie yelled, still spitting spores
out of his mouth. “Those could have been poisonous!”</p><p>“I knew they weren’t.”</p><p>“How could you have possible known that?”</p><p>“Because you left the ship, which means you did a scan and
everything came up fine.”</p><p>Eddie was quiet, steam still billowing from his ears as he
glared at Richie’s smug expression.</p><p>“Why can’t you ever take anything seriously?” Eddie accused,
crossing his arms over his chest and cocking his hip to the side.</p><p>“Why can’t you ever have any fun?” Richie shot back.</p><p>“Wha- I can have fun! I <i>am</i> fun. I just
can’t be fun around you because if I don’t watch your every move you’ll get
yourself, or us, killed!”</p><p>Richie rolled his eyes, standing up and brushing the flecks from his clothes.</p><p>“You’re dramatic.”</p><p>“I AM NOT DRAMATIC!” Eddie yelled, before clearing his
throat and relaxing his posture. “I am not dramatic.” He repeated with
more composure.</p><p>“Sure, short stuff.” Richie mumbled as he passed by Eddie and began making a beeline towards a body of water in the distance.<br/></p><p>“Richie! Come back- ugh.” Eddie trudged after him, huffing in dismay.<br/></p><p>As they walked, Eddie began feeling hot. The temperature on this planet hadn’t appeared to be too different from the temperature they were used to on earth, but Eddie couldn’t deny the over-heating he was beginning to feel. Up ahead of him he noticed Richie pulling his shirt above his head and using it to dab at his forehead.</p><p>“You hot?” Eddie asked, jogging slightly to catch up with Richie and falling in step beside him.</p><p>“Always been, took you long enough to notice.” Richie joked back.<br/></p><p>Eddie rolled his eyes, following Richie’s lead and stripping off his own shirt before stuffing it in his backpack.</p><p>

The body of water they’d seen in the distance didn’t seem to be getting any closer. It felt like they were in one of those dreams where you were running down a hallway but couldn’t reach the door.<br/></p><p>More alarmingly, however, was the stirring in Eddie’s gut. It sort of felt like an upset stomach, but he didn’t think he was going to be sick. They’d gotten all of their shots, earth and alien alike, and were supposed to be pretty much immune to any virus they came across. An upset stomach was something Eddie hadn’t felt since he was a kid.</p><p>Richie seemed to have given up on his mission to reach the water, now sitting on a large rock off to the side of the path they’d been following.</p><p>Richie groaned as he laid back and threw his arms over his eyes.</p><p>“This alien sun is being a bitch; I don’t feel good.”<br/></p><p>“See, this is why we don’t explore random planets in the middle of our work day.” Eddie sat down beside Richie, letting his backpack fall to the ground beside them.<br/></p><p>“You are so boriiiiing.” Richie whined.<br/></p><p>“I’m precautious.” Eddie retorted stubbornly, his tone rising.<br/></p><p>“You have a stick so far up your ass-”<br/></p><p>“If you don’t shut the fuck up, I’ll stick it up <i>your</i> ass.”<br/></p><p>“Oh ho ho, kitty’s got claws.”<br/></p><p>Eddie’s not sure if it was the heat overwhelming his senses, or the fact that Richie always managed to get on his last nerve, but he found himself pouncing on Richie and toppling them both to the ground.</p><p>“Fuck you Tozier!” Eddie yelled.<br/></p><p>“Woah, what the fuck!” Richie cried out simultaneously.<br/></p><p>They wrestled for dominance, dirt and sand puffing up in a cloud around them. Eddie got Richie pinned, but only for a moment before Richie’s long legs circled around his and flipped them. Eddie struggled to get free, grunts interspersed with curses escaping his mouth.</p><p>“Stop writhing!” Richie demanded, which only made Eddie fight harder. He could feel rocks digging into his bare skin but ignored it.<br/></p><p>Eddie only stopped when the shock of warm lips against his startled him. His entire body went limp underneath Richie, as if some force within him was reacting to the kiss. His mouth was kissing back, his hands tangled in inky locks, but his mind was still reeling from the sudden intimacy.</p><p>“Richie… What are you doing.” Eddie murmured against his lips.<br/></p><p>“I don’t know…” Richie admitted, nibbling down Eddie’s neck.<br/></p><p>Eddie didn’t know either, but it didn’t seem to matter, his body was moving on its own. The hands in Richie’s hair pushed his head down further until Richie’s lips were hovering over Eddie’s hip bones.</p><p>“All I know is that I want you.” Richie said, his tone more assured than moments ago.<br/></p><p>“Me too.” Eddie breathed honestly.<br/></p><p>He let Richie undress him from the waist down, and was surprised when he felt a wetness as Richie peeled his briefs off him.</p><p>Richie also seemed to notice. He was staring in between Eddie’s legs with a hunger in his eyes that Eddie had never seen before.</p><p>Richie swiped his fingers across Eddie’s hole. The area much more sensitive than normal, causing Eddie to moan and cant his hips at the contact.</p><p>Richie seemed to be inspect his fingers, which glistened with something transparent.</p><p>“Fuck, Eddie. You’re self-lubricating.” Richie announced, hunching over Eddie and presenting his fingers as evidence. Eddie stared at Richie’s hand in disbelief.<br/></p><p>“Guys can’t do that.” Eddie stated obtusely.<br/></p><p>Richie reached behind, pulling his own pants down just low enough that he could feel his own hole. It was just as wet, just as warm, and just as sensitive. The touch alone caused a string of pre-cum to fall from his cock.</p><p>“I love this planet.” Richie mumbled under his breath before pulling his pants off the rest of the way. He arranged their discarded clothes in a measly imitation of a blanket and pulled Eddie on top of them.<br/></p><p>Eddie’s desperation had spiked in mere seconds, the sight of Richie’s cock stirring awake the feeling in his stomach from earlier. He recognized it now as a feeling of <i>need</i>.</p><p>“Richie-” Eddie began to whine, wrapping his legs around Richie’s torso and pulling him flush to his chest. “Need you, <i>now</i>.”<br/></p><p>Richie shushed him comfortingly, reaching between them to thumb at Eddie’s hole again. He was surprised to find he could push in with no problem. In fact, he was able to fit in three fingers right away with zero issue. He could probably fit his entire fist up there, but that was an adventure for another day.</p><p>“You’re so loose.” Richie marveled, quickly finding Eddie’s prostate and pressing up against it. Eddie moaned loudly in response.<br/></p><p>“Looks like you’re already ready for me, so eager to please, aren’t you?”<br/></p><p>Tears sprung to Eddie’s eyes. He needed Richie to stop teasing him, to give him more, to fuck him until he couldn’t breathe.</p><p>He was about to beg again when Richie’s fingers drew back and were quickly replaced with something much warmer and thicker.</p><p>“Yesssss-” Eddie hissed as Richie filled him up. For the first time ever, Eddie felt no sting or stretch from the intrusion. Richie glided in easily and slid back out without pull. The feeling was almost too much, yet still not enough.<br/></p><p>“Harder.” Eddie panted, trying to time his hips with Richie’s.<br/></p><p>Richie obliged, switching out his timid thrusts for bruising force. It knocked a cry out of Eddie, the noise echoing off the canyons around them.</p><p>Eddie’s nails were digging into Richie’s forearms where he held him close. He knew it was probably painful but he couldn’t let up his grip. He needed Richie there, couldn’t let him leave, couldn’t let him stop.</p><p>The tears began spilling over Eddie’s cheeks as he became overwhelmed with pleasure and emotions alike. Richie seemed to be close to the same breaking point, his thrusts becoming more erratic and his eyes beginning to water.</p><p>“Need to cum in you, need to fill you-” Richie was rambling nonsense that got lost in Eddie’s ears, but Richie’s voice was so comforting he didn’t want it to stop.<br/></p><p>He felt himself rapidly reaching his release. It felt stronger than normal, all encompassing. It made his toes curl and his head swim. He wanted to speak, to warn Richie he was about to cum, but just as he opened his mouth his orgasm ripped through him.</p><p>The noise that came from Eddie was inhuman. His eyes rolled back as his body began to convulse as it was overcome with euphoria.</p><p>He felt Richie emptying into him, his own climax pulling a growl from his chest. His hips stuttered as he continued to spurt long ropes of cum inside Eddie, more than usual, and more than Eddie’s body could handle. Cum began seeping out around Richie’s cock, and when he pulled out a pool followed.</p><p>Richie stared down at it in a daze, unable to believe it was all his. Eddie’s distress was the only thing that brought him out of his reverie.</p><p>“I’m sorry I’m so sorry I’m so so sorry-” Eddie repeated himself over and over as tears continued to stain his cheeks, though these tears brought an ache to Richie’s heart.<br/></p><p>“Woah, woah what are you talking about? Why are you apologizing?” Richie pulled Eddie up into his arms and cradled him to his chest, alarm evident as he tried to calm Eddie’s rising hysteria.<br/></p><p>“I was desperate and I made you do this and I didn’t ask for consent and I-”<br/></p><p>Richie cut him off with a kiss. If it worked once, there was no reason it couldn’t work twice.</p><p>“You didn’t make me do anything, Eddie. I wanted this just as much as you. And I didn’t ask <i>you</i> for consent either, though for the record, you had my consent the entire time.”<br/></p><p>Eddie sniffled, relaxing slightly into Richie’s hold.</p><p>“Really?”<br/></p><p>“Yeah, really. Why do you think I’m always teasing you?”<br/></p><p>“You tease everybody.”<br/></p><p>“Well yes but I pay extra special attention to you. You know why?”<br/></p><p>Eddie shook his head.</p><p>“Because I like you, Eddie.”<br/></p><p>Eddie’s frown was immediately replaced with a toothy grin. He tried to hide his blush by nuzzling into Richie’s chest, but Richie could still see the pink that stained his cheeks.</p><p>“So, as fun as this was, it sort of came out of nowhere, huh?” Richie mentioned, petting Eddie’s hair absentmindedly.<br/></p><p>“Yeah… we should probably get off this planet before we fuck each other to death.” Eddie teased.<br/></p><p>“Honestly, not opposed to death by dick.”<br/></p><p>Eddie slapped Richie’s chest playfully, his banter suddenly working to soothe Eddie instead of irritate him.</p><p>It was a welcomed change.</p><p>“Besides, I wanna hear you make that weird noise when you cum again.”<br/><br/>Well, it was nice while it lasted.</p>
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Reddie + 11 &amp; 17
<p><b>Locked in a Room/Closet + Accidental Eavesdropping</b> from <a href="https://reddie4thesinbin.tumblr.com/post/184750350344/trope-combo-list-1" style="">this prompt list</a></p><hr><p>“Richie! Let go, jesus- what is going on!?” Eddie had just exited the bathroom when Richie grabbed his arm and began hauling him up the stairs in a hurry. The rest of their friends were still in Bill’s living room, oblivious to the commotion.<br/></p><p>Richie shushed Eddie and led him into Bill’s room, bypassing everything in favor of dragging Eddie into the closet. He had just closed the door when Eddie began complaining again, earning himself another shush and a hand over his mouth.</p><p>Almost immediately, Stan’s raised voice could be heard from downstairs.</p><p>“Richie, where are you!?” There was an angry lilt to his tone that caused Eddie to raise an eyebrow at Richie in question.<br/></p><p>“I <i>may</i> have accidentally spit my chewing gum out while talking and it <i>may</i> have landed on Stan’s sweater and I <i>may</i> have made it worse while trying to inconspicuously get it off… and he <i>may</i> have just noticed.” Richie rambled in a whisper, removing his hand from Eddie’s mouth.</p><p>“And this has to do with me… how?” Eddie asked.<br/></p><p>“I didn’t wanna hide alone, that woulda been boring.” Richie stated as if it was obvious.<br/></p><p>“And what’s stopping me from walking out of here and sending Stan your way?”<br/></p><p>Richie blinked at him before reaching into his pocket.</p><p>“A piece of gum?” Richie asked, offering the pack to Eddie.<br/></p><p>Eddie snorted and pushed Richie’s hand back towards himself. If he was gonna be stuck in here with Richie, he didn’t want to be caught with evidence of the crime.</p><p>Eddie pushed some of Bill’s clothing along the rack, making more room for him to get comfortable in the cramped space. At least the door was slatted, so light filtered in through the spaces between the boards, creating a slightly less claustrophobic atmosphere.</p><p>Eddie leaned against the wall, crossing his arms over his chest and looking at Richie expectantly.</p><p>“What?” Richie asked, copying Eddie’s pose.<br/></p><p>“Well, you wanted me here, so entertain me.”<br/></p><p>“Ooo, entertain you, huh?” Richie wiggled his eyebrows, taking the small step forward to close the gap between them.<br/></p><p>Eddie rolled his eyes, pushing lightly on Richie’s chest.</p><p>“Fuck off, Rich.”<br/></p><p>“Okay okay, serious entertainment only.” Richie promised, donning mock sincerity.<br/></p><p>After a few seconds, and more scuttling heard from downstairs, Richie continued.</p><p>“I spy with my little eye something that is… short.”<br/></p><p>Eddie looked unimpressed.</p><p>“Is it me?” He asked monotonously.<br/></p><p>“No, it was Bill’s stuffed bear actually.” Richie responded, picking up the bear from where it had been sitting near his feet. “But since you mention it-”</p><p>Richie cut himself off when he heard foot steps coming down the hallway. In panic, Richie grabbed Eddie and pulled him to his chest, covering his mouth once again. Eddie only fought back for a second before letting his body go lax, surrendering to his fate for the time being.</p><p>Stan’s voice could be heard as two bodies entered the room. Through the slats in the door, Richie and Eddie could only make out shadows, but the addition of another familiar voice confirmed who Stan was with.</p><p>“I don’t know, I just wish they’d stop dancing around it and actually talk to each other.” Stan said as he sat down on the bed.<br/></p><p>Richie and Eddie exchanged a confused look before turning their attention back to the two outside.</p><p>“Yeah, but that would involve Richie actually admitting he has feelings instead of deflecting everything with humor.” Bill responded.<br/></p><p>“Ouch.” Richie whispered jokingly under his breath, despite his rising fear of where this conversation could be going.<br/></p><p>“Richie definitely deflects, but never underestimate Eddie’s ability to avoid confrontation.”<br/></p><p>“He once ran out of our apartment without his shoes on because I wanted to talk to him about our water bill.” Bill answered in agreement.<br/></p><p>“I did not…” Eddie mumbled into Richie’s hand.<br/></p><p>“See? So how are those two ever going to find out unless one of us intervenes?” Stan said.<br/></p><p>“What are they talking about-” Richie began, before his entire world came to a stop.<br/></p><p>“They’ve been in love with each other since 10th Grade and they still haven’t figured out their feelings are mutual.”<br/></p><p>Richie felt Eddie stiffen against him, his own body following suit in horror.</p><p>The room was silent for a few moments, nothing but the ticking of Bill’s wall clock off in the distance. Richie’s heart was pounding so fast he thought he might keel over. Eddie himself was in a similar boat.</p><p>Shakily, Eddie raised his hands up to Richie’s arm and pulled it away from his mouth, holding it instead across his chest like a safeguard.</p><p>“Is that true?” Eddie whispered, his voice barely audible.<br/></p><p>Richie searched his face before answering with a small nod.</p><p>“And you…?”<br/></p><p>Eddie nodded as well.</p><p>Richie let out a deep, shaky breath, an unsure smile gracing his features as the news sank in. He was just stealing himself to say something else when the voices from the other room rang out again.</p><p>“Wow, I really thought that would get him out of his hiding spot.” Stan stated.<br/></p><p>Within seconds Richie was bursting through the door, coming face to face with a smug Stan.</p><p>“YOU KNEW WE WERE IN THERE?” Richie yelled exasperatedly. He looked to Bill who just shrugged apologetically.<br/></p><p>“But you- I- we-”<br/></p><p>“We were planning an intervention for later this week anyway; the two of you have been oblivious for long enough. I just fast forwarded it a little.” Stan offered, as if that explained everything.<br/></p><p>Richie stared at him dumbfounded as Eddie approached tentatively from behind.</p><p>“Richie-” Eddie tried.<br/></p><p>“Next time. don’t get gum on my sweater and we’ll pop your bubble a little more gracefully.”<br/></p><p>“Oh, you are <i>evil</i>, Staniel.” Richie narrowed his eyes comically, but immediately faltered when he felt a small hand in his pulling him backwards.<br/></p><p>“Come on, who cares how it happened.” Eddie offered timidly, a little unsure of himself but still determined to say something.<br/></p><p>“We’ll give you guys some time to talk it out.” Bill said, rising from his bed and pulling Stan along with him.<br/></p><p>“You’re going to have to pay to get this dry cleaned!” Stan yelled over his shoulder as they left the room, closing the door behind them.<br/></p><p>Richie slowly turned to Eddie, unsure of how to proceed. Luckily, Eddie seemed ready, a small smirk already on his lips.</p><p>“So since 10th grade, huh?”</p><p>“Probably earlier, if we’re being honest.” Richie admitted bashfully.</p><p>“Tell me about it.” Eddie pulled Richie towards Bill’s bed, sitting down and riling up for the most important discussion of their lives.<br/></p>
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Bichie!
<p>

<b><a href="http://stephenskings.tumblr.com/ask">Send me a pairing and I’ll write a short snippet based off whatever song comes on my shuffle!</a></b>

<br/></p><p><i>Bichie + <a href="https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=hSoOqvptTUA">My First Kiss</a> by 3oh!3 feat. Ke$ha</i></p><p>“I just am a little surprised that you’re seventeen years old and you haven’t kissed anybody before.” Richie said, holding his hands up in defense of Ben’s burning glare. The Losers all surrounded them, sitting on the edge of the Barrens with their alcohol of choice in their hands. <br/></p><p>“I just don’t want to give my first kiss away to somebody I’m not going to care about later!” Ben called back, pink in the cheeks and starting to grin even as the alcohol numbed him. <br/></p><p>“Yeah, Rich. Shut up,” Eddie giggled. “Who was your first kiss anyway? I don’t think you’ve ever even told us.”  </p><p>Richie turned to Bill, grinning as he watched his best friend turning away and rub at the back of his neck. Richie felt physically thrown back to the eighth grade, sitting behind the old bleachers and staring angrily at a confused Bill Denbrough.</p><p>“<i>I am not going into high school without being kissed,” Richie told him firmly. “You’ve already had your first kiss! So you know what you’re doing.”</i><br/></p><p><i>“No!” Bill argued firmly. “I k-k-kissed B-Bev and I was prob-probably h-h-horrible!”<br/></i></p><p><i>“So kiss me now! It can be practice for you, too!” <br/></i></p><p><i>Bill was suddenly looking at him with determination, coming closer by the second.</i></p><p style="">

“It was your mom, Eds. You know that.”

<br/></p><p>There was communal groan and Richie had more than one empty drink container lobed at his head. </p>
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omg for the music writing request challenge could you please do benverly? 💓💓
<p style="">

<b><a href="http://stephenskings.tumblr.com/ask">Send me a pairing and I’ll write a short snippet based off whatever song comes on my shuffle!</a></b></p><p>

<i>Benverly + <a href="https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ad7Icsuu410">So Close</a> by Shawn Hook </i></p><p>Ben smiled as Eddie approached him, then weltered a little bit under the seriousness of Eddie’s glare. “Why are you standing here all by yourself like a loser?”</p><p>Ben raised his brow. Leave it to Eddie to cut right to the chase and leave no survivors. “I guess married life isn’t making you any softer.”</p><p>“I’m plenty soft,” Eddie laughed. “Richie actually sent me over here to tell you to get your head out of your ass and talk to Beverly, but I agree so I thought I’d just yell at you myself.”<br/></p><p>Ben let out a soft puff of breath. “I don’t know, Eddie. Bev has had what? Twelve years to like to me back? Seems a lost cause.”</p><p>Eddie rolled her eyes. “Ben, I love you. But have you ever actually… I don’t know… tried <i>telling Bev </i>that you like her? And anonymous notes don’t count.”  Ben grumbled under his breath and Eddie snickered. “It’s my wedding. Go ask Beverly to dance. The groom demands it.”</p><p>Ben sighed as Eddie shoved him into the dance floor. Ben easily could have stopped him, but found himself not wanting to. This was a turning point, maybe, but Ben could walk towards it.</p><p>He taped Beverly on the shoulder, breath catching as she turned to look at him. He smiled. “Dance, my lady?”</p><p>“I was hoping you would ask.” <br/></p>
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Stozier pls 🤗😶😎
<p style="">

<b><a href="http://stephenskings.tumblr.com/ask">Send me a pairing and I’ll write a short snippet based off whatever song comes on my shuffle!</a></b>

<br/></p>
<p><i>Stozier + <a href="https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=E_mU-Z-bKbw">Missing</a> by Evanescence</i> </p>
<p>*cracks knuckles* what a richie core song okay </p> <p><a href="https://stephenskings.tumblr.com/post/184702957522" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Cursed school presentations? Thank you!
<p>I hate presentations 😂but who doesn’t?</p>
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can i request a mini fic or something like that of reddie admiting their feelings in a stupid fight in front of the losers?
<p>Here we go! It’s a little different and a little long but I hope you like it :) </p><p><i>Billy, 15 minutes ago: Come see endgame with me. </i></p><p>Eddie groaned before rubbing his eyes and rolling over to reach for his phone on the bedside table. His eyes scanned over his home screen and the single, lonely message on it. Eddie might’ve been a marvel fan, but it was also 9:00 am on a Saturday. </p><p>He started to type, </p><p><i>Bill I am not seeing a movie at 9:00 am</i></p><p><br/></p><p>Before he could even stretch (or fall back asleep),</p><p><i>ding</i>!</p><p><i>Billy, just now: no, you’re not seeing a movie, you’re seeing ENDGAME. it’s at 9:45. Shower and I’ll meet you at the movie theatre. </i></p><p>He rolled his eyes at his own inability to say no to Bill, a childhood habit that was still hard to kick. </p><p><i>Fine. You buy the tickets. </i></p><p>He sighed before throwing himself out of bed to shower. </p><p>-</p><p>On the ten minute walk to meet Bill at The Aladdin, Eddie realizes he definitely should’ve worn a hoodie. His thin Captain America shirt that he’s had for years would be displayed proudly, if he weren’t shivering and covering his arms and the logo. He silently curses the world for making it cold in April. He shouldn’t have to wear a sweatshirt if it looks this nice outside for fuck’s sake. </p><p><br/></p><p>He finds Bill waiting for him outside the glass doors of the theatre, with an irrationally wide smile for this early in the morning. </p><p>“E-Eddie,” he stammers and pulls him into a side arm hug. Eddie melts into the warmth, thinking he could fall asleep again, but mostly he’s happy to see his friend so happy.</p><p>“ You’re stuttering,” he says bluntly before crossing his arms, bill had dropped the stutter (for the most part) freshman year. </p><p>“‘m ex-c-cited.” </p><p>“And I’m tired and grumpy.” </p><p>“And c-cold.” Bill could read all the losers like a damn book. And Eddie’s goosebumps are pretty noticeable. </p><p>He takes off his gray zip up hoodie and drapes it over Eddie’s shoulders. </p><p>“This doesn’t make up for waking me up ya know.”</p><p>“I know. I’ll buy you a cherry coke.”</p><p>“At 9:30 in the morning?”</p><p>“If you don’t have caffeine you’ll get cranky and I didn’t give you enough time to make coffee. Now C’mon.” He whips out his phone and pulls up the tickets as they head inside. </p><p>Eddie lets his eyes fall over the theatres filled with a few exited patrons, all in marvel gear. He smiles a little at the sight of their buzzing anticipation, it makes the room seem warmer. </p><p>Bill is a little ahead of him, getting their tickets scanned by- </p><p><br/></p><p>He feels a smile blossom on his face and a dusting of red on his cheeks, he tries to swallow the feeling in his throat at the sight of Richie in his work uniform. It’s a dress shirt and a bow tie, silly, but on brand for a movie theatre. It compliments his messy hair in the strangest way that makes his stomach knot. He tries to reason with himself not to be weird, and approaches the counter.</p><p>“Rich, I didn’t know you worked mornings.” </p><p> Richie’s eyes scan him up and down. He has an expression of angry annoyance that was barely readable to anyone but the losers. It shifted from casual and content to whatever this is as soon as he saw Eddie. </p><p>“Do now.” He says, quickly and snipply. </p><p>Eddie grimaces at his attitude, feeling almost embarrassed that his best friend would talk like that to him. </p><p>“You o-k-kay, Richie?” Bill asks. </p><p>“Just fine. Theatre one. Enjoy the show.” </p><p>“That was weird,” Bill says. </p><p>“Why is he being such a dick?” Eddie zones out looking at him, not thinking about the movie, or the cokes, or what bill is actually saying. </p><p>“I don’t know, but we’re gonna be late.” He grabs eddie by the arm  and starts to walk while he’s still staring at Richie. </p><p>Richie glances back at them for a moment.</p><p>Eddie mouths “What?” While being pulled by his friend. Richie just looks back at the line of people. </p><p><br/></p><p>Three hours later Eddie is being pulled out of the theatre in tears. </p><p>Him and everyone else.</p><p>He’d forgotten the interaction in the throes of the marvel cinematic universe, but as soon as he sees Richie scooping popcorn into a bag, it all comes flooding back. He finds himself stiffening up while Bill walks over to Richie. </p><p>“Richie!” He shouts over to their friend, who turns his head to look over at them. </p><p>“Meet us at the strawberry when you’re done, we’ve gotta talk about this!” </p><p>He nods his head, but doesn’t say anything. </p><p>Since when the fuck is he quiet?</p><p>-</p><p>The losers assemble at their favorite and only diner in Derry, the strawberry. It’s old timey, 50s style, but with none of the wait staff dressed up as celebrities to make it awkward. Eddie may hate Derry, but it’s apathy is it’s saving grace in a few cases. </p><p><br/></p><p>Six losers settle into a large booth in their usual arrangement,</p><p>Mike, Bill, And Ben on one side, Stan, Bev, Eddie on the other. He leaves Richie his usual seat. When the dark haired boy arrives, he doesn’t slide in next to Eddie, instead next to Ben on the other side. He tries not to notice too much.</p><p>“Sup losers?” He quips smiley, keeping his eyes anywhere but on Eddie.</p><p>“Richie Tozier we need to talk about endgame.” Bill says sternly and his expression changes ever so slightly. His face muscles tense. </p><p>“Ya like it?”</p><p>“It was fucking insane!” </p><p>Bill babbles on about the plot while stan covers his ears and yells spoilers. Richie listens, inattentively, and will find Eddie’s eyes once in a while. It’s happened four times in five minutes of losers rambling. Eddie will look up from his milkshake to find dark blue eyes staring at him in something he can only read as irritation. By the time they’re talking about what the fuck happened to the hulk, Eddie has had enough. </p><p>Richie looks at him again,</p><p>“What?” He exclaims quickly.</p><p>Richie shakes his head, “nothin”.</p><p>His eyes roll, “clearly it’s not “nothin’” what’s wrong?” </p><p>He puffs, attempting to be causal, “Nothing is wrong why are you freaking out?”</p><p>“I’m not!” Eddie slams his fists on the table, not hard enough to spill anything but enough to make the losers stop and look. “You keep looking at me like I killed your mom or spoiled the movie or something! </p><p>“No I don’t.” </p><p>“Yes you do!” </p><p>“Can’t I just look across the table?”</p><p>“No because you’ve been weird to me all day! Tell me what’s wrong Richie!”</p><p>They weren’t many people in the diner, but they were staring to get looks. </p><p>Stan shoves Eddie out of the booth.</p><p>“If you guys are gonna be assholes, be assholes outside before you get us kicked out.” </p><p>Eddie was stubborn as shit, but he always hated it when people made scenes in public.</p><p>He grabs Richie’s arm and pulls him out of the opposite side, leading them out the doors. </p><p>-</p><p>“Are you gonna tell me what the fuck is going on now?”</p><p>Richie stares at the ground, “No.”</p><p>“You’re acting like a fucking child Richie this is ridiculous. You don’t talk to me all day and you won’t even tell me what’s wrong. Eventually I’m gonna stop asking.” </p><p>“Fine.” </p><p>“Fine what?”</p><p>“Fine.”</p><p>Eddie has just about had it, he’s turning back to the diner doors, </p><p>“Are you going out with Bill now?” He says it weakly, not looking at Eddie. </p><p>He’s taken aback for a second, suddenly tongue tied and shocked.</p><p>“No?” He says. </p><p>“Okay. Never mind.” </p><p>“Why do you ask?”</p><p>“No reason.” </p><p>“Richie Tozier I will-“ </p><p>“Do you remember like three months ago when we all went camping?” </p><p>He lets himself search his mind, though he barely has to.</p><p>“Yes.”</p><p>“Remember when you got so mad at Stan for saying that Iron man was better than captain America and you said you wouldn’t ever watch another new marvel movie with him again?” </p><p>He nods.</p><p>“And then he asked who you were gonna see it with if not him?”</p><p>He keeps his head moving.</p><p>“And then later, when everyone else went to bed, you asked me if I’d go with you, just the two of us, because we spent all those hours as kids in your room reading ever comic we could get our hands on?” </p><p>“Yeah,” he feels guilt at that, understanding Richie’s disappointment. </p><p>“Do you remember what I said?”</p><p>Eddie’s face turns red, </p><p>“You s-said,” he coughs,</p><p>“It’s a date,” Richie finishes, bluntly. </p><p>“So imagine my surprise when I’ve been planning this night for a month and this morning you walk in with Billy boy around your arm, draped in his sweatshirt.” </p><p>“Richie I’m sorry-“</p><p>“It’s okay,” he cuts off, “I get it. I understand.”</p><p>Eddie frowns at the grown as a moment passes. </p><p>“Well that’s not really fair.” </p><p>“What isn’t?”</p><p>“You joke like that all the time. You’re always touching me and calling me pet names and stuff I didn’t remember because you do that stuff all the time. How could you expect me to know that you wanted-“ </p><p>“You just said it, Eds. I do all that stuff with you and you still don’t understand. I thought you did, I thought you were just letting me down easy.” </p><p>“That doesn’t make any sense Richie! You’ve been treating me like that since we were kids!” He feels dumb, even though he shouldn’t. He feels angry that he’s expected to know what’s going on without anyone saying it. He hates this game of guessing emotions. </p><p>“<i>Because I’ve been in love with you since we were kids!” </i></p><p>Eddie’s jaw drops a little. He lets them stir in it, not knowing what to say. </p><p>“I’m sorry.”</p><p>Eddie suddenly feels the closeness they’ve acquired in the argument, they’re face to face. He doesn’t wait another minute before grabbing Richie’s face and kissing him. </p><p>“Thank fuck,” they break apart to see the losers standing there. </p><p>“God that was getting old,” Mike says, tiredness in his voice. </p><p><br/></p><p>Richie laughs, “Oh Fuck off, Mikey.” He says without any malice in his words.</p><p>The losers say their goodbyes and get into bikes and cars. </p><p>As soon as they’re gone, Richie leans in for another kiss. </p><p>“Not so fast.”</p><p>“What’s wrong?”</p><p>“If this is gonna work you can’t ever do that again. You gotta tell me what’s wrong okay?”</p><p>“Eds, Ed, and Eddie, I promise to tell you everything always.” </p><p>“Swear?”</p><p>“Swear.” Richie says and holds out a pinky. Eddie takes it.</p><p>“Now where am I taking you Eddie my love, on our first date, if not to the movies?”</p><p>Eddie smiles and kisses him again, “How about dancing?” </p><p><br/></p><p><br/></p><p><br/></p><p><br/></p>
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okay so when angel!stan and richie were leetle (if angels are ever actually little, assuming everyone has always existed, in their spirit form, and were not energy that was somehow conceived, to then go on to potentially be birthed into humans) did they like... grow up in some kind of &#039;sector&#039; together? where they in a neighborhood? did they eat together? did they sleep together? (if they sleep/rest?) did they have errands together? create stars together? design animals together?
<p>mhm mhm angels were little at some point (they do age it’s just very different from how humans age, and once you reach a certain level you can sort of shape-shift to appear whatever age you want so it’s complicated but all this to say yes smol angels exist!)<br/><br/>So basically, yes they did grow up together. The way I HC it, not everyone can be an angel. There are a lot of holy spirits that do various work for God but to be an angel you either have to be one of the originals, or the descendant of one of the originals. They have a magic that runs in their souls that doesn’t run in anyone elses. So, that being said, there aren’t like <i>hundreds</i> of angels at a time, it’s a fairly small “community”, if you wanna call it that. They all live in a big sort of boarding school together where the elder angels teach the youngin’s and prepare them for their duty.</p><p>Angels don’t necessarily need to sleep, but it does help with their powers if they charge up their energy every once in a while, so they did have a sleeping quarters. It was kind of just one big room lined with beds, and you could go there any time you pleased, so yes Stan and Richie definitely took naps together!</p><p>They did all of those things and more together! In class they’d learn how to create stars, create animals, observe humans, blend in on earth missions, etc. When they got older they had assignments (similar to exams in school) where they’d be assigned a human and a task to complete. Anytime that they had the opportunity to pair up, they’d always pick each other.</p><p>Other fun little tidbit: They had a giant self-cleaning water body behind their building where the angels would go to clean off if necessary (angels don’t sweat or need to wash their hair/body unless they get dirty with like, blood or mud or something, so it was usually pretty barren). It had a waterfall that Stan and Richie liked to sit under and talk. They’d wash each other’s hair and wings just because it felt nice, and then they’d lay in the clouds soaking up the sun while drying off.</p>
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Bichie are the video game boiz. They play them all and go against each other at Mario chart. Also have marathons all the time.
<p>Okay compared to Stan and Bev’s place the boys apartment is a bomb site and neither of them care, like theirs junk food wrappers on the floor and cans of Pepsi on the side but they’re too busy getting high or playing video games or making out to notice.</p><p>There’s a lot of neon lights around that say stuff like ‘fuck’ or ‘dumbass’ but they look really pretty on the wall. Also the apartment smells of Richie’s aftershave and Bill’s shampoo so it’s like a weird mix of spice and mint.</p><p>Their date nights consist of staying in and eating pizza whilst binge watching a Netflix true crime documentary and then having sex midway through because they’re bored (also date night is sex night). They aren’t ashamed to have sex anywhere in the apartment either and the losers have walked in on them so many damn times it’s relentless. </p><p>When the others come over Stan will refuse to walk in until he has photographic evidence via snapchat that it’s clean (it took Bill two days to do it to Stan’s standard and even then he wasn’t happy).</p><p>However the apartment definitely looks the cleanest on Bill’s birthday because richie cleans ALL of it and puts rose petals on the floor and makes them dinner and they end up ditching dinner to have sex on the kitchen counter because why not?</p>
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can you draw bichie (w richie who just got his aSS kicked) and bill takin care if his Boy
<figure data-orig-width="1429" data-orig-height="1479" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/37b78b4cf14b9860b2f95d6890dbfe3a/tumblr_inline_p3pljfYlEK1rua29k_540.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="1429" data-orig-height="1479"/></figure><p><i>- you make a cute nurse, billy boy</i></p><p><i>- hold still, you fucking idiot</i></p>
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Reddie angst?
<p>I’ma keep it real with you, I have no idea what this is</p>
<p>An au of a college au with <a href="https://tmblr.co/m6u9Kg5Tasm0Se-qP_4pPQw">@bylerhearts</a></p>
<p>Essentially what might’ve happened if Eddie was less confident in himself but then it completely got away from me at the end tbh</p>
<p>Anyway, you asked for Reddie angst and (I hope) I delivered! Couldn’t keep it entirely angsty though sorry about that</p>
<p><i>5:54 p.m.</i></p>
<p><i>Spaghetti: hey baby</i></p>
<p><i>6:25 p.m.</i></p>
<p><i>Spaghetti: rich?</i></p>
<p><i>6:47 p.m.</i></p>
<p><i>Spaghetti: richie answer me you’re freaking me out are you okay</i></p> <p><a href="https://chaotickaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/184680142375/reddie-angst" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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can you write smut with the sentence &ldquo;you&rsquo;re so perfect, and i&rsquo;m so fucking lucky.&rdquo; for kaspbrough with bottom bill?
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/18665845">On AO3</a> | <b>warnings: </b>work-related stress/angst but Eddie comforts him…</p>
<blockquote><p><a href="https://whatdidisayhoney.tumblr.com/post/184373900795/smut-prompts">send me a smut prompt</a><br/></p></blockquote>
<hr><p>The front door of their apartment opened and in came a dejected boy with his hair hanging into his face, lips bitten red out of frustration and fumbling so much in an attempt to get his shoes off before hitting the carpet that Eddie thought he might just give up and lay down on the floor with his feet still on the tile.</p>
<p>For Bill’s sake, Eddie hoped he’d make it to the couch. Shoes, or no shoes. It was much comfier, and he would know, sitting there with both his feet pulled up onto the cushion, holding the most recent publication of Bill’s saga in his lap while he read to the sound of <i>Rio Grande</i> in the background. “Good date?” asked Eddie, a sympathetic smile on his face.</p>
<p>Bill slumped into the wall, and rubbed long fingers up the side of his nose. Eddie recognized that move. Alleviate the pressure leading up to the tear ducts. Or attempt to, anyway. Push the tears back down. Then Bill blinked his eyes and finally got his second shoe off before promptly throwing himself at the space to Eddie’s side.</p> <p><a href="https://whatdidisayhoney.tumblr.com/post/184567173785/can-you-write-smut-with-the-sentence-youre-so" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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&ldquo;I know you said you didn&rsquo;t want to be late, but you look amazing, and I&rsquo;m trying not to kiss you senseless right now,&rdquo; with reddie?
<p>Slightly NSFW</p><p>Richie leaned against the door frame of their bedroom, watching as Eddie adjusted his tie in their full size mirror. His husband looked good, like ‘why would we ever leave the house when we could just fuck and order pizza for the rest of our lives’ good and Richie was having a hard time containing himself. As Eddie glanced at him he decided that maybe he didn’t need to. </p><p>Standing, he moved behind Eddie, watching as his eyes flicked up. “I know you said you didn’t want to be late, but you look amazing, and I’m trying not to kiss you senseless right now,” Richie told him, wrapping an arm around Eddie’s waist and drawing him back so he was pressed against Richie’s chest. </p><p>“This is an important event.” Eddie told him, leaning against him as he watched Richie in the mirror. </p><p>“I know, that’s why we broke out the tuxs.” He replied, his hand roaming lower and watching Eddie’s eyes grow darker. By the time he palmed Eddie’s crotch Eddie was biting his bottom lip, keening into the touch. Richie loved this look, when the reasonable part of Eddie was battling with the horny part. </p><p>“I’m one of the speakers.” Eddie reminded him, grinding against Richie’s growing erection. “I have to be there.”  </p><p>“Mhm.” Richie agreed, bending down to press a kiss to his neck.</p><p>“And I can’t have hickeys.” Eddie said, turning his head to give Richie better access. </p><p>“No marks, got it.” Richie said, pressing his hand harder against Eddie as he kissed him, enjoying the small moan that escaped from him. “You just look so fucking good like this. I can’t be expected to keep my hands off this walking sex on a stick man.” He paused to watch Eddie’s reaction- a rueful smile and small head shake- then his hand went to Eddie’s belt, starting to undo it. </p><p>As Richie’s hand slid into Eddie’s pants he glanced at the clock. “I guess we have some time.”</p><p>Richie grinned. “Fuck yes.” </p>
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OH MY GOD!!! CAN YOU DO ACCIDENTALLY EAVESDROPPING WITH THE TRASHMOUTH AND EDDIE????&iquest;&iquest;&iquest;
<p>Your excitement is noted and appreciated. </p><p><br/></p><p><b></b></p><p>“You know I can’t,” Richie whined, sounding pitiful. “I can’t do that to him.”</p><p>Eddie leaned in, trying to see Stan’s reaction. He couldn’t see well through the slats in the closet but it didn’t matter, he saw enough. A small head shake then Stan calmly said, “You have to.”</p><p>Eddie heard pacing and tried to move, to get a better angle, but he was worried about making a noise, about being caught. </p><p>The group had decided to play hide and seek, a stupid game to pass their Saturday afternoon in the house they all rented together. Richie was supposed to be searching and Eddie had run, going to hide in his closet. That was how he ended up here, hearing Richie’s confession. </p><p>Richie was talking again and Eddie gave up trying to move, instead focusing on what he was hearing. “He’s happy Stan. Don’t you get it? He’s happy and I need to let him be happy. I missed my chance.” His voice was unlike Eddie had ever heard it, sad, dejected. It hurt to hear. “He’s happy with Grayson.” Eddie had to stop himself from letting out a small yelp. This was about him. </p><p>The two moved closer, Stan pulling Richie into a hug. “You’re wrong Rich.” Stan said quietly. “He wants you.” </p><p>Richie didn’t respond, at least not that Eddie could hear. He saw them move apart and leave the room, Richie leaning against Stan. Once they were gone Eddie slumped against the wall, thinking about what he’d heard. Grayson was his new boyfriend, someone he had met in econ 101 and they’d hit it off, flirting for a few months before one of them finally made a move. He thought everyone was happy for him- they seemed to like Grayson and he liked them. But this-</p><p>Eddie stepped out of the closet sitting on Richie’s small bed. His heart was thumping wildly against his rib cage. Richie liked him. Richie wanted to be with him. 

 Richie thought he missed his chance.</p><p>Eddie had liked Richie for all of high school and then finally forced himself to get over it, that it wasn’t going to happen. He moved on and now- </p><p>He cradled his head in his hands, trying to think of what to do. He was so wrapped up in his own thoughts he missed the door opening again. When he looked up Richie was standing in front of him, looking shocked and worried. “Eds did you- how long have you been in here?”</p><p>Looks like Eddie had less time to decide than he’d hoped.</p>
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If you havent got 5 already, how about a classic Reddie &quot;show me how you like to be touched&quot;? Thank u queen xoxo
<p>Eddie is surprised by the way Richie grabs his hand. They’re face to face, Eddie’s shirtless and Richie is down to his boxers. They’ve spent the better part of forty minutes completely wrapped up in each other, exploring their bodies and relishing in the sweet, muffled sounds the other was making. Eddie has several bruises darkening around his neck and chest and Richie is sporting some rather impressive scratched down his back from Richie’s insistently grinding into him. Now, Eddie’s hand is halfway to what he wants the most and Richie has stopped him.</p><p>There’s some kind of glint in his eyes, but Eddie can’t place it. He’s almost scared, worried that he’s been reading the oh so obvious signals wrong but then Richie says, “show me.”</p><p>Eddie sputters at first because uh? What is he talking about? Richie seems to see the confusion on his face because he follows up by saying, “show me how you want to be touched,” and well, that’s just about enough to make Eddie cream his pants. He can feel heat rising to his face and probably spreading down the expanse of his neck and chest. With his mouth completely dry, Eddie just nods, willingly under the command of Richie’s word.</p><p>Richie lets go of Eddie’s hand and presses his palm to Eddie’s chest, gently easing him down onto his back. He hesitates for a moment, seemingly about to hover over Eddie but he doesn’t. He sits back and just watches, giving Eddie the full stage. </p><p>There are nerves creeping into all of the empty spaces of his body. Eddie can feel the way his hand shakes when he brings it up to his chest and slowly traces it over his skin. It’s performative more than anything, not really doing much to help or hinder his situation, but he thinks it maybe looks sexy and is a good place to start. It gives him room to explore, room to ease into the kind of mindset he’s going to need for this.<br/></p><p>Richie just watches, his eyes are the darkest shade of blue Eddie has ever seen in his life and there’s something exciting about being watched. Slowly, he drags his hand down the slope of his chest and over the tent in his sweatpants. It feels good, but not as good as he knows he’s going to feel later.</p><p>“Fuck, Eds, never took you for much of a tease,” Richie whispers and Eddie just smirks before dipping his hand below the waste band of his jeans. Richie’s breath hitches at the same moment Eddie makes contact with himself and – fuck. This is going to be a fun, fun night. </p>
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&ldquo;call me sir when we&rsquo;re alone like this&rdquo; with reddie please!!! 💛
<p>This has honestly been the craziest few hours of Eddie’s life. He has no fucking clue how he ended up in this situation, but here he was.</p><p>“This was Mr. Kaspbrak.”</p><p>Every two seconds, Eddie was being directed somewhere by some men he didn’t know. The only person he knows, albeit very loosely, is one mister Richie “Records” Tozier. This Richie Tozier is currently position two feet in front of him and is being ushered along just as fast as Eddie is. He has no clue where they’re going, only that there are hundreds of people on either side of them and a team of big, bulky men surrounding the pair. The screaming is so loud, so deafening but Eddie has been assured numerous times that it’s going to be over soon, they’re be inside and it’s nothing to worry about.<br/></p><p>Hope stands in the shape of a backstage door several feet away. Fast walking has been a skill of Eddie’s since the first grade. Time to make good use of it.</p><p>Once the door shuts, quiet settles over the group. One of the body guards asks Richie if he’s okay, does he need anything, does he know where he’s going, all the typical questions Richie seems completely unphased by. Richie answers them all quickly, asking only for a single water bottle which he tosses to Eddie.</p><p>He motions for Eddie to follow him, and he does. Together they go into some kind of dressing room and Eddie gratefully accepts the offer to sit on the couch. They stay like that for a moment, Richie on his phone or checking himself in the mirror and Eddie on the couch, confused and still coming down from a full blown panic attack.</p><p>“How are you?”<br/></p><p>It takes Eddie a second to answer, startled by the sudden question in the quiet room. “Uh, good I guess?”</p><p>“You don’t look so good,” Richie says back. His tone is playful, eyes slightly challenging but also careful. Like he doesn’t know what to expect from this stranger.<br/></p><p>“Gee, thanks Mr. Records. I didn’t know how warm and hospitable you were capable of being” Eddie rolls his eyes with his response.</p><p>Richie barks a laugh in response, throwing his head back and shaking his shoulders. When he looks back at Eddie his eyes are bright and happy, like he hasn’t laughed like that in ages. Eddie thinks that has to be bullshit. Richie is a certified funny man. He spends all of his time laughing and making others laugh. “Please, call me Sir Records when we’re alone like this. Mr. Records is my father.”</p><p>“Oh? Sir? Because that’s how surnames look.”<br/></p><p>“I’ll show you my surname, baby!”</p><p>“Ew, you’re fucking gross.”</p><p>Richie laughs again, but this time his eyes grow sincerer, gentler. “Seriously, though. How are you? You look a little better from when,” he trails off, waiving his hand as to finish the sentence. Richie had plucked him out of the crowd upon finding him completely hunched over, gasping for breath and struggling to get his inhaler out of his pocket. He didn’t even know there was going to be something going on today. He was on his way home from work when he got caught in a New York city crowd and become quickly overwhelmed. Too many people, too much noise, no way out of the crowd once in closed around him. But now he’s in some famous guys changing room in a comedy venue and he’s never felt better, never felt so calm and excited and comfortable before. This stranger, this Richie guy, famous on television and pod casts and comedy clubs, is somehow the closest Eddie has ever gotten to comfort in his entire life.</p><p>“Yeah, I’m better now.</p>
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Byler: &quot;you found my sketchbook and it&#039;s full of drawings of you.&quot;
<p>Read here or <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/18700162">Ao3</a></p><p>You know, a summer job genuinely sounded fun to Mike. He’d work part time somewhere he’d like and get to flirt with a few girls here and there, which Dustin laughed his ass off when Mike said it out loud because Mike truly isn’t that social amidst the fact that he is a born leader and a pretty sweet talker. He really would’ve liked a job at the arcade, playing a few games between shifts or during his break, maybe a discount on the slushes and such. But he was too late. He arrived at Palace Arcade, only to see the manager remove the ‘<i>Looking for Employees</i>’ sign and he felt his dream summer job slip right between the cracks of his fingers.<br/></p><p>And so here he was now, at that trashy coffee shop, with coffee that tastes like burnt beans and death, barely enough clients to get decent tips between him and his coworker those days. “<i>If only I hadn’t b-</i>“ a sharp pain to his rib, head snapping to the side to look at the redhead at his side that elbowed him.</p><p>“Your boy is here again.” Max singsong, a smirk well displayed on her cherry lips as she looked to the ‘newcomer’.</p><p>And sure enough, she was right. His favorite client was here again, with two big notebooks this time and the same beat-up blue bag sound over his shoulder. The young man looked rather timid, one arm keeping his notebooks pressed against his chest while his free hand seemed to be nervously scratching at the dry paint on his fingers. Yet, although timid, he wore a smile that could only be described as the gates of heaven, making Mike’s heart skipped more than just a handful of beats. </p><p>Before he could even open his mouth to order, Mike was pressing the buttons on his register, looking up to the boy that looked at him with round eyes. By now Mike unconsciously knew his order by heart;</p><p>“Hot chocolate, no whip cream but a lot of Marshmallows. Did I get it right?” He asked, cocking up one of his eyebrows, a smile appearing on his face when he saw his favorite client nod sheepishly.</p><p>“Don’t you want my name?” </p><p>To this, the brunet only turned his screen to show that he already wrote it down onto the receipt; “<i>Will</i>”, to which Will was taken aback, making Mike wonder for a few seconds whether or not it was creepy for him to know so much.</p><p>“You remembered my name?” Will murmured, more so to himself as he hugged his books closer to his chest. But Mike heard, not only that, he swore he saw a faint amount of blush warming their way onto those cheeks.</p><p>“Of course! I wouldn’t forget the name of someone as pretty” He choked on his words as he realized what had come out. Clearing his throat exaggeratedly, he corrected himself by saying: “as pretty awesome as you, dude.”</p><p>“Oh for fuck’s sake,” Max whispered groan, followed by a loud bang that was the result of her hitting her head against the heavy machinery to grind the beans. Nonetheless and unlike Max, Will chuckled as he slipped his money on the counter and said;</p><p>“Ah, yeah thanks dude, you too bro.”</p><p>Only to have an embarrassed Mike that threw his head back in regret as soon as Will turned to walk to a table. Could anyone really blame him though for stumbling? The young man looked extra soft and pretty today. Will’s hair was messy and looked fluffy, which Mike could only assume it was due to the heavy winds outside. He was dressed in a big yellow knitted sweater eating him almost entirely, so big that the was loose enough to let the collar of a white t-shirt and grey joggers that were almost as loose as his sweater. </p><p>A pat on his back brought him back to earth, a teasing; “You’ll get it one day.” being whispered in his ear before he was hit with a back of marshmallow.</p><p><br/></p><p>For once, Mike wasn’t all that happy to close up the store. Not that he wanted to actually stay in this old excuse of a coffee shop, hell he usually ran out of there like a free man. But he just had to basically ‘shoo away’ the three clients that braved the wind. Meaning he had to kick Will out too. Will that fell asleep on one of his gigantic notebook and that looked all too peaceful.</p><p>“Could you please stop moping around because prince charming is gone and start actually moping the floor. I don’t want to be late for my date.” Max whined out, stomping her feet like an actual kid.</p><p>“Just because you’re complaining I’ll take even more my time to mope around.” Mike threatened, though he actually picked up the pace. That was until his dirty mope hit something. His eyes dropped to the floor so he could see what he was about to kick out of his way, only for a loud gasp to escape his mouth. The mope was promptly dropped as he bent down to snatch the notebook that was open on two drawings. And while the scenery of the left one was absolutely breathtaking, he couldn’t help but concentrate on the right one. Because he recognized it. He could recognize himself, or at least his profile from many angles, many different expressions being beautiful sketched out onto the thick textured paper.</p><p>He found his fingers soon playing with the edge of the pages, even slipping past one with all the means to flip it and see what other beauties were hidden away, until he realized-</p><p>“Go on, I’m curious to see if he draw you more. God knows he isn’t here for the shitty hot cocoa or the marshmallows.” The redhead said as she continued peaking above his shoulder, something Mike hadn’t even noticed she did until now.</p><p>“That’d be ridiculous,” Mike said whispered, trying to convince himself more than anything else.</p><p>“Much like your ridiculous attempt at flirting. El told me you were bad, didn’t think you were just <b>that</b> bad.”</p><p>The brunet barely had time to react that the sketchbook was out of his hands and pages were flipped. With each page that was flipped, Max’s sounds somehow grew a little fonder, meanwhile, Mike was trying to keep his eyes in their sockets.</p><p>“Why aren’t I the one living the coffee shop Au.” </p><p>“Because you already have a girlfriend.”</p><p>“Hmphs.”</p><p>Mike’s eyes scanned the pages, each time becoming redder and more impressed because Will was observant. To the point that he even got the freckle, he has in his left eye, to the point that he got the small chip in one of his front teeth. Some sketches were messier than others, some were more chibi-ish or anime style but most of them were a realist type of sketches and threw him into a whole another dimension.</p><p>A loud banging startled both Max and him out of their curiosity voyage through the pages, both heads snapping towards the door where a panicked Will was, soaked by the rain that apparently decided to show its nose.</p><p>“Oh no,” Mike muttered.</p><p>“Oh yes,” Max almost yelled at the same time.</p><p>Yet neither of them made a move to the door and let the poor boy in, though it seemed anyway that he realized that his sketchbook had been opened and still was. It was as if Mike could hear the air getting stuck int he smaller man’s throat, as he watched him take a few steps back. Only then Mike started moving.</p><p>“No, wait!!” He screamed as if he would be heard, running to the door and struggling a fair amount to get it unlocked before he burst out onto the street. Will was fast. Too fast for Mike that struggled to even get a passing grade in PE back in high school, and the rain wasn’t helping, making his clothes stick to his skin and weighing every limb of his to the ground the more he tried to catch up. </p><p>“Will! Will please slow down.” He panted out as loud as he could “I have zero cardio and I’m dying over here.”</p><p> Will stopped, the chase finally coming to an end which Mike was more than grateful for seeing as he could finally catch up with the smaller brunet who’s hair was now sticking to the back of his neck.</p><p>“Will, I j-”</p><p>“Did you see them?” Will asked, still refusing to face Mike, arms straight by his side, making it all the more obvious that he was shaking.</p><p>“I just found your sketchbook I didn’t-” He tried, letting his hand rest upon the boy’s wet shoulder delicately, as if afraid of triggering a reaction out of him. Which it did, Will spun around so fast he found himself slightly dizzy, though it didn’t lessen the emphasis every word had.</p><p>“Did you see them?” </p><p>“Yes.” Will’s face fell at that moment, that much Mike could notice and if it was possible he even turned a few shades whiter, blood draining all too easily out of his face. If he paid enough attention, he would be able to see those lovely hazel eyes darken with what could be described as regret well mixed with sadness but he wasn’t paying enough attention because of the way his head ran through all the possibility of things he could say to prevent Will from running away again.</p><p>“Are you coming tomorrow?” Was the first thing to run out of his mouth when he heard the young man breath hitch as he whispered ‘I’ve got to go.’</p><p>“Wu-what?”</p><p>“Are you coming to the shop tomorrow?” He repeated the grip he didn’t notice he had on Will’s wrist lessening at the softness of his question. Except he wasn’t met with a response, no instead he was met with hazel eyes that stared right into his soul, asking for any kind of clues as to what was to come.</p><p>“We could go on a date? I-I could take you out on a date. At an actually good coffee shop? And we could talk or maybe if you’re comfortable, show me more of your sketches? You’re really good, you know that?” He paused seeing the confusion seeping through his gaze, mouth slightly agape. His long fingers tightened into a fist at his side, nails digging slightly into the skin and truth be told he was nervous, maybe a little apprehensive like Will. He shook a little bit and he wasn’t exactly sure whether it was because of the rain or his nerves really getting to him.</p><p>“I think I might have read the situation wrong. I’m sorry- I think I’ve had a crush on you for a while now? And when I saw your sketchbook with a few drawings of me I thought ‘Oh maybe the pretty awesome dude likes me too’. Looking back that’s pretty narcist-”</p><p>“Okay.”</p><p>Admittedly, it did take a few seconds, seconds that borderline the minute mark, for Mike to realized Will agreed.</p><p>“Wait really?”</p><p>Mike’s eyes dropped to Will’s lips that were stretched into the brightest smile he had seen from him, making him replicate it a little too easily, nodding his head up and down as he processed it all, a few ‘Okay’ escaping him extirping a shaky giggle from the smaller boy.</p><p>“Come on now, let’s go back to the shop, I have a change of clothes you could use so you won’t be too cold and I’ll drive you home. Just ignore everything Max might tell you. She is a liar and never tells the truth.”</p><p><br/></p><p><b><i><a href="https://hawkinsbabe.tumblr.com/ask">Send me a ship (It or St) + a trope</a></i></b></p>
Tags: yeeaaahhhhhhh, YEEAAAHHHHHHHHHH, fic rec, byler, i love them
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can i get one &lsquo;im a flight attendant and you&rsquo;re accidentally hitting the call button every five minutes so you&rsquo;re lucky you&rsquo;re cute&rsquo; for reddie?
<p>Most people don’t enjoy flying. There are few things in the world more stressful than the process of traveling; getting to the airport, then through security and then on the plane. And then there’s a whole other subset of people who grow anxious while flying. Eddie can still remember the first flight he ever took and how terrified he had been. The flight had only been a couple hours, but the entire time he had been filled with so much anxiety he could hardly breathe.<br/></p>
<p>But when he touched down in his destination, he felt an incredible rush, a freedom he had never felt before. After that, he fell in love with flying. A few short years later, he became a flight attendant and began traveling the world. And now he absolutely loves his job (something most people couldn’t say) and with each new destination he reaches, he grows to love it even more.</p>
<p>He meets hundreds of new people on a daily basis and, while there’s always plenty of assholes to deal with, the absolute characters he encounters make it all worth it. Like currently, he’s on a flight to New York and it’s filled with a myriad of different people. But his favorite are sitting 26A and 26B; it’s a father son duo and he’s been watching them fondly since boarding. </p> <p><a href="https://oldguybones.tumblr.com/post/184586177880/can-i-get-one-im-a-flight-attendant-and-youre" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: fic rec, richie having a kid and then meeting eddie is a fav setup for them, his kid like him!!, yes!’
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do you have nsfw hcs for bichie?
<p>okay i always make my bichie smut angsty so let’s go with some fluffy smut this time!!</p><ul><li>bichie laugh so much during sex omg</li><li>they really are best friends</li><li>i love the concept of their first time together being so emotional and important for both of them</li><li>it’s all shaking hands and shuddering laughter and racing hearts</li><li>they both try to be the giving one</li><li>this doesn’t stop the first time, they always wanna just worship each other’s bodies basically</li><li>that’s why they split who tops and bottoms 50/50</li><li>they honestly both love both</li><li>i think bill bottoms the first time tho, and richie goes so slow, not wanting to hurt him, and he runs his hands reverently all over bill’s body, kissing fondly at the bright blush on his freckled chest (you know it’s missionary the first time, these boys are in love and want to look each other in the eye and richie wants to treat bill like a fucking prince)</li><li>bill is so over the moon once richie finally sinks into him, it’s everything he’s been dreaming of for years, finally being connected to richie in such an intimate way</li><li>they hold hands while richie rolls his hips into bill, their fingers intertwined, smiles on their lips as they kiss slowly</li><li>they both know they’re totally safe in each others’ arms, that neither of them will hurt the other</li><li>they trust each other more than anyone else that they’ve ever met</li><li>bill is delighted to learn that richie is a sensitive and l o u d bottom</li><li>richie’s face says everything once bill is inside of him, the textbook picture of bliss and pleasure</li><li>he just keeps blabbering about how good bill feels, how deep his cock feels inside of him, how much he loves bill</li><li>bill loves it, loves that richie can’t shut up, it’s both super hot and super endearing</li><li>things get fast and hard p soon into their sexual relationship</li><li>they both love giving and taking it hard, lbr</li><li>still tho, they’ll just be fucking into each other as hard and as fast as possible but they’re both moaning messes just chanting “god i love you! i love you so much! you’re my best friend and the love of my life!” the whole time</li><li>ben accidentally overhears them once and expects to hear “oh god, faster, fuck,” or something, but what he actually hears is “you’re the most important person in the world to me”</li><li>obviously he thinks it’s the cutest thing ever, but when he tells the others they make fun of bill and richie so hard</li><li>but they’re still super happy for them</li><li>and richie and bill keep having amazing, hot, loving sex</li><li>the end&lt;3</li></ul><p>thanks for the ask!! i love bichie sm!!</p>
Tags: bichie, hc, nsfw, yessssss, q
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how about &ldquo;family don&rsquo;t approve&rdquo; for reddie?
<p>You said ‘family doesn’t approve’ I heard ‘Underworld AU’ Same same, right? <br/></p>
<p><br/></p>
<p>“We’ve got to stop doing this.” Richie said, a small moan escaping him as Eddie’s fangs scrapped down his throat.</p>
<p>Eddie pulled back just enough to look at Richie, his hands still wound in Richie’s hair. “I said that for <i>months </i>and you ignored me.” </p>
<p>Richie could only shrug. It was true but it felt more dangerous now, now that he was free, now that Eddie’s coven was hunting him. Eddie regarded him then leaned in, whispering in Richie’s ear, “I can stop, if you want.” His hand snaked over Richie’s chest, blunt nails scrapping his chest. “Tell me to stop.”  </p>
<p>Instead of words a growl escaped from his throat. Not an angry one but a possessive, predatory one. Richie pushed Eddie against the wall of the small enclosure, the other man’s legs instantly wrapping around him as Richie ground against him. “Don’t stop.” He said, running his nose over Eddie’s neck, breathing in the strange mix of death and roses that Eddie always smelled like. Richie had hated it at first, it felt like a reminder of their differences but now it made his pants tighter, just knowing who it belonged to.</p>
<p>Eddie’s eyes glinted, dark and animalistic. “I won’t.” He arched into Richie, the some rubble falling as he pushed against the wall. “Think these are strong enough for you to fuck me against?” He asked, running his hand over the blocks.<br/></p>
<p>“Only one way to find out.” Richie said, eagerly licking a stripe over Eddie’s Adam’s apple. It was a fair question, they’d broken several small huts already. This place though, this was an abandoned castle, miles from either of their homes. This felt safer, it felt like they were really alone. <br/></p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/184556404892/how-about-family-dont-approve-for-reddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: i would read the fuck out of this man, and the ending was sweet;; until;; their ‘inevitable downfall’ last paragraph thing i mean du d r, l e t   t h e m   b e   h a p p y, fic rec
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for the kiss prompts: #4 w mileven? ily 💕
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/18638713">On AO3</a><br/></p>
<p>Lying face to face on the narrow couch, El could feel her one arm falling asleep beneath Mike’s weight. The other was free, though, and she had the backs of her fingers brushing back Mike’s hair over his ear. His eyes were watching her, roaming over her face intently. They often did this. Looked. Studied. El less so, because she’d actually been able to see Mike. While she was gone. Locked up in her tower.</p> <p><a href="https://whatdidisayhoney.tumblr.com/post/184516339675/for-the-kiss-prompts-4-w-mileven-ily" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: oh i am so curious about the context!, i adore them, so cuteeeeeeeee, deabble, mileven
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shipping richie and bev just takes away from richies bisexual identity
<p>quick question, what do you think bisexual means </p>
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<p>- Mike was the one who made the first move because while Richie likes to act slick, he actually has no real game and just drops his cool whenever things get too real for him to deal with. <br/></p>
<p>- Their first date (as Richie considers it) was when Mike walked Richie home from school just to spend more time with him. Richie tripped over his own feet about three times, but Mike’s laughter cloaked his embarrassment. </p>
<p>- Their first official date was dinner at a diner in town and then a movie. They shared a strawberry milkshake (even though Mike hates strawberry) and a combo at the cinema. Richie tried to do the classic <i>‘arm over the shoulder yawn’</i> move but ended up elbowing Mike in the face. </p>
<p>- They hugged at the end of the date and Richie swore to himself he would never shower again. </p>
<p>- It took nearly three weeks for them to have their first kiss and it was because Richie was getting impatient. They were in the library studying and Mike was going over some Biology notes with Richie. </p>
<p>Richie was so engulfed in how soft and sweet Mike’s voice was when he whisper-spoke, how nice his hands looked slowly turning the pages and how he licked his lips with each new paragraph and Richie was lunging across the table and kissing Mike silly before he even knew.</p>
<p>- After that first kiss, Richie <i>couldn’t stop</i>. The others never thought that they’d find something Richie liked more than running his mouth, but putting his mouth on Mike’s was that very thing. He’d interrupt conversations to kiss him, kiss him in the morning before school, between classes, at the start and end of breaks, give lots of kisses after school and even more at his front door. </p>
<p>- Mike is more than willing to comply because he’s in love with a lanky fool that he <i>knows</i> is head over heels for him too and he’s not sure he’s ever felt such more wonderful feeling. </p>
<p>- They kind of forget about everything and everyone else for that first couple of weeks in their new relationship, too enamoured with one another to pay much mind to anything else. Richie’s grades even slipped a little.</p>
<p>- They eventually fall into the groove of being together and are a total power couple.</p>
<p>- They never really fight, but when they do it’s the end of the world. They tend to let things slide until it’s too much to deal and it all comes out at once. Richie likes to hide what he’s really feeling in fear of Mike not liking it/starting a fight/leaving, and Mike finds it hard to be open and real with Richie because he finds it so hard to be serious. It’s something they’re constantly working on.</p>
<p>- They break up twice in the years before graduating but are back together before the Summer and even plan to go to College’s not <i>too </i>far from one another. </p>
<p>- They’re happy and in love, and share too many whispered ‘<i>we made it</i>’s in those nights tanged together out of Derry.</p>
<p><b>BONUS: </b></p> <p><a href="https://bylerhearts.tumblr.com/post/184497587279/hanzier" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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<p><b>Combined this prompt with the following, from the daddy kink starter list:</b><br/></p>
<figure data-orig-width="539" data-orig-height="72" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/1560d5fde8b6c3486d8b263d78191d6a/tumblr_inline_pqk117UOI71w6cfb2_1280.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="539" data-orig-height="72"/></figure><blockquote>
<p><b>A/N:</b> I’d like to credit anything you might like about this fic to <a href="https://tmblr.co/mxscpmk-y0qApqVrMizDlTA">@noahschnapp</a> who, when I asked if they were thinking about anything in particular happening for their prompt, essentially suggested that Stan gets hard from Richie just being soft as fuck. She’s an absolute genius. I… can’t. I didn’t do it justice; I know I didn’t. But I tried.</p>
<p>Send me <a href="https://whatdidisayhoney.tumblr.com/post/184427479150/daddy-kink-sentence-starters">a daddy kink starter</a>, <a href="https://whatdidisayhoney.tumblr.com/post/184373900795/smut-prompts">a smut prompt</a>, or some <a href="https://whatdidisayhoney.tumblr.com/post/184408568105/send-me-a-request-masterlist">other request</a>.<br/></p>
</blockquote>
<p>That morning, Stanley had woken up with Richie curled against his side, face making a pillow of Stan’s nearest peck, leg finding a home between Stan’s own, nestled right up against his center. A wave of unrepentant love caused his chest to swell, as well as something much lower, and the only thing Stan could do about it in that moment was kiss the top of Richie’s head and lay his head back until sleep took the ache away.</p>
<p><br/></p>
<p>Richie woke him with a kiss to his chest. Press of lips right where they’d been hovering as he slept. Hand smoothing over Stan’s stomach, and to his side. Gentle skittering across his skin, and up toward his shoulder, before rolling himself up so that he was straddling Stanley’s leg, hands braced on the bed just below his armpits. Then pressed a quick, chaste kiss to Stanley’s lips and huffed out a, “Good morning,” as Stan blinked away the sleep. He watched as Richie reached up and over to Stanley’s bedside table, for his glasses. The ones Stan had pulled from his face when they laid down in bed the previous night, and moved to a safe space.</p>
<p>Glasses perched on the bridge of his nose, he smiled down at Stan and kissed his forehead, before rolling back off and away, leaving to brush his teeth and get ready for the day.</p>
<p>Regrettably, they had errands to run.</p> <p><a href="https://whatdidisayhoney.tumblr.com/post/184470418360/for-the-smut-prompts-18-and-stozier-ily" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: nsfw, ooohhhh  f u C K, fic rec
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Do you have any smutty madwheeler hcs
<p>hell yeah i do lmao (most of this is under the cut bc it gets p notsfw p fast lol)</p>
<p>also these hcs are loosely based off of the song<a href="https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=hMMSRLlVcuE"> alibi by the mountain goats</a> (i say loosely bc that song is about cheating but there is not cheating here) (but fr i highly recommend listening to this song lol)</p>
<ul><li>I definitely picture them first getting together as a fwb sneaking around kind of deal<br/></li>
<li>one night they’re the only ones who can make movie night, and they fight over who gets to sprawl out on the couch and from there it just sorta happens </li>
<li>it surprises them both, but they’ve both been really into each other for a while</li>
<li>neither had realized that the sexual tension wasn’t one-sided until that tension came to a head with mike hovering above max on the couch, their faces inches apart, feeling each other’s every breath and movement </li>
<li>so they sneak around, bc they’d die if their friends found out, but honestly that makes it even more fun</li>
</ul><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/184481644042/do-you-have-any-smutty-madwheeler-hcs" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: yes!! them!!!, fwb to lovers? sign me the fUck up, hc, madwheeler, nsfw, ish
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&ldquo;You&rsquo;re nipples are so sensitive today,&rdquo;&nbsp; and &ldquo;Say my name&rdquo; &ldquo;Louder&rdquo; for Reddie
<p>It had been a month since Richie and Eddie had seen each
other. College was supposed to be a time to meet new people, go to parties,
experiment with the less inhibited side of yourself. Instead, the boys found
themselves spending those four long weeks counting down each minute until they
reunited.</p><p>It was spring break and Richie had made the drive down to
Eddie’s campus to spend their vacation together. Eddie had somehow managed to
snag a single, so Richie, of course, was eager to spend their days and nights
wearing nothing but each other’s embrace.</p><p>The moment their mouths connected, it was explosive. Sure,
they’d been sexting. They even tried phone sex one time (which Richie’s
roommate walked in on, so never again), but there was nothing like the real
thing.</p><p>They’d stumbled on to Eddie’s bed in a mess of eager limbs,
grabbing and pulling and biting every inch they could get. It wasn’t until
Eddie ran his hands down Richie’s chest that they began to slow down.</p><p>A loud whine escaped Richie’s throat, causing Eddie to halt
his actions for a moment. With a wicked grin, he repeated his motion, dragging
his fingers a little slower and a little harder down Richie’s chest, letting
them catch on his nipples on the way down.</p><p><b>“Your nipples are so
sensitive today.”</b> Eddie noted coyly.</p><p>Richie bit his lip, groaning as Eddie continued his
ministrations on his chest.</p><p>After some teasing, Eddie let his hands dip under Richie’s
shirt, travelling up his torso with soft fingers until they made contact with
Richie’s nipples.</p><p>“RICHIE, WHAT-”</p><p>Eddie pulled Richie’s shirt up as quickly as the words left
his mouth, finding exactly what he’d thought he’d find.</p><p>“When did you… why didn’t you…” Eddie babbled to
himself, dumbstruck.</p><p>“Surprise?” Richie gave Eddie a tiny smile, his eyes begging
Eddie not to be mad. “I didn’t want to keep it from you, but I also
thought it’d be hotter to see your reaction in person.”</p><p>Eddie’s mouth was watering, the mere sight of Richie’s pink
nipples pierced with shiny silver barbells was doing things to his body that he
never would have anticipated.</p><p>“Do you like them?” Richie asked, suddenly sounding
self-conscious.</p><p>“Fuck.” Eddie breathed out, finally letting Richie’s shirt
fall from his hands and gather just above his line of fixation.</p><p>Eddie ground down into Richie’s lap, bringing attention to
his hard-on. “Can I…” Eddie gestured towards them.</p><p>“I’m sorry baby.” Richie cupped Eddie’s face, his apology
sincere. “No oral contact until the 3 month mark.”</p><p>Eddie’s face visibly fell, his gaze turning forlorn.</p><p>“But they didn’t say anything about other types of oral
contact.” Richie wiggled his eyebrows suggestively, causing a giggle in Eddie.</p><p>“You definitely owe it to me after that let down.” Eddie teased.</p><p>“Mmm when have I ever needed incentive to suck your cock.”</p><p>Richie’s hands came to settle behind Eddie’s thighs, guiding
him up until he was situated above Richie’s shoulders.</p><p>Richie wasted no time before kissing the bulge in Eddie’s
shorts, mouthing at the length beneath the nylon barrier.</p><p>Richie pulled at the waistband, freeing Eddie’s cock and
letting the fabric tuck just under his balls. At the first connection of Richie’s
tongue, Eddie was gone. He threw his head back, hands struggling to find
placement to keep him steady. They found purchase on Richie’s chest, giving him
an idea.</p><p>As Richie preoccupied himself with Eddie’s cock, Eddie
located his nipples and gave each one an experimental pinch.</p><p>The response was immediate, the buzzing of Richie’s moan
travelling up Eddie’s cock and reverberating into his own whimper.</p><p>Richie pulled away momentarily, kissing along the shaft as
he mumbled pleadingly.</p><p>“Do that again.”</p><p>Eddie obliged, tugging on his nipples a little harder this
time. Once again, a moan, and once again, Eddie had a responding one.</p><p>They continued like that for what felt like a euphoric
eternity until Eddie began to feel himself reaching his limit.</p><p>“Richie, ‘m gonna cum… wanna- wanna cum on your face…” Eddie
panted out.</p><p>Richie tried to nod, the movement made difficult by their
position, but it gave Eddie enough confirmation to pull himself away from Richie’s
warm lips.</p><p>Keeping one hand on Richie’s nipple, Eddie brought the other
up to stroke himself rapidly.</p><p><b>“Say my name.”</b>
Eddie demanded, surprised at his own sudden dominance.</p><p>Richie’s eyes seemed to reflect the same astonishment, but
he eagerly complied.</p><p>“Eddie.” He moaned, bring his hands up to stroke at Eddie’s
thighs.</p><p><b>“Louder.”</b> Eddie
groaned, as he pumped faster.</p><p>“Eddie!” Richie repeated, raising his voice to a definite
dorm-inappropriate level.</p><p>Eddie released all over Richie’s face, white streaks of cum
painting his features like a Monet. His thighs shook with the intensity of his
orgasm, thankful for Richie’s grounding hold.</p><p>When Eddie was doubled over with aftershock, Richie’s warm
hands travelled up to his waist, helping him to settle down into bed beside
him.</p><p>Richie curled up into his side, his hand playing lazily in
Eddie’s hair.</p><p>“So, we like the piercings then?” Richie asked, placing a kiss
to Eddie’s temple.</p><p>“We<i> love</i> the piercings.”</p>
Tags: fic rec, nsfw, yessssss
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<p>!!!! dude!! thank you oh my fuckin god 💖💖 </p>
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&ldquo;Aw, do you want me to carry you?&rdquo; with wheelzier p l e a s e I would die (you already know who this is lmao ily 💕)
<p>“Aw, do you want me to carry you, since you <i>obviously</i> forgot how to walk?” was Richie’s way, apparently, of making sure his boyfriend was alright, seeing as Mike had just tripped and stumbled into the slightly damp grass of the park they’d been messing around at.</p><p>Mike had caught himself on hands and knees, then quickly turned over to sit, throwing his head back in frustration and disbelief at what he’d just done, expression shifting from self-frustration to an exasperation at Richie’s question. He promptly, but slowly, lowered his head, drawing his knee up as if to cradle it, and said faintly, “Yeah - actually, could you because I -”</p><p>Eyes widening, Richie, let himself fall to the ground at Mike’s side, worry and incredulity mixing ugly on his face as he began sliding Mike’s brown cords up his leg to take a look, exclaiming, “What, you think I could actually carry <i>you</i> with these noodle arms?! I was joking; you’re hurt - from <i>that</i>?”</p><p>When the pant leg was up far enough to expose that truthfully, Mike was at least without a visible wound, Richie met his eyes, and huffed out a deep breath of relief when he met Mike’s smirk. “Don’t worry, <i>Noodle Arms</i>; I’m fine,” Mike told him, hunching forward over his knees so that he could get his mouth teasingly close to Richie’s in seductive invitation.</p><blockquote><p>
<a href="https://whatdidisayhoney.tumblr.com/post/184373772850/insp-send-me-a-ship-and-a-sentence-and-ill">send me a ship, and a sentence, and I’ll write the next five sentences</a>

<br/></p></blockquote>
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<p>I don’t think I’ve ever read this, sorry 😬</p><p>if anyone reading this knows this fic please reblog w the link!!</p>
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Stanlon and Stan is cold so Mike offers to warm him up
<p>This is my first time writing anything that isn’t reddie and I hope I was able to so Stanlon justice. Enjoy this fluff, fluff and more fluff, Amelia, darling ❤️<br/></p><hr><h2>Warm You Up</h2><p><b>Word count: </b>3,687</p><p><b>Pairing: </b>Stanlon</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16035134"><b>Read on AO3</b></a></p><p><b></b></p><p>“I’m going to kill Richie.” Stan said through gritted, chattering teeth. He had two thick blankets wrapped around himself and was curled up in the couch in front of the fireplace. Mike was currently kneeling in front of it, using a fire poke to move the logs around and keep the fire burning. “I hate him.”</p><p>“No, you don’t.” Mike said, laughter evident in his voice. “He is your best friend.”</p><p>“He is an idiot.” Stan said before blowing air on his hands, trying to get them to warm up. </p><p>Mike snorted. “He is, but he is our idiot.”</p><p>Stan huffed, and his breath was visible due to the cold air of the night. The seven of them had driven up to the Denbrough’s lake house for Labor Day Weekend. They had arrived Saturday afternoon and had decided to have a bonfire that night. Bill and Bev had just turned 21 and they made good use of their newly earned IDs to buy plenty of alcohol for the seven of them. They had been drinking for a while when Richie had suggested they played ‘truth or dare’, which would explain why they all agreed with him. It had all gone downhill from there. </p><p>After roughly a decade of knowing each other, they knew better than to back down from any dare, which led to Stan going into the freezing lake in the middle of the night,  in just his underwear and having to stay there for ten minutes after Richie dared him to. </p><p>Once the ten minutes were up, Stan had strolled out from the lake, soaking wet and shivering, shoved Richie to the ground as he walked by him on his way to the house and flipped his friends off over his shoulder when they laughed and carried on drinking and playing. All of them, except for Mike. </p><p>Mike had followed him inside and while Stan changed into dry clothes, he had grabbed some blankets from the closet and started the fire inside so that when Stan came downstairs, the living room wasn’t as cold. But despite Mike’s efforts, Stan hadn’t been able to warm up just yet, and he blamed Richie for that.</p><p>“You could’ve said no to him, you know.” Mike said, joining Stan on the couch. He was only wearing sweatpants and a t-shirt, completely unbothered by the cold. Then again, he hadn’t been forced into a freezing lake by one of their friends. </p><p>“Richie wouldn’t have let me live it down, ever.” Stan said, lifting his feet from the cold floor and crossing his legs on the couch. He wrapped the blankets tighter around himself, until he looked like a human burrito, which made Mike laugh fondly at him. </p><p>“You’re always blaming Richie for his terrible ideas, but you tend to go along with them, Stan.” Mike said, turning to face Stan, placing an arm on the back of the couch and supporting his head on it. </p><p>Stan glared at Mike with absolutely no heat behind it. “I am not to blame for Richie’s idiocy.”</p><p>“If you say so.” Mike said, clearly unconvinced. He had his head tilted to the side and he was intently staring at Stan, so much that he noticed. </p><p>“Is there something on my head?” </p><p>“Huh?”</p><p>Stan chuckled. “You’re staring at my head. Do I have something on it?” </p><p>“Oh.” Mike shook his head, trying to clear it from whatever he had been thinking about after Stan abruptly pulled him out of his thoughts. “You don’t. It’s just, your hair, it’s- it’s still wet and starting to curl at the ends.” Mike explained, nervously rubbing the back of his neck with his hand. “It’s cute.”</p><p>Stan’s eyes widened and he felt himself start to blush, the cold made his skin paler than usual and he knew his blush was even more evident that way. Embarrassed that Mike would notice, he grabbed the blankets and used them to cover most of his face, leaving only his eyes for Mike to see. </p><p>“Oh. Thanks, Mike.” He muttered from behind the blankets. Mike simply smiled at him and Stan could swear he saw a small blush appear on his own face. </p><p>They sat there in silence for a while. They could hear their friends talking and laughing outside. At one point, Stan heard Richie dare Bill to climb a tree with his eyes blindfolded, he didn’t hear Bill’s answer but he must have accepted because the next thing he heard was someone falling to the ground and groaning in pain. Their friends erupted into laughter and Stan and Mike couldn’t help but do it too.</p><p>“I don’t understand why we still let Richie come up with the dares.” Mike said, shaking his head. </p><p>“Would you rather it was Ben who came up with them?” Stan said, snorting. “What was it that he dared you to do? Eat five s’mores at once?”</p><p>Mike laughed out loud. “That was a dangerous dare too! I could’ve choked!”</p><p>“No way! I’ve seen you fit more than that into your mouth.” Stan said, smirking. Immediately, Mike’s eyes widened and he choked on his spit, which made Stan realize just how bad what he said had sounded. Now it was his turn to choke on his words. “I mean- I didn’t. I was talking about last Thanksgiving, with the pumpkin pie and-” He sighed and this time, he brought the blankets all the way up, until they covered his entire head. “I’ll just stay here, if you don’t mind.”</p><p>He heard Mike laugh and he felt the couch shift as he scooted closer to Stan. He didn’t say anything for a while and Stan could feel himself suffocating under there. Not from the heat, because he was still cold, but from the embarrassment he only ever felt when it came to Mike. The friend he had been crushing on for a little over half a decade. </p><p>It had started when they were fifteen, a year after the losers met Mike and when they started spending more time together. Even when it was the seven of them, Stan would always find himself gravitating towards Mike, without him even noticing it. Soon that turned into something more and Stan found himself wanting to be with Mike all the time, missing him when he wasn’t around, getting jealous when the girls in Derry stared at him for too long and wondering what it would be like to give in to his wishes and finally kiss Mike. </p><p>Stan struggled for years, with all those feelings and his doubts over whether Mike felt the same way- Richie told him there was nothing to worry about on that matter, because even if Stan talked shit about him, Richie was his best friend and the only one he trusted enough to talk to about Mike- and whether he should make a move or just bottle those feelings up, not knowing if taking a chance was worth risking his friendship with Mike. </p><p>And now, almost six years after it all started, Stan still hadn’t figured out the answer to that question. They had come close to crossing that line more than once during that time, which convinced Stan that Mike had at least toyed with the idea of the two of them being together at least once, but nothing ever happened. Stan didn’t know if someday, something would happen, but what he did know was that it was harder and harder to back down each time. </p><p>“Stan?” Mike asked, and he placed his hand on Stan’s knee, or at least tried to because he ended up touching his foot instead, not that he noticed. “Are you alive under there?”  </p><p>Stan sighed, and he came out from under the blankets, starting to shiver again once the cold air from the room hit his face again. </p><p>“You haven’t warmed up yet?” </p><p>“No.” Stan sighed, and tried to stand up. “I think I’m gonna head upstairs, maybe an extra blanket will do the trick.”</p><p>Mike’s smile fell, not wanting Stan go to his room. He started toying with the lace cord from his sweatpants. “It will be freezing upstairs, without the fireplace.” </p><p>“Well, this one isn’t really working.” </p><p>“I don’t know. I feel pretty warm myself.” Mike said, shrugging. </p><p>“That’s because you weren’t freezing to begin with.”</p><p>Mike nodded in agreement. He cocked his head to the side, studying Stan. An idea seemed to occur to him and he grabbed the blankets and unwrapped them from around Stan.  </p><p>“What are you doing?” Stan asked, raising an eyebrow at Mike. “That’s the opposite of what you should be doing.” </p><p>“Clearly the blankets aren’t doing the trick either.” Mike said, tossing them to the ground. “Which is why I am going to warm you up.”</p><p>Stan’s eyes widened and his eyebrows disappeared behind his hairline. “You- what?”</p><p>“I’m warming you up.” Mike said. Then he manhandled Stan so that his head was tucked under Mike’s chin and Mike’s arms were wrapped around Stan’s shoulders. </p><p>Stan was frozen and this time it had nothing to do with the cold. Mike was really warm and everywhere his skin touched Stan’s, he felt goosebumps appear, especially when he started rubbing his hands against Stan’s cold arms. </p><p>When Stan didn’t move and he didn’t say anything either, Mike cleared his throat, his demeanor turning nervous. “This isn’t weird or anything, is it?” </p><p>“Uh-”</p><p>“It is, right? I’m sorry I-” Mike tried to back away and untangle himself from Stan but he was stopped by Stan wrapping his arms around his waist. </p><p>“No!” He said. “I mean- it’s okay and you’re warm, so just- let’s just stay here.”</p><p>Mike didn’t respond, but he wrapped his arms tighter around Stan as well and resumed rubbing his hands against his arms. At first, the gesture was only meant to try and warm Stan up, but then it turned into more of a caress as Mike’s fingers lazily dragged on the skin of Stan’s arms, sending shivers up and down his spine. </p><p>“Is it working?” Mike asked after a while. </p><p>“Huh?” Stan asked, feeling himself drifting off to sleep in the comfort and warmth of Mike’s arms. </p><p>Mike chuckled. “Are you not cold anymore?”</p><p>“I’m getting there.” Stan said, not wanting Mike to let go of him just yet. He worried that if he said he was already starting to warm up, then that’s what would happen. “Can we stay like this for a while?”</p><p>“Of course, Stan.” Mike said, pulling Stan even closer to him.</p><p>They had hugged before, of course, but they had never stayed pressed together like this for that long. It drove Stan crazy, especially knowing that if he tilted his head up just the right amount he could press his lips against Mike’s in a kiss that was a long time coming. </p><p>Stan didn’t know if it was the alcohol he had had earlier or the hypothermia that had slowed down the blood flow to his brain but he found himself asking Mike, “Truth or dare?” </p><p>“Seriously?” Mike said, letting out a chuckle, no doubt thinking Stan was only joking. </p><p>“Seriously, Mike, truth or dare?” </p><p>“Alright. Truth.” </p><p>Again, Stan’s mouth moved before his brain could register what he was saying. “Do you have a crush on someone?” </p><p>Pressed closed together to Mike as he was, Stan could notice the question made him tense up. “I- uh. Where is this coming from?” </p><p>“Hey, you can’t do that.” Stan said. “You have to answer the question.”</p><p>Mike sighed. “Fine, yes I do. I have for a while.”</p><p>“Who is it?”</p><p>Mike let out a breathy chuckle. “That’s not how this works, Stan, you know that.” </p><p>Stan groaned. “Fine. It’s your turn then.”</p><p>“Truth or dare, Stan?”</p><p>“Dare.”</p><p>“Dare?” Mike asked, surprised. “I thought you would’ve learned by now.”</p><p>Stan snorted, rolling his eyes, even if Mike couldn’t see it. “I’m still friends with Richie after all these years, clearly I never learn.”</p><p>“True.” Mike laughed, then he got serious and cleared his throat nervously. “Okay, so. I… dare you to…” He trailed off, thinking on how to finish that sentence, “Guess who I have a crush on.”</p><p>Stan frowned, he had expected Mike to dare him to say who he liked or something like that and he hadn’t been prepared for that, but he hadn’t been prepared for this either, because now, he had to list the names of all of their friends, pretending like he didn’t want to just say his name and get the answer he had been hoping to hear for six years. </p><p>“Come on, go ahead, Stan.”</p><p>“Do I get a hint?”</p><p>“Like what?”</p><p>“Is it a boy? A girl? Do I know them?”</p><p>Mike chuckled and Stan could feel his chest shake under his head. “Again, that’s not how it works but I’ll let you get away with it. It’s a boy and you do know them, very well in fact.”</p><p>“Alright. Is it Richie? Please, tell me it’s not Richie. I can deal with Eddie being in love with him but two of my friends? I just can’t.” Stan said, he knew he was beating around the bush, avoiding to face what he had started in the first place, but he couldn’t help it. </p><p>“It’s not Richie.”</p><p>“Okay, then. Eddie? Let me tell you, that’s a bad idea. Richie would kill you.”</p><p>“Not Eddie, either.”</p><p>“Well, it’s definitely not Bev, so Ben?”</p><p>“Stan-”</p><p>“So, not Ben either.” Stan said, cutting in. He knew he was running out of names and out of excuses not to say his, he could feel his hands start to sweat and his heart starting to beat rapidly. “It must be Bill then.”</p><p>Mike sighed and he moved back, just enough to be able to look Stan in the eye, or at least he would have if Stan wasn’t refusing to look at him. “It’s not Bill.” </p><p>“Then I don’t-”</p><p>“Stan-”</p><p>“I don’t know-”</p><p>“Yes, you do.”</p><p>Stan sighed and finally looked up at Mike, who was intently staring at him, willing Stan to say what the two of them were too afraid to admit after years of keeping it all bottled up. The same look was reflected in Stan’s eyes, both of them desperate to finally take the leap they had been avoiding for so long. </p><p>Swallowing the lump in his throat, Stan took a deep breath and with a small voice, he said, “Me?” </p><p>Mike smiled, and he let go of Stan’s shoulders in favor of tucking one of his curls behind his ear and cradling his face in his hands. Once Stan’s eyes met his, Mike nodded, answering his question. Then he said, “It’s my turn now.” </p><p>“What?” Stan tilted his head to the side, confused, Mike’s hands still warmly holding his face. “Oh. Uh. Truth or dare?”</p><p>“Dare.” </p><p>And Stan must have gotten all of his courage back because he took a deep breath and said, “I dare you to kiss me.”</p><p>Mike smiled and Stan had a split second to smile back, a sweet soft smile, before Mike was swooping in and kissing him. It started as nothing more than a press of lips but it had Stan’s stomach fluttering with butterflies and grasping Mike’s t-shirt tightly, desperate to be closer to him, now that he was allowed to show just how much he wanted it. Mike came willingly, and soon enough there was little to no space between them. </p><p>Mike deepened the kiss and Stan responded quickly, basking in on the fact that he was finally kissing the man he had been crushing on for years. They slowed down their kissing and Mike pulled back, only enough so that they could look each other in the eyes. </p><p>“Truth or dare?” Mike asked, drawing small circles on Stan’s cheekbones with his thumbs.</p><p>“Oh, so we’re still doing this?” Stan said, raising an eyebrow. </p><p>“Humor me, Stan.” Mike said, rolling his eyes good naturedly. </p><p>“Fine. Truth, then.”</p><p>“Have you waited for that kiss for as long as I have?”</p><p>“How long is that exactly?” </p><p>Mike sighed and dropped his forehead on Stan’s, letting out a chuckle. “You really don’t know how this game works, do you?” Stan laughed, eyes crinkling in the corners and Mike smoothed them down with his thumbs, enjoying the sound of Stan’s laughter. Mike leaned in and Stan noticed how he stopped himself mid-way as if he wasn’t sure if he could kiss Stan whenever he wanted. Stan wasn’t having none of that. He met Mike half-way in a soft kiss that lasted long enough for their friends to walk in on them. </p><p>“So this is what you two had been up to in here!” Bev said, throwing the front door open and walking inside, Bill’s arm thrown around her shoulder.</p><p>Mike and Stan jumped apart, both blushing furiously just as Ben, Eddie and Richie walked inside too. </p><p>“Why do you two look like you were just caught making out?” Richie asked, adjusting the glasses on his face. It took him a moment to put two and two together and when he did, his eyes widened comically. “Holy shit! Fuck! Holy fucking shit!”</p><p>“Rich.” Eddie muttered, hitting Richie lightly on the chest. </p><p>“Don’t ‘Rich’ me, Eds!” He said, then looked around at all of his friends’ faces, noticing there wasn’t anyone who was reacting the same as him. Bev was smirking knowingly, Ben seemed confused, Eddie was glaring half heartedly at Richie and Bill had his eyes closed, passed out on Bev’s shoulder. “Why am I the only one reacting to this?” </p><p>“Reacting to what?” Ben asked, scrunching up his nose. </p><p>Richie sighed. “Aw, my sweet innocent Ben.” He said, ruffling Ben’s hair. He pointed at Stan and Mike, still sitting on the couch, averting their eyes and trying to get their blush under control. “Reacting to the fact that these two oblivious idiots finally, fucking finally got their head out of their asses and got together!”</p><p>“What? Wait!” Ben asked, eyes widening and jaw dropping open. He turned that expression to Stan and Mike. “You like each other?!” </p><p>Richie face palmed, Bev and Eddie bursted into laughter and even Bill let out a chuckle, not even opening his eyes. </p><p>Mike snorted, shaking his head in amusement at his friend’s obliviousness. “Yes, Ben.” He said and then turning to look at Stan with a soft expression on his face and holding his hand on the couch, he said, “I like Stan.”</p><p>Stan smiled at him, squeezing his hand and opened his mouth to say something, but Richie beat him to it. “Aww Stan the man is blushing! Come on Ben, don’t tell me you never noticed that he turns into a tomato whenever Mike is around.”</p><p>The comment made Stan blush even more and he glared at Richie. “Beep beep, Trashmouth.” He said, then pointed an accusatory finger at him with the hand that wasn’t still holding Mike’s. “You’re on thin fucking ice after the lake thing.”</p><p>“That was on you, Staniel. No one forced you to do it.” Richie said. “Besides, it would seem that it helped you two get your shit together.” He smiled smugly, infuriating Stan. </p><p>“Shut up, you didn’t make this happen!” Stan said, not letting Richie get the credit. He saw Mike stifle a laugh behind his hand. </p><p>“Yes, I did!” </p><p>“No, you didn’t!”</p><p>“Yes, I fucking did!” </p><p>“Yes, he fucking did!” Bill yelled out of the blue, before dropping his head once again on Bev’s shoulder. </p><p>Stan and Mike raised their eyebrows at him, surprised by his outburst, Bev just shrugged it off. “He’s just drunk. And I’m pretty sure he also has a concussion. Ignore him, ignore us.” She said, trying to get Bill to cooperate and get them all moving and out of the living room. “Keep doing what you were doing. Congratulations and fucking finally and all that.” Then she dragged Bill upstairs with a little help from Ben, who was still in shock from his discovery. </p><p>Richie tried to argue, no doubt looking to convince Stan that he was in fact responsible for him and Mike finally getting together, but Eddie grabbed his hand and dragged him along with the others. They could hear Richie muttering under his breath and Eddie laughing at his friend’s stubbornness. </p><p>“I like you too, by the way, Mike.” Stan said, once it was just the two of them in the living room. “I have for a long time.”</p><p>“Oh yeah?” Mike asked, with a chuckle. “For how long?</p><p>“Too long. You can ask Richie.” Stan said, then he scrunched up his nose. “Actually don’t. It’s humiliating.”</p><p>“Only if you don’t ask Bill.” </p><p>Stan groaned, dropping his head against Mike’s shoulder. “We’re so embarrassing.” </p><p>“Only a little.” Mike said, laughing and running his hand through Stan’s curls. “I can’t believe it took us so long to get our shit together.”</p><p>“I can. As much as I hate to admit it, Richie is right. We are oblivious idiots.” </p><p>Mike let out a laugh and kissed Stan’s head. “You know what else Richie is right about?”</p><p>Stan lifted his head, cocking his head to the side. “”What?”</p><p>“He is in part responsible for this happening.” </p><p>“Don’t let him hear you say that.” He said, letting out a laugh, but he had to accept that Mike was right. If it hadn’t been for Richie giving him that stupid dare, the two of them might not have admitted their feelings and finally kissed. </p><p>His face must have shown that and Richie must have had some sixth sense when it came to Stan because they heard him yell from his and Eddie’s room, “I told you! You fucking owe me, Stan!” followed by a groan of pain after Eddie most likely hit him again. </p><p>Stan rolled his eyes, Richie was never going to let that go, but seeing Mike laughing, nose scrunched up adorably and feeling him lace their fingers together in their lap, he figured Richie could ask for whatever he wanted in return and it would be worth it. </p><p>Having Mike was definitely worth it. </p><hr><p><b>Tag list: </b><a href="https://tmblr.co/mnAh3bkzb1iHs-5JWVEuZ-A">@daddyphantomtbh</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mi8SeJSOIdSexcBX9U5UGjw"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mi8SeJSOIdSexcBX9U5UGjw">@yes-dillman-yes</a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mYXFnbPANm7HKoB6BKqk9cg"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mYXFnbPANm7HKoB6BKqk9cg">@richietoaster</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mGpXKv9VtlWB-hxdOx1icxw"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mGpXKv9VtlWB-hxdOx1icxw">@beepbeeprichiellc</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mLAnSdrUcmXDdmeB6OUamMg"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mLAnSdrUcmXDdmeB6OUamMg">@its-stranger-than-you-think</a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mbPkyjF_bnqGPsG1ch-5Pxw"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mbPkyjF_bnqGPsG1ch-5Pxw">@lemonaayyee</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m5QwmYYuCSE14I6fuxXPo3A"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/m5QwmYYuCSE14I6fuxXPo3A">@pennys-pet-kitty</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A">@tinyarmedtrex</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mU7_EWOhIcB7mjfitje5JSQ"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mU7_EWOhIcB7mjfitje5JSQ">@richiefuckfacetozier</a><a href="https://tmblr.co/m1oGOuEM48bZ5qYxFeUPHNA"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/m1oGOuEM48bZ5qYxFeUPHNA">@sam-i-am2468</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m-ptulCP5o2foDAP-ujZejg"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/m-ptulCP5o2foDAP-ujZejg">@nicoperryy</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m-bpDyqwIQ9Y12byz9W7t5A"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/m-bpDyqwIQ9Y12byz9W7t5A">@richardtoz</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m6roUyvH8-ivpXzTGiBAVqg"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/m6roUyvH8-ivpXzTGiBAVqg">@aizeninlefox</a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mg3wV0-7KwPp_PuHke_VE4Q"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mg3wV0-7KwPp_PuHke_VE4Q">@chocolatemangoose</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mzIf5rP41QBARSA0Q_rNaTQ"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mzIf5rP41QBARSA0Q_rNaTQ">@godtozier</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mbBTSrwfGZf9lCMAPLO5F7w"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mbBTSrwfGZf9lCMAPLO5F7w">@reddie-for-anything</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/md8-wcTvT-vOQKqg3KrM18w">@reddies-spaghetti</a></p>
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idea: bath bombs but when they r done doing a fizzle, there&rsquo;s a tiny sea monster/creature instead of the prizes they sometimes do
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You know that thing when you leave your house where you like pat ur pockets and go &#039;keys, phone, wallet&#039;?? Well sometimes richie adds a step that is just &#039;eds&#039; and picks eddie up as a goof and carrys him to the door.
<p>shut up why is this the cutest fucking thing ive ever read. now im imagining like,,,say its been a long weekend and richie and eddie have spent every moment of it together so when richie finally has to go back to work he just. <i>rlly</i> doesnt want to leave eddie. hes gotten so used to be being by his bf’s side 24/7. thus after he kisses eddie goodbye and walks out the door, he walks back in ten seconds later. <br/>“forgot something,” he tells eddie. and then hes bending down and it looks like hes gonna grab something off the coffee table but he shifts at the last second and instead hauls eddie up over his shoulder firefighter style. and eddie laughs and tells richie to put him down but richie carries him all the way out the door. <br/>then they kiss against richies car for like five minutes before richie reluctantly tears himself away and gets in the car. (eddie leans in through the car window and gives richie another kiss which <i>rlly</i> doesnt help and ends in another couple minutes of goodbye kisses)<br/>and richie turns up late for work. of course. but its worth it</p>
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&quot;I borrowed your sweater&quot; with mileven pls!!!
<p>‘<i>I borrowed your sweater.</i>’</p><p>Mike’s face quickly changed between three different expressions, after reading the text. Understanding changed to amusement, which then changed to adoration. “<i>Thanks for letting me know; I’ve only been looking for it for the last half hour,</i>” he texted back, slumping back into the bed they often shared when Mike’s dorm-mate was otherwise occupied, or too weary to notice.</p><p>Because El’s classes started earlier than Mike’s, it wasn’t uncommon for him to wake up, go through several stages of grief, and then hurriedly prepare to make his way to his own class. But somehow knowing she was wearing his sweatshirt, regardless of how much time he’d wasted looking for it, made him feel closer to her all over again. As though he were still curled around her, exactly the way he wanted to be.</p><p>‘<i>Sorry. You can use mine if you want!</i>’</p><p>“<i>If I can use yours, why couldn’t <b>you</b> use yours</i>?” he typed back, smiling to himself as he looked around the room for whatever clothing she’d discarded the night before.</p><p>‘<i>I don’t need <b>two</b> sweaters, Mike :)</i>’ And she’d wanted to use his…</p><p>Mike bit into his lip, and then sighed, sliding his phone into his jeans pocket as he rose from the bed and dipped his hand down to grab up her sweatshirt. Was it big enough to fit him? Maybe. Did it have a basket of kittens on the front? Absolutely. Was he going to wear it all day? Of course he was; El had told him many a time that lavender was his color, and anyways it was practically frigid outside. A sweater was a sweater, and it was an especially <i>good</i> sweater if it belonged to her.</p><blockquote><p><a href="https://whatdidisayhoney.tumblr.com/post/184374202055/fluff-starters">Send me a fluff sentence starter.</a><br/></p></blockquote>
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can you maybe do a hc for richie and mike&#039;s first kiss because hanzier is a gift and I love those boys
<p>yes yes i love hanzier</p>

<p>they’re 15 here</p>

<p>-so richie and mike have been dating for a few weeks now<br/>
-and mikes been trying to work up the courage to kiss richie<br/>
-one night they’re at mike’s family’s farm<br/>
-no one else is home but them<br/>
-so mike set up a picnic for them on the grass<br/>
-they eat sandwiches and chips and cookies and veggies for dinner<br/>
-mike keeps telling richie how beautiful he is<br/>
-and richie is blushing the whole time, and tells mike how he’s adorable and the best<br/>
-they lay down on the blanket and look at the stars together, just talking about whatever<br/>
-richie has his head on mikes chest and mikes arm is around richie’s waist as richie hugs onto him <br/>
-they stay like that until it starts to get cold and they decide to go inside<br/>
-richie stands up first and helps mike up<br/>
-mike decides to just go for it because holy shit does richie look cute with his hair messy from laying down and his cheeks pink<br/>
-so mike leans down a little and presses a gentle kiss to richie’s lips<br/>
-richie is shocked but closes his eyes and kisses back almost immediately<br/>
-since mike is a lot taller than rich, richie stands on his tip toes to reach his boyfriend<br/>
-mike keeps his hands on richie’s waist and richie keeps his arms around mikes neck<br/>
-mike pulls away first leaving richie speechless<br/>
-he smirks because he managed to make the trashmouth quiet<br/>
-and then picks richie up and carries him inside to cuddle on the couch and watch ghostbusters</p>
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OMG CONGRATS ON 100 LOVE!!!
<p>thanks!! ❤️</p>
Tags: 

Post id: 184379028118
Date: Mon, 22 Apr 2019 22:08:29
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/184379028118/that-feels-nice-with-reddie-maybe
Slug: that-feels-nice-with-reddie-maybe
Reblog key: 6JC53OBD
Reblog url: https://noahschnapp.tumblr.com/post/184377670820/that-feels-nice-with-reddie-maybe
Reblog name: noahschnapp
&quot;that feels nice&quot; with reddie? maybe?
<p>“That feels nice,” Richie said, barely moving his lips, after a low hum emanated from his chest. He craned his neck, pressing the side of his face deeper into the mattress, spreading his arms wide across, exposing as much of his bare shoulders to Eddie’s fingers as he could. Eddie’s little fingers were surprisingly strong, if not a little too slippery along his back, where the massage oil was warming Richie’s skin, and his alike.</p><p>“I’m glad you think so,” Eddie said, soft smile brightening his features. He sat back along Richie’s lower back, then slid his hands up, and to the roundness of Richie’s neck, as he laid his chest to Richie’s back, and gave him kissed the back of his head, fingers kneading his tender skin.</p><blockquote><p><a href="https://whatdidisayhoney.tumblr.com/post/184373772850/insp-send-me-a-ship-and-a-sentence-and-ill">send me a ship, and a sentence, and I’ll write the next five sentences</a><br/></p></blockquote>
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congratulations !!!!! omg 🎉
<p>oof thank you! not sure what i did but here i be love yall</p>
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Beverie where Richie gets to ride Bev&#039;s pretty pink and purple galaxy strap on.
<p>Xan this prompt ruined me jesus fucking christ it’s SO THEM. </p><hr><p><b></b></p><p>Bev really didn’t expect things to go as well as they did. It started out as a joke, really. Richie was out at work and Bev couldn’t help the mischievous thoughts that popped into her head. He was due home at around 9pm and she sent him a text saying she wanted to spice things up in the bedroom. Naturally, Richie responded enthusiastically. Tons of eggplant emojis, the tongue emoji, the thumbs up emoji, all the works. Typical Richie. But she wasn’t expecting the enthusiasm to double, maybe triple when he walked in to see her on the bed, completely naked, and with a pink and purple galaxy strap on fasted to her hips. </p><p>“Come on, Richie,” she said, eyes shining in the dim light, “let me take you for a ride.”</p><p>And instead of blanching like she thought he would, he dropped his briefcase, ripped his shirt over his head, and launched himself onto the bed. </p><p>He kissed her with so much passion, so much heat, then Bev could feel herself getting wet just from his lips alone. She almost abandoned the idea, because fuck he was so hard and she was so ready, but she couldn’t. Even though the strap on was a byproduct from her last girlfriend and this whole thing was supposed to be a prank, she couldn’t shake the idea and neither could Richie apparently. </p><p>“I didn’t know you could read minds, Ms. Marsh,” he asked her and whoops. It looks like Beverly Marsh was going to fuck Richie Tozier for a change. </p><p>Fast forward, and now Richie is on his knees, ass on full display as he preps himself and Bev watches. She’s propped up against the headboard, watching the way his fingers slip in and out of himself and maybe, just maybe, she’s touching herself a little bit. But who could blame her! This is ridiculously hot! Richie’s got this fucked out look in his eyes and they haven’t even started yet. </p><p>“You’re good at this, sweetheart,” she asks, “do it often?”</p><p>It’s a teasing question but truth lies behind it. Richie is good. He gets three fingers deep in no time and he’s drooling on the mattress. “Don’t you want to know, princess?”</p><p>“Yeah, I do.”</p><p>“Once a week, minimum.”</p><p>Fuck. Once a week? Where the fuck was Bev when this was going down? She knew he was bisexual, too, Jesus Christ that’s one of the first things they bonded on! But she didn’t know if he was a top of bottom. Judging by the way he railed into her, she always thought top. Maybe she should have asked. </p><p>“You’re so hot like this, baby,” she says and Richie keens a little bit. </p><p>“How do you want me? Like this?” He asks and she does, kind of, but there’s something else she wants more. </p><p>She grabs the lube from where Richie abandoned it on the covers and quickly slicks up the silicon. Then she pats her lap and says, “Hop on, lover boy.”</p><p>Richie scrambles off the bed, then on again. He crawls up her body and settled one hand on her shoulders while the other lines up the colorful attachment. </p><p>“God, I’ve dreamed about this moment,” he says and then he sinks down. He moves slowly, clearly not used to the size and width of the strap on. His face is a montage of expressions and his voice a symphony of music. He settles, letting himself adjust. Bev’s hands move from his hips to his chest to his arms, rubbing gentle circles in his skin until he’s ready to move. He does, lifting his hips gently and soothing them back down, finding a pace that is enjoyable for himself. </p><p>As he fucks himself down on Bev’s silicon dick, Bev just watches. She instinctually raises her hips to meet his, letting him set the pace and force. He moans lewdly, eyes glazed over and never breaking contact with hers. It’s fucking beautiful. A pink tint paints his face, his chest, and his ears and he works himself down.</p><p>“You fuck me so good, Bev. I’ve always wanted this. You’re so hot when you’re in control. Love when you ride my dick just as much as when you fuck me with yours,” he babbles because in true Richie fashion, he can’t even keep himself quiet during sex. She doesn’t really want him to, though. She loves his voice, his moans, his raunchy words. </p><p>He surprises her, though, when he suddenly shifts the pace. He starts slamming his hips down, crying out as he chases his own pleasure. She half expected that, half knew it was coming. Something inside him always snaps and his pace always goes from leisure and fun to hard and frantic. </p><p>What surprises her the most is the change in his eyes. They go from blissed out and rolled back to determined and fiery. He braces on hand on her thigh and leans back. His free hand dips between her lips, nudging her thighs apart. He slips too fingers into her wet heat and matches his own relentless pace. His fingers slam in and out of her as he slams himself down onto her. The pleasure is intoxicating, but also somehow challenging. Fuck you, Richie. This wasn’t supposed to be a competition.</p><p>In retaliation, she grabs his dick and strips it. The rooms is full of obscene sounds, their voices, the sound of skin on skin, the slick noises of Richie’s fingers and Bev’s hand. It doesn’t take long for them both to build up from here. It’s so fast, so rough, so intense and Bev feels herself clench down on Richie as she cums, voice high and breathy. Richie follows almost instantly, spilling over her hand and breasts and his own chest. God, they’re fucking disgusting. Between the lube and both of their own bodily fluids, the bed is a fucking mess. They’re going to have to change the sheets before bed. </p><p>They’re probably gonna have to change the sheets again tomorrow. </p><p>Fuck. They should probably buy more sets of sheets. </p>
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69 and 86 (under fire and accidental turn on)?? With reddie if you could? I think this is weird combo and I love your writing!
<p>This one was so incredibly fun! All the Reddie and a side of Stanlon because Stanlon. 💞 Thank you so much for liking my writing, anon, you’re so sweet to tell me! I hope you like it! ❤️❤️</p><p>~</p><p><br/></p><p>“The pair were surrounded, they were severely low on ammo, and their armor had been rendered useless. The enemy was closing in, fast. Their only shot at survival was to stick together, watch each other’s backs, and maybe make out a little-“</p><p><br/></p><p>“Richie! Less monologuing, more kicking Stan and Mike’s asses.” </p><p><br/></p><p>Richie stuck his lips out in a pout, but he adjusted his hold on the gun in his hands. The room was lit with black light and the walls were murals of foreign worlds in glow-in-the-dark paint that gave the four adults a sense of nostalgia. Techno music mixed with space sounds blared through the speakers and a large clock hung over the entrance that ticked down from 20 beside a scoreboard:</p><p><br/></p><p>R&amp;E: 2085</p><p>M+S: 2030</p><p><br/></p><p>Richie had posted up just beside a large blockade with a hole in its center, perfect for Richie’s favorite surprise shots. He had spotted Mike at the start of his story, but the thought of kissing Eddie for the remainder of the game was just enough to make him lose interest in his not-so-sneaky friend. Eddie, however, was hiding behind a large black pillar, his laser gun held to his chest while he peeked around. “I want to win this time, Richie! No matter what!” As he searched for Stan, he suddenly lit up and the sound of a blast came from the armor on his chest. </p><p><br/></p><p>He groaned. “Oh, fuck you, Stan!”</p><p><br/></p><p>“Gladly!”</p><p><br/></p><p>Eddie swiveled and aimed directly for Mike, who had given away his position and-</p><p><br/></p><p>“Ha! Direct hit!”</p><p><br/></p><p>Richie’s hands, still firmly clasped around his gun, fell to his side as he looked his boyfriend up and down. “Did you just trick Mike into-?”</p><p><br/></p><p>Eddie smiled a toothy grin while keeping an eye on the direction Stan’s shot had come from, and he whispered, “if you thought that was something, watch this.”</p><p><br/></p><p>Eddie reached out for Richie’s shirt, pulling him from behind the blockade into the line of fire. He held Richie to him with one arm and pointed the gun using his shoulder to aim. Stan and Mike’s laser guns shot, the lights glowing a bright red just long enough for Eddie to spot. The pair’s shots sent Richie’s vest alight, but Eddie shot back, hitting them both dead on for full points. </p><p><br/></p><p>Eddie yanked Richie back out of the line of fire to the next area over where there was a spot to replenish their ammo. He noted the 2 Minutes Remaining on the clock as he said “charge up your gun, babe. We’re about to finish this game with a bang! You rush over to Mike and I’ll cut off Stan-“</p><p><br/></p><p>But Richie wasn’t listening. He was too busy questioning the butterflies in his chest and the warmth that had suddenly coiled in the pit of his stomach. He shifted uncomfortably away from Eddie as he tried, and failed, to casually cover the front of his ripped, black jeans, which were now slightly tighter than before. Richie couldn’t decide if it was Eddie’s brazen laser tag move from moments ago or the sight of him grinning with a look of chaos in his eyes that turned him on, but he was just glad to know that he’d have Eddie all to himself in less than two minutes. </p><p><br/></p><p>Eddie, who had immediately noticed Richie’s abrupt change of demeanor and who could read Richie better than most, asked in horror, “Rich, are you-?”</p><p><br/></p><p>He looked as guilty as he felt.</p><p><br/></p><p>“Here?!”</p><p><br/></p><p>“You do things to me, Eddie! It’s entirely your fault, my love.” He reached out a hand and booped Eddie on the nose, who smacked it away with reddened cheeks.</p><p><br/></p><p>“I can’t believe you - that I!- that you somehow-“</p><p><br/></p><p>“I told you, Eds. You do things to me.” Richie’s voice had changed, lowered just enough to send a warm shiver up Eddie’s spine. He moved closer to Eddie, who backed into a speckled wall, eyes wide but looking from Richie’s eyes to his lips and back again.</p><p><br/></p><p>Eddie’s voice betrayed him, matching Richie’s hushed tone and asking again, “even here?”</p><p><br/></p><p>“Everywhere. Anywhere. Here.”</p><p><br/></p><p>Eddie’s head was titled up towards Richie who was now just inches away. He felt a strange thrill hum within his chest knowing he’d done this to the man in front of him. He wanted him to close the short gap that was left between them, he couldn’t stop himself from moving to meet him halfway.</p><p><br/></p><p>“Are you two finished yet?” two voices asked in unison.</p><p><br/></p><p>They spun around, guns hanging uselessly at their sides. </p><p><br/></p><p>“Fuck.”</p><p><br/></p><p>Laser shots rang out and their vests lit up.</p><p><br/></p><p>The game ended in a tie. The night ended with Richie falling asleep in Eddie’s arms. </p><p><br/></p>
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13 &amp; 70 (detective au and locked in a room) for reddie?
<p>UM some sweet anons actually requested I write?? And I actually really enjoyed it for the first time in almost a year. :’) I had way too much fun with this one!!</p><p>-</p><p><br/></p><p>Two men were sitting across from each other in a locked room. A slim, steel table, years of friendship, and partially confessed feelings between them. Four gray walls, a one-way mirror, and thick air surrounded them. The room was cold and dim and quiet. So quiet.</p><p><br/></p><p>It was too quiet for Detective Richie Tozier, who was, at this very moment, staring into the eyes of his partner. His partner, his best friend, who was on the wrong side of the table and under suspicion of murder. He wasn’t sure what to say first but he didn’t have long to say it. If the chief found out Richie was here, if he took longer than the five minutes the officer guarding Eddie allowed, his job and Eddie’s case would be on the line.</p><p><br/></p><p>He thought of telling Eddie all of the things he’d been tiptoeing around saying, all of the times he’d been too afraid to say anything because he didn’t want Eddie to lose his job and Richie didn’t want to lose Eddie. He thought about telling him the real reason he was here.</p><p><br/></p><p>But instead of saying any of that, he said, “How did you get yourself into such a mess, Eds?”</p><p><br/></p><p> Eddie’s rigid shoulders fell slightly, a small smile tugging on his lips. “Rich, get to the point. We both know you’re breaking a lot of rules to be here. How’d you get Stan to let you in anyway?” </p><p><br/></p><p>Richie swallowed a knot in his throat, his eyes desperately searching Eddie’s. </p><p><br/></p><p>“Rich?”</p><p><br/></p><p>He looked down at his hands, not able to take Eddie’s cautious tone. “Rich, what is it?”</p><p><br/></p><p>“I don’t remember, Eddie.”</p><p><br/></p><p>“What?”</p><p><br/></p><p>“I don’t…I don’t remember what time you left.”</p><p><br/></p><p>Eddie was silent for a moment and Richie was afraid to look up at what he would see. </p><p><br/></p><p>“Richie, are you saying-“</p><p><br/></p><p>“I don’t remember what time you left that night, Eddie!” He hit the table with his fists, angry at himself for getting drunk, for blacking out, for not being able to protect his partner from a crime he knew deep within himself he could never commit. “I don’t remember anything after 10:30, Eddie. We were drinking and you were so angry and then nothing. I’m so fucking sorry. I know you didn’t do it, I just…I can’t be your alibi.”</p><p><br/></p><p>He heard two hands slide across the table and then stop, followed by a deep breath. “Then you have to tell the truth, Richie.”</p><p><br/></p><p>He looked up to his partner then. He was expecting frustration, anger, even. Just not this much hurt.</p><p><br/></p><p>“Eddie, please, you’ve got to have something else, anything else. Give me another lead.”</p><p><br/></p><p>It was Eddie’s turn to look at his hands as he placed them in his lap. “I don’t have another lead, Rich.”</p><p><br/></p><p>“Eddie-“</p><p><br/></p><p>BANG BANG</p><p><br/></p><p>“Fuck.” He turned to the door, “Stan, I’m not finished-“</p><p><br/></p><p>“Go, Rich. Before you land yourself in jail too.”</p><p><br/></p><p>“But, Eds-“</p><p><br/></p><p>“I’ll figure something out. It’s okay. You need to tell the truth, okay?”</p><p><br/></p><p>The latch to the door was unlocked and it flew open. “It’s been over five, Chief will be here any minute,” Stan said, pulling Richie from the chair with gentle but strong arms. “Wait, Eddie!”</p><p><br/></p><p>Eddie’s eyes stayed on his hands. </p><p><br/></p><p>“Eddie, look at me, please!”</p><p><br/></p><p>“I can’t, Rich. I’ll be fine, I’ll see you in the courtroom tomorrow. Don’t do anything stupid.”</p><p><br/></p><p>Eddie could hear Richie fighting against Stan, but he needed him to leave. His alibi was gone, but so was Richie’s confession and Eddie’s answer. </p><p><br/></p><p>Eddie wasn’t sure which was making him sicker: his lost alibi or the ‘I love you too’ that Richie couldn’t remember.</p>
Tags: are you fucking kidding that last line broke my heart, a drunk confession that goes so wrong that their lives will be ruined??, dude fuck me UP, drabble, i love this i would read like 100k words of this omg, angstyyyyy!!
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Performer or dance au with (constantly) mistaken for a couple? Reddie pretty please
<p>So this one took me a while to write because I thought I hated it. But <a href="https://tmblr.co/mrVdiOudOTgWBT0ZcYrAPiQ">@oldguybones</a> thinks it’s worth posting, so I’m gonna! Thanks for reading it for me, honey! I hope you like it, anon!<br/>~</p><p>Richie casually tossed an arm over Eddie’s shoulder, sunglasses hung precariously on his nose and a sucker stuck in his mouth. </p><p>“You should take those off and put your glasses on. You’re going to trip.”</p><p>“We both know you won’t let that happen, Eds,” Richie said, wiggling his eyebrows at the man beneath his arm. “You like me too much”.</p><p>Eddie huffed, smiling softly. “You mean I like my paycheck.”</p><p>Richie stopped on the spot, his empty hand coming up to grasp at his heart. “Eddie, that hurts! After everything I’ve done for you.”</p><p>Eddie, who was six inches shorter than Richie, but twice the muscle, heaved up, forcing Richie to stand up straight and he yanked the sunglasses from his face. He reached into his jacket pocket and pulled out glasses that were popular but didn’t seem to suit the man at his side before he shoved them onto his face and pulled the hood down over his head. “Don’t be such a drama queen.”</p><p>Richie Tozier, who was, in fact, a universal sensation whose voice had permeated through the hearts of tweens and adults alike, found himself swooning. The day Eddie Kaspbrak had walked through the door at the agency, Richie, having found some form of popularity that required the watchful eye of a bodyguard, knew that there wasn’t another buff guy he’d rather have at this side. Richie Tozier, for the first time in his life, was rendered speechless when Eddie introduced himself, arms crossed and eyes a gem-like brown with a smile on his face that made Richie’s heart hammer in his chest. Richie gave him a nod of approval and they had been attached at the hip ever since.</p><p>Eddie continued walking, pulling a pouting 31 year old rockstar in his wake and out of his daze. “And keep that hood on. If we get spotted, it’s your ass. Beverly is going to kill me if we, uh, you cause another scene.”</p><p>Richie pushed his lip out, shoving a hand into his pocket and tightening the other around Eddie. “You aren’t supposed to talk to me like that, I could fire you, you know.”</p><p>Eddie chuckled. “But you won’t. Because I’m the only bodyguard within a hundred mile radius crazy enough to put up with you.”</p><p>Richie, delighted with Eddie’s banter, leaned down and kissed the top of Eddie’s head with a loud smack. “More like you’re the only bodyguard I’m crazy about!”</p><p>Eddie’s jaw clenched and he willed his cheeks not to redden. “Don’t say things like that, you know what your publicist said.”</p><p>“Publicist, schmublicist! That’s old news, Eds, my love. Betcha everyone’s forgotten about that two-bit tabloid by now.”</p><p>Eddie found himself wishing it wasn’t just a story. But bodyguards weren’t supposed to fall in love with their clients. That was rule number one as far as Eddie was concerned. Eddie usually followed the rules. It was a shame he had broken this one two and a half years ago.</p><p>Eddie opened his mouth to retaliate when, “Oh my, God,” a sweet voice said from the doorway to a bar. “it’s Richie Tozier!” She looked to Eddie and with a manic glee she pointed a finger at Eddie and cried, “and you’re the bodyguard boyfriend!”</p><p>“Fuck,” Eddie sighed, already reaching an arm around Richie’s waist. </p><p>“Hiya, sweetheart! How’d you know it was me? Clever girl!” Eddie attempted to pull Richie away gently, but Richie never went ‘gently’ anywhere and so he didn’t budge. “Looks like we were caught again, honey,” he cooed, turning to look at Eddie and back again. “We were just trying to have a romantic walk alone-“</p><p>“Richie,” Eddie whispered. “What are you doing??”</p><p>More people were scurrying up to them, hushed tones whizzing around the pair. </p><p>“Is that Richie Tozier?”</p><p>“Who is that with him?”</p><p>“Haven’t you heard? He’s dating his bodyguard!”</p><p>“It’s his boyfriend, Eddie, take a picture quick!”</p><p>People were beginning to swarm around them, and Richie still wasn’t moving. “An autograph? Sure, babydoll! One at a time, please!” </p><p>“Richie, this isn’t the time, do you hear me?!”</p><p>“Who? Oh, Eddie?” Richie had heard a question that Eddie obviously hadn’t in his panic. “Well, sure I love him!”</p><p>Eddie felt his cheeks flush and before he could remember any of his training, he tossed Richie over his shoulder and hurried down the sidewalk. “Sorry, everyone, Richie’s got to go!”</p><p>“Do you guys see how strong my man is?”</p><p>He propped himself up on his elbow, his head in his palm. “Sorry everyone, looks like Eddie wants me all to himself.”</p><p>“Richie! Shut that big mouth of yours!”</p><p>“Ooh, yes, daddy.”</p><p>Eddie’s knees went weak and he reached out for the wall to steady himself. Richie felt him stumble and laughed so deeply Eddie’s shoulder shook.</p><p>“Richie,” he warned, his cheeks red and his stomach in knots. Eddie knew he was going to get thrown into some crazy shit with Richie, but this was too much. Richie’s playful advances were all for show, he was sure. But there was still something in the back of Eddie’s head that always asked “why only with me?” “why not with the other guards?” “what makes me so special?”</p><p>Eddie saw a taxi coming close and he whistled quickly for an escape. He tossed Richie into the car and slammed the door shut. “Drive, please,” he said calmly, even though his heart was pounding at a mile a minute and he was about to burst from frustration. And maybe, Eddie realized to his annoyance, hurt.</p><p>“Wow! What a crowd, huh, Eds?”</p><p>“Hey, Richie, I think you should not talk to me for a bit, yeah?” He wanted to turn away from Richie completely, but he had to keep an eye on the client. That was the job. </p><p>“What? Eds, you aren’t mad are you?” When Eddie didn’t answer, he continued. “That was just for kicks! They knew we were just joking.” Eddie stayed silent.</p><p>It was moments like these, which were few and far between, when Richie thought that maybe he had gone too far. He swallowed uncomfortably and scooted a little closer to Eddie, who tensed up the moment their legs touched. “Eds, come on. Say something, will ya?”</p><p>“You want me to say something, Rich? What the fuck were you thinking?” Eddie dispensed with the bodyguard act, taking off his sunglasses and tossing them to the floor. “Do you know how much shit I’m going to be in when those videos and pictures get on the news?” He raked a hand through his hair as he tried to calm himself down. “You do things like this, Richie, but you aren’t the one who suffers.”</p><p>Is that what Eddie had been doing? Suffering? Had Richie gone too far long ago?</p><p>“Eddie-“</p><p>“Did you mean it?”</p><p>He was looking out of the window, his face calm but there was worry in his eyes. Richie thought that he would like to swim in them before mumbling, “what?”</p><p>Eddie took in a deep breath and asked again. “I said, did you mean it?”<br/></p><p>“Mean what?” </p><p>Eddie turned to Richie, sitting up straight and looking like he was preparing for the worst. Maybe he was.</p><p>“That you love me.”</p><p>Richie’s mouth fell open and for the second time in his life, he was speechless.</p>
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Ohhhhh, what about 42. Star crossed lovers with Stozier?? :D
<p><i><b>A/N:</b> I paired this with a little soulmate au</i></p>
<p><i>read here or <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/18526591">ao3</a></i></p>
<p><i>and big thanks to <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mOxJLKUbM2o5kIaBqg0IFbQ">@tastytozier</a> for beta-ing this, she’s a lifesaver</i></p>
<p><i>-</i></p>
<p>Richie felt numb as he laid on the floor of his shared apartment with Bill, bloody nose running off the side of his face onto the bright tiled floor of the bathroom. He almost didn’t feel the beating of his bruised cheek or the burning of the cut on the side of his eyes. All he felt was nothing, as if the endorphins in his brain had overloaded and exploded, leaving him with the same feeling as the one he had had when he had broken his leg jumping off a tree to prove Stan he could fly. For once, he didn’t need morphine to stop feeling. Which he should be grateful for. But he wasn’t. Not when the trigger of his adrenaline was in the same room with him, slowly melting away the effect of the powerful druglike trance he wanted to be in.<br/></p>
<p>“You need to stop fighting everyone you see dumbass.”</p> <p><a href="https://hawkinsbabe.tumblr.com/post/184306765535/ohhhhh-what-about-42-star-crossed-lovers-with" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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48 for reddie bc I&rsquo;m a sucker  (pretty pls ily)
<p><b>Reddie</b> + I called you at 2am because I need you</p>
<p>HAN! I LOVE THIS?? soft fucking reddie is my shit.</p>
<p>Eddie rolled onto his back, staring angrily up at the ceiling. There was a huge thing about how a person should never go to bed angry, but Eddie Kaspbrak had spent most of his life going to bed angry. Angry at circumstances, angry at the people he lived around, and occasionally just kind of angry because that was who he was as a person sometimes.</p> <p><a href="http://stephenskings.tumblr.com/post/184287533007" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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In your opinion, what was the biggest giveaway of Eddie&rsquo;s sexuality?
<p>Oh god. Anon, you’re KILLING ME!!!! I can’t just pick <i>one thing</i> fnsdjgjna. In my opinion, there isn’t like one BIG giveaway, it’s a lot of smaller giveaways that add up to a really obvious conclusion. So if you don’t mind, this turned into more of an expanded Top 5 list… SO HERE IT GOES:</p>
<p><b>1. The Hobo/Leper</b></p>
<ul><li>Okay first and foremost, the original ‘Leper’ was real, not IT. The hobo who tried to assault Eddie was very much real, and it’s notable (particularly in 1958) that Eddie was more concerned with contracting the hobo’s disease than the solicitation itself (probably because he doesn’t know what a blowjob is). He doesn’t really start running until the hobo starts touching himself, that’s when he kind of realizes what’s happening. <br/></li>
<li>I don’t think Stephen King would have included the blowjob thing if we’re just supposed to believe Eddie’s afraid of actual diseases alone. I think the blowjob aspect is meant to be symbolic of Eddie equating being gay/homosexual acts WITH disease and literally rotting from the inside out - because that’s what he’s afraid will happen to him if the hobo touches him. That he will rot from the inside out (this will tie into point #4 later). <br/></li>
<li>ITs manifestations around Eddie after this are very clearly based in disease AND sexuality, but MOSTLY sexuality. He doesn’t know much about sex, but he knows ENOUGH to be afraid of sexual things. ITs leper could have easily been a crusty old rotting woman soliciting him, and it matters that it wasn’t. IT never takes the form of a woman around Eddie, despite his mother being arguably his biggest fear. IT only ever takes the form of a rotting man soliciting sex from Eddie. Not just the hobo, but also Belch Huggins (this will tie into point #3). <br/></li>
<li>Just like with Beverly, Eddie’s fear is just “gross” on the surface, but sexual in its symbolism. Blood is gross and creepy, but Bev is really afraid of womanhood and the sexual objectification that comes with that. Rotting flesh is gross and creepy, but Eddie is really afraid of homosexuality and the stigma and otherness that came with it.<br/></li>
</ul><p><b>2. Parallels between Eddie and other gay (real and fictional) men.</b></p>
<ul><li>First, <a href="http://eddiefuckingkaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/167071558433/gentle-reminder-that-the-death-of-adrian-mellon-is">the parallels between Eddie and Adrian Mellon</a>. They are both described as small in stature and asthmatic, and the real person Adrian is based on, Charlie Howard, was targeted by bullies in school for being small, “fragile”, and not ‘masculine enough’, just like Eddie. When Mike describes Adrian’s death to the Losers, Eddie has a physical reaction to the story and grabs his inhaler - are we really supposed to believe he only related to Adrian because of ASTHMA? No. There was more to it than that. Additionally, Adrian was attacked by a group of bullies that mirror the Bowers gang - there was a violent leader (Henry), a dumb big guy (Belch), and one that was not as interested in the violence as the others (Vic). Adrian stood up to the bullies just like Eddie did. Adrian was brutally beaten by the main bully, just as Eddie’s arm was broken by Henry. And, Adrian was bitten by IT in the same spot on his arm (where the arm meets the shoulder) as Eddie is later, when IT bites his arm clean off.<br/></li>
<li>Second, <a href="http://eddiefuckingkaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/168064968163/confnded-so-this-is-bills-mental-comparison-for">the parallels between Eddie and Anthony Perkins</a>. Bill compares Eddie to Anthony Perkins as adults and it goes well beyond attaching a youthful, clean cut, brunet description to him. It also goes beyond the “haha get it?” implication that Anthony Perkins’ character in Psycho ALSO had a crazy mother who controlled every aspect of his life and taught him that sex was sinful. It’s deeper than that, because in real life, Perkins was a closeted gay man. And he DID have a mother like that - which is why he was perfect for the part of Norman Bates. Perkins’ father also died when he was five, he also had an overbearing mother who controlled him his entire life, even down to his emotions, and he spent his entire adult life trying to overcome the damage she caused. </li>
<li>Perkins definitely struggled with his sexuality, <i>even undergoing conversion therapy in his 30′s</i>, and did not have a relationship with a woman until he was well into adulthood (like Eddie, who was implied not to have much if any experience with women before marrying Myra at 35). Perkins had quite a few relationships with men who were quiet about it at the time but more vocal when it became more acceptable to be out, and he later died from complications due to his ongoing battle with AIDs. He even lived with a woman who was like his mother, for quite some time, while having relationships with men in private. Interestingly, one of Anthony’s close friends was openly gay Don Bachardy… whose name is almost LAZILY close to Adrian Mellon’s partner Don Haggerty. <br/></li>
</ul><p><b>3. The way Eddie thinks about boys vs. the way he thinks about girls.</b></p>
<ul><li>Eddie’s chapters are FULL of flowery and symbolic language, moreso as an adult but even as a child. Eddie loves to wax poetic, LOVES IT. So it’s important to pay attention to the way he talks about things or thinks about things. Phrasing is important. Effort is important. This is more true about the way he thinks about other characters than almost anything else. Basically, when Eddie thinks about boys (Richie and Bill mostly, but even seemingly innocuous comments about the other boys too, and even BELCH), he’s always using descriptive language and is just very… wistful about it. Compare this to the way he thinks about Myra, or his childhood crush on Greta, or even Bev - there’s a marked difference in tone. It’s very stiff and ambiguous in comparison to the freedom in his expression when he thinks about boys. <br/></li>
<li>Eddie’s descriptions of Myra are very… unloving. He talks about her under a thin layer of disgust, and often (rightfully) compares her to his mother. He did not marry her for love, he married her because she was able to continue confining him to his comfort zone after his mother died. The only time Eddie is able to start convincing him he could have loved her is when he’s far away from her and knows deep down that he’ll never go back. Also, at the Loser reunion, he gets <i>really</i> defensive about not having had any kids when Mike comments on it, because he seemed to take it as an accusation that he can’t perform (which is probably true). It’s hinted that he and Myra almost never have sex (the crickets), and when their physical relationship IS mentioned, he thinks of it as acts she does TO him, not something they do together. He’s extremely passive in that relationship, because he does not want to be there. He also has a secret stash of quaaludes in his medicine cabinet, which implies he abuses sedatives - possibly just to get through life with Myra. <br/></li>
<li>When Eddie thinks back on his crush on Greta, he thinks about two things: her shoulders, and her clothes. He doesn’t describe her face, or her appearance, other than her hair being blonde. He just describes her clothes, and thinks of her shoulders as pretty - possibly THE most gender-ambiguous body part ever. He also never goes into detail about how pretty Bev is, doesn’t blush around her, and just isn’t described as having an attraction to her. In fact, during the fight at Neibolt when her shirt gets torn, ALL of the boys are described as having some kind of obvious reaction to seeing her bare chest, <i>except</i>, notably, Eddie. Then there’s the sewer scene… but all I’m going to say about <i>that</i> is that Eddie was NOT interested. <br/></li>
<li>Compare all this with the way he describes Bill’s face as ‘lovely and well-loved’ and continually thinks about loving Bill and dying for Bill, the way he constantly CONSTANTLY talks about and thinks about Richie and how great and funny and interesting he is (more on that in #5), the way he describes Stan’s reflexes during baseball as ‘angelic’, even way he remembers Belch’s large body as ‘existing in its own cosmos of slow thunder’… every SINGLE time Eddie thinks about a boy, he uses figurative and poetic language, or simply goes on and on and on about how great they are. The tone is COMPLETELY different. (Notably, referring back to the Leper, just after remembering Belch in this way, IT manifests as the Leper AS Belch, in a Yankees uniform, asking about blowjobs, so… <i>yeah</i>). <br/></li>
</ul><p><b>4. Miscellaneous Symbolism</b></p>
<ul><li>Religious symbolism - Eddie as a kid is in constant fear that the church will somehow “know” how bad he is and damn him to hell, despite never having done anything wrong in his life. He thinks about this, specifically, after a very obvious double entendre with Richie (the rocket ice cream scene). While he’s dying, as well, religious symbolism comes into play, though this time it is about self acceptance, and is ALSO directly connected to Richie.<a href="http://eddiefuckingkaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/173277498378/eddie-kaspbrak-and-faith-a-stupidly-long-essay"> I talk about it a lot more in depth in this meta</a>. <br/></li>
<li>Rotting symbolism - this is connected to the religion thing, but also the leper and Eddie’s fear of disease. Eddie feels like he’s rotting from the inside out because of something inside him that is inherently bad. This comes up when he’s feeling religious guilt AND when he encounters IT, because he’s afraid that if the Leper touches him, it will speed up the process. Then everyone will be able to see how disgusting he is. It is NOT an accident that King makes this sexual by having the Hobo/Leper solicit Eddie. Eddie’s feelings of guilt and self-disgust are directly tied to sexuality. Eddie has been bullied for his perceived gayness and has heard his mother condemn gay men over and over, and he’s internalized that as something that Is Bad and, even more, something that Is Bad About Him that everyone - from God to Henry Bowers - can somehow see. When he dies in Richie’s arms, he thinks to himself that he is being CLEANSED of that rot, and it’s symbolic for his self acceptance. <br/></li>
<li>Referring back to the rocket ice cream thing, King uses innuendos once in a while to plant hints as well. This is the best example of one, because rocket ice creams are super phallic, and the way the whole scene is described, it is basically “Can I suck your dick, Richie?” “But your mom wouldn’t approve!” “I’ll take my chances.” Like… no more needs to be said about it.<br/></li>
<li>One of the tiniest, but most telling hints, are Eddie’s rings! As others have pointed out, pinky rings during this time period were popular among gay men (from the 50′s up to the 80′s, so basically his entire young life). Whether Eddie was or wasn’t aware of the meaning is unknown, but I doubt King would have mentioned it MULTIPLE TIMES if he <i>wasn’t </i>trying to send a message.</li>
</ul><p><b>5. Richie, Richie, Richie</b></p>
<ul><li>Finally, there’s Richie. I wanted to leave this until last because I think that ‘Eddie is gay’ is an argument that stands very well on its own OUTSIDE of Reddie. Eddie is gay <i>regardless </i>of whether you read Richie and Eddie’s interactions as romantic or platonic. BUT, I <i>do</i> read it as romantic, so here we go!<br/></li>
<li>This goes back to the way Eddie uses poetic language when he thinks about boys. He’s a super emotional, reflective person, so his inner monologues are always way more revealing than what he says out loud. With Richie, he thinks about how great he is a good deal more than anyone else, EVEN Bill. He thinks about how Richie gave him a<i> secret identity</i> with the nicknames he claimed to hate but actually liked. He thinks a lot about Richie’s ambitions and goals and desires - in some ways, we get more insight into Richie’s character from <i>Eddie’s</i> chapters than we do from Richie’s. He sees that Ben is looking at Richie with a mixture of ‘awe and wariness’ and understands why. He thinks of Richie as having “enchanting, often exhausting, charm.”<br/></li>
<li>He knows exactly what Richie’s report cards look like. He knows exactly who Richie’s idols are. He knows what kind of tape Richie uses to mend his glasses. He knows and uses ALL of Richie’s terminology (chucks, getting off a good one) and those are some of the first things Eddie thinks of as an adult on his way back to Derry. He takes the bait every time Richie picks on him, calls him cute, or tries to trick him - he literally cannot help himself. He just KNOWS Richie and thinks of him often, the way anyone with deep and honest feelings for someone does. There’s no trace of hero worship or pining from afar, it’s just… knowing another person so well and so easily that you don’t even realize you’re thinking about them. He even remembers the way Sonia complains about Richie in an exact quote, rather than in general as with the rest of his friends. <br/></li>
<li>There’s also the rocket scene again, the way Eddie reacts to being called cute, the way he blushes when Richie asks him if he knows what fucking is, the little things that could just be Eddie’s naivety but could also be more than that.</li>
<li>
<a href="http://eddiefuckingkaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/176181393698/so-theres-this-quote-in-it-on-page-88-i-believe">The Thing With The Shoes</a> <br/></li>
<li>Fighting with IT, Eddie puts up the biggest fights when it is something directly connected to Richie. As a kid, when he fights the Crawling Eye, he originally leaps into action because of Bill, but he puts the most <i>effort</i> into encouraging Richie to fight it too. He knows it’s one of Richie’s biggest fears, and he really goes hard at it (this is the Battery Acid moment) and is screaming at Richie to fight back. As an adult, it’s Richie’s mental calls for help that get Eddie to leap into action yet again. He distracts IT and attempts to hurt IT again because of Richie, for Richie. He dies <i>for Richie</i>. </li>
<li>The death scene, which doesn’t even NEED explanation. It was going to be a confession, point blank. <br/></li>
</ul><p><b>HONORABLE MENTION:</b> Eddie drinks gin and PRUNE JUICE, which just sounds disgusting and seems like a joke… at first glance. <i>Until </i>you think about how prune juice is high in fiber and is supposed to “move the mail” as Ben says. Eddie’s out here getting drunk while <i>clearing out his</i> <i>system.</i><i> </i>So basically,<i> </i>Eddie is GAY and<i> </i>tryna get fucked on what he assumes is his last night alive, as one does.</p> <p><a href="http://eddiefuckingkaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/176424342943/in-your-opinion-what-was-the-biggest-giveaway-of" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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confident eddie who flirts and touches richie like on his bicep or thigh and when richie goes back to tell everyone about it, no one believes him and thinks he&rsquo;s lying through his teeth !!
<p>skdhdjsh YES and he tries to prove it one night at like a party or somethin and richie is like hey sexy or some dumb shit like that or maybe he really overdoes it bc he’s trying to prove a point and bc he doesn’t know how to flirt tbh and eddie is like oh…. hi I guess :/ and bev laughs at him but then later he approaches him again and tones it down a little and apologizes for bein weird and all his friends watch them from across the room and lose their absolute shit when they see eddie kiss him </p><p>and richie is almost too happy to even say “I told you so” every chance he gets…………… almost </p>
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Could you mayhaps do some fluffy Reddie in which Richie meets Eddie through Bev and he&#039;s instantly WHIPPED and he&#039;s trying to sweep lil Eds off his feet but Eddie is kinda unconfident cause he doesn&#039;t wanna get hurt???? Pls and thank you
<p><b>You absolutely can! You didn’t specify, and I’m doing this kinda quickly I decided to do it in headcannon style! Thank you so much for requesting something.</b></p><p>- Eddie has been broken up with a few too many times, left to pick up the pieces by himself over and over again to the point where he isn’t even interested in relationships anymore.</p><p>- Richie hasn’t ever been convinced that he’s made for commitment. He always broke up with girlfriends and boyfriends right before it can get too serious.</p><p>- Bev made the link that these two would be perfect for each other. Eddie could level Richie out, and Richie could bring Eddie out of his shell. She was never wrong about these things (she’s the reason Stan and Mike are now married)</p><p>- Step one of setting them up is to have them both in the same group text with the rest of their mutual friends, and it’s so easy she actually laughs when Richie begins flirting with Eddie over text. They’ve never met, nor seen each other in pictures.</p><p>- Both boys immediately stalk through Beverly’s pictures until they find the other tagged in some of them. Eddie can’t get enough of how dorky but handsome Richie is, and Eddie can’t believe how drop dead gorgeous Eddie looks. </p><p>- They both want to meet but they don’t ask each other to hang out by themselves.</p><p>- When Bev’s first designs are launched, she throws a small dinner party for all of her closest friends, which is the first time Richie and Eddie will meet.</p><p>- All of the others are in on Bev’s plan, and they conspire to make sure the two boys are stuck sitting beside one another at the dinner table, and plan to have them help with the dishes afterwards, alone together in the kitchen with no interruptions.</p><p>- Nobody expected Richie to show up in his worst possible t-shirt and printed over-shirt combination. Stan wants to smack the shit out of his best friend but he doesn’t think a red hand print on his cheek will impress Eddie very much.</p><p>- Eddie, of course, arrives looking good enough to eat and Ben has to remind Richie to close his mouth before he drools all over himself.</p><p>- Let the flirting commence. Sure, it’s typical Richie flirting, but Eddie is blushing like a virgin bride on her wedding night. </p><p>- Not only is Richie flirting though, the losers all get to see Richie become completely whipped immediately. If Eddie needs a drink, Richie gets it. If he drops his napkin, Richie gives him his one and he passes him everything he asks for even if it’s even out of his own reach (resulting in his shirt dipping into the mashed potatoes)</p><p>- Eddie isn’t naive though, he knows that Bev and the others are up to something here. He appreciates their concern, but he’s just so scared of having his heartbroken again that he can’t bring himself to flirt back with Richie.</p><p>- He does, however, find it very easy to be open with Richie. So, after dinner and clearing up, the two of them are alone out on the balcony while the others argue over which film to watch, and they really get to talking.</p><p>- “How about you let me take you out on a date, Eds?” Richie asks.</p><p>- “That’s probably not a good idea, Richie.”</p><p>- “Why not?” He would ask with a frown, not used to being rejected.</p><p>- Eddie admits that he already knows where it’s going to go. They’ll hit it off, they’ll go on a few dates before they hook up and after that it’ll become an exclusive thing which eventually starts to grow cold and before he knows it, Richie is apologising and walking away from him like their few months together never happened.</p><p>- “How do you know that?” Richie asks, an amused smile on his face.</p><p>- “Because that’s how all of my relationships end. This isn’t going to be any different.”</p><p>- “Well, how do you know for sure if you never take a leap of faith and give me a shot to prove myself?” Eddie will look at Richie, and for the first time all night he sees him looking serious.</p><p>- “You know we’ll either break up, or spend the rest of our lives together, right?”</p><p>- “Right. But for once, the thought of being without you for the rest of my life is more terrifying than the thought of spending forever with you.” </p><p><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mfwNtUoKHxKgM8BNRZICIdw">@spastuetheobsessedphylosopher</a></p>
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firefighter!reddie ??? Pleaaaaseee
<p>“Hey Eds, do you like my pole? It’s pretty big.” Richie asked, luridly running his hands over the fireman’s pole. </p><p>Eddie glanced over and shrugged. “I’ve seen bigger.” He said before walking away. </p><p>Richie groaned, gesturing at the retreating form. “We’re soulmates! No one else makes my heart or pants feel like this! Why won’t he go out with me?”</p><p>Mike, Richie’s closest friend on the squad, clapped him on the shoulder. “Maybe, and hear me out here, it’s because you keep making jokes about your pole instead of asking him out.”</p><p>Richie looked at him, wide eyed, “Do you think he’d say yes?” He’d had his eyes on Eddie since the first day of training, when he sauntered in short shorts and a tank top and told Richie that he should take a picture because it would last longer. Then, when Richie pulled his phone out to take said picture, Eddie had given him the middle finger and walked away. What could he say? It was love at first sight. </p><p>“I think that he puts up with too much shit from you to not be at least a little interested.” Mike replied, smiling at his own joke. “And I think the rest of us would appreciate it if you stopped trying to serenade him every night. The station isn’t that big. We can hear your awful warbling.” </p><p>Richie shrugged, feeling only a little guilty. On duty, he shared the station and sleeping arrangements with 10 others- including Mike and Eddie.  And maybe sometimes he was less than considerate to the people he shared bunks with but love demanded to be heard. </p><p>“I’ll do it, I’ll ask him out.”</p><p>“Good man,” Mike said. “Try to keep the innuendos to a minimum and he might say yes.”</p><p>“No promises.” Richie yelled over his shoulder, running off to find Eddie. He was in the lunchroom, laughing at something that Cameron had said. Richie’s stomach clenched but he continued on, trying to persevere. Cameron may be featured prominently in the annual firefighter’s calendar but that didn’t mean that Eddie was interested in him. Anyway, who wanted a chiseled jaw and blue eyes that you could lose yourself in? </p><p>“Hey Richie.” Cameron said. Richie hadn’t realized he was already at their table. </p><p>“Hey Cameron. Eds,” Richie swallowed, trying not to fidget. “Can we talk?” </p><p>Eddie nodded, standing and following Richie to a corner. “I was wondering if-maybe you- we could-” Eddie’s eyes were fixed on him, a smile playing on his lips. Then, before Richie could get an actual sentence out, the room was bathed in red blinking lights, a high pitched siren noise followed.</p><p>“Fire! Let’s move it people!” Cameron said, jumping up and running out of the room. Everyone else followed a beat later.</p><p>Eddie looked at Richie, “We’ll talk later?” </p><p>Richie nodded, miserable. This fire had rotten timing. </p>
Tags: fic rec, oof that’s such a cute au??, i adore this
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Flirted when the other tried to steal a wallet for reddie
<p>It’s an eventful Friday night as Richie stands in line at his favorite deli, attempting to get some dinner to go along with the alcohol previously purchased. It feels heavy resting in the thin black plastic bag clutched in his hand, both from the weight of the bottle’s intentions and the instability of the flimsy bag. It wouldn’t be the first time he’s experienced a tragic casualty at the hands of a cheap plastic bag; many fun nights had been ruined by such events. So he finds his fingers wrapped tightly around the neck of the bottle, even though his only plans for the evening were to drown himself in an unhealthy mix of food, booze and self-pity.<br/></p><p>The only problem with his plan is the fact that it’s Friday night and despite being only the fifth best rated deli in town, the place is packed wall to wall. There’s a line out the door; Richie’s been standing in it just as long and he’s finally made it inside, but there’s still a good ten people in front of him. He hadn’t been paying any particular mind to those behind him, though he’s sure there’s still a line out the door. </p><p>His attention’s been divided by the menu board in front of him (despite the fact that he would order the same exact thing he did everything single time) and the consistent buzzing of his phone in his pocket. Notification after notification. Social media alerts. Voicemails from his mom. Texts from all his friends. He knows their concern is genuine, but the hardest part of a break-up is trying to forget about it and they’re not making it any easier with the constant reminders.</p><p>So finally, he turns off his phone and goes to angrily shove it into his back pocket. When he does, his arm collides with something solid. He turns to look just in time as the blonde stranger behind him quickly crouches down and retrieves what looks to be his wallet from the ground.</p><p>Richie frowns, “Hey…is that my wallet?”</p><p>“Ummm, yeah, you must have dropped it,” the blonde haired guy replies smoothly, handing over the brown, loosely bound leather wallet. To say it had seen better days would be a massive understatement, but considering he’s had the wallet for almost a decade, he feels like it’s holding up pretty well. </p><p>Richie eyes him skeptically, his gaze traveling from his ratty sneakers all the way up to his blonde curls peeking out from beneath the hood of his sweatshirt. “Riiiight,” he says slowly, taking the wallet from him. “So it just fell out of my back pocket?”</p><p>The blondie shrugs nonchalantly, hands tucked firmly in his pockets. “I guess so. You should really be more careful.” </p><p>“Uh huh, right,” Richie says with a small chuckle. He moves forward with the line before turning back towards the blonde stranger, “You know if you wanted me to buy you dinner, all you had to do was ask.”</p><p>The blondie rolls his eyes, but doesn’t budge from his spot behind Richie. He crosses his arms over his chest defensively. “I don’t want anything from you.”</p><p>“Except my wallet,” Richie clarifies knowingly, a small smirk playing on his lips. This isn’t even the worst thing to happen to him over the course of the week; technically, it didn’t even happen at all. There’s still a few people in front of him so he might as well have some fun with it, he figures. The guy, wallet thief, is definitely cute, albeit unsuccessful. “What’s your name?” He receives a pointed look from the stranger, “C’mon, you tried to steal my wallet. It’s the least you can do for me.”</p><p>He lets out a heavy huff of a sigh, pursing his lips together in consideration before finally replying, “Name’s Eddie.” </p><p>“Well Eds, we don’t really have enough time to unpack why you were trying to steal my wallet,” Richie says with a chuckle, “Why don’t you give me your number and we can talk about it sometime?”</p><p>Eddie laughs incredulously, “Are you really trying to pick me up after you caught me trying to pickpocket you?”</p><p>Richie shrugs as he moves to the front of the line, “What can I say? I’ve dealt with some far shittier people.” He turns towards the deli worker and smiles, “I’ll take a number six and,” he turns back towards Eddie and winks, “Whatever he wants.”</p>
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<p>This got long (are y’all sick of me saying that?). Also I didn’t read it through so beware spelling errors. Warning for mild homophobia. </p>
<p>Eddie had just changed into his pajamas and was about to go to sleep when he heard the familiar sound of pebbles hitting his window. He tried to ignore it, hoping his friend would take the hint, but the sound continued. Finally, he got up, going to the window and narrowly avoiding the latest pebble as he whisper- yelled, “Richie, I’m tired. It was a long day. Let me go to sleep.” </p>
<p>“Can’t do that Eds. I can’t.” Richie was looking up at him, still in his outfit from earlier. “I need a second chance.”</p>
<p>He sighed, shaking his head. “I appreciate the idea Richie but-”</p>
<p>“No Eds, that can’t be our first date. I refuse to let that be our first date.” He swallowed and Eddie saw how serious he was. “Please Eds, let me try again.”</p>
<p>“I-” He glanced back, listening for his mom and hearing nothing. Against his better judgment, he nodded. “Give me five minutes. Meet me at the front door.”</p>
<p>“YES!” Richie pumped his arm and grinned up at him. “You won’t regret it!”</p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/183995884072/for-the-valentines-prompt-thing-recreate-your" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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31 for the drabble challenge!
<h2>31. 
“I haven’t slept in ages.” <br/></h2><p>
Two months later…. I present you some shitty reddie content. …<br/>Thank you so much for sending me a prompt! &lt;3 I hope it’s somewhat enjoyable<br/></p><p><br/></p><hr><h2>A failed attempt still counts <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/18441545"><b>(AO3)</b></a></h2><p><br/></p><p>The whole plan is very unlike himself. Eddie isn’t used to prepare these
things.<br/>
Richie is the one who always plans their dates, the one that keeps the romantic
sayings going, or the one who initiates any sort of physical love
demonstration.</p><p>Not that Eddie doesn’t like them, no. He loves all of those things
actually, but it usually takes him some time to ease up and accept them. He
always puts up a tougher front, topped with teasing manners towards Richie’s
attempts at wooing him. But deep down he is craving all of those things just as
much, despite pretending to be indifferent towards them. It’s the way he grew
to be, and Eddie isn’t proud of that.</p><p>But today is a new day, and this one, in particular, is special. Today,
Richie is coming home from his three week vacation away with his family. That
includes parents, aunts and cousins. Eddie feels sorry for him. </p><p>Eddie remembers the way Richie had begged his mom for Eddie to come, but
that hadn’t worked out. So Eddie stayed, Richie went, and now they were missing
each other too much. Even the other losers’ jokes about how Eddie has been
dragging himself around while Richie isn’t there have lost their fun. He <i>is</i> dragging himself around, trying his
best to act like his normal self and be capable of having fun while his
boyfriend isn’t there.</p><p>Boyfriend. That sure sounded like a joke to him for a while, everything
did. The compliments that now had a new meaning, at least for Eddie, the
constant touching that now had a different purpose, the lingering looks across
the room, the kisses. Oh god, the kisses. For a long time, Eddie thought he
would never get to enjoy something like that, but now that he has it, he can’t
get enough. Unless, of course, the only person who kisses him decides to
disappear for almost a month.</p><p>It has been hard. But both of them were looking forward for this day
when they would finally, <i>finally</i>, see
each other again after such an eternity. Three weeks is a long time, okay? <br/>
Specially for a couple of 17 dudes who only got their shit together less than 3
months ago. </p><p>Initially, Eddie was more than content with their first plan. They ran
it over a few days before Richie left. On the day of his arrival, Richie would
go home, stuff his bags under the bed and then leave the house as quickly as
possible, using the real excuse of meeting his friends because he’s been dying
without them. Then Eddie would wait for him at home and they’d have the rest of
the day for themselves, outside. Not that they could stay at Eddie’s, his mom
would ruin everything. And if they went back to Richie’s, his parents would
make him help unpack things and get the house back in order, wiping dust, doing
laundry, telling Eddie to come back later…</p><p>Clearly, Richie didn’t like that plan, neither did Eddie.</p><p>So yes, that was the way things were supposed to go. But then, <i>then</i>, his mother had been invited to
spend a weekend at her sister’s house all the way near the coast, on that same
fucking weekend. Eddie had flipped out on the inside, started to scream
internally and thinking: what the fuck am I supposed to do now? </p><p>In fact, it was only two days, so he tried to convince himself that it
wasn’t that bad. They could work with that, Eddie and Richie could wait an
extra couple of days to see each other. Right?</p><p>But then he remembered something that could, possibly, convince his mom
to let him stay. </p><p>Their church was going to have a special event going on that Sunday, he
remembered something like that being announced, last week, when his mom had
dragged him there, as per usual. Something about a foreign choir coming all the
way up to Derry, like… a tour around Maine’s churches, if he remembered
correctly.<br/>
So, shamelessly, Eddie had begged Sonia to stay. After all, he was looking
forward to seeing them! How could she say no to that? </p><p>She didn’t. She had sighed and then asked him if he’d be okay all alone
for a weekend, and Eddie had to physically hold his eyes from rolling so up far
that he’d be staring at his own brain.</p><p>That means Eddie is home alone at this precise moment, on the day that
Richie is supposed to come back from vacation at any time now. <i>That</i> entitled a whole new plan.</p><p>They’re seventeen, and they’re Richie and Eddie. But the crucial part
here is that<i> Eddie</i> is involved, and
that means Richie may or not have tried to take things a little further than
casual cuddling or kissing, and that Eddie had, timidly, put a stop on all of
those attempts. <br/>
But this time it was different. This time he had over a week to think things
over in his head and prepare himself for something new. He didn’t really know
what something new entitled, exactly, but he managed to convince himself that
he was capable of being bold and reciprocating anything that Richie may attempt
this time. </p><p>Richie had never pressed him to do anything, Eddie knows. But the thing
is, Eddie wants everything with Richie, he’s just scared and overwhelmed and
anxious about new things.</p><p>Now, he looks around his room. Fresh bed sheets, curtains drawn close
but the window open to make the air circulate in hopes of diminishing the
summer heat. Eddie himself is freshly showered; he knows that feeling clean
will help him. <br/>
The box of tissues and softened towel stored away in a drawer on his bedside
table make him feel guilty. It’s not like he’s expecting sex or anything…God,
he didn’t even have condoms. Should he have bought them? The thought makes
Eddie shiver, there’s no way he would have ever gone out and buy something like
that all alone. He tells himself he just likes to be prepared, therefore the
tissues and the towel… It’s not like he’s ready for something that serious,
yet.</p><p>Eddie is in the middle of this internal struggle when the curtains
hanging over his window almost get ripped off the pole, a pair of gangly arms
shooting into the room. Richie’s body falls on the carpeted floor with a loud
thump, and Eddie’s heart feels like it might explode from the scare, or
adoration. </p><p>Slowly, Richie flips himself around so that he is facing up instead. He
bends his neck backwards and stares at Eddie upside down. Eddie pretty much
jumps Richie’s frame, throwing himself on top of him without any cares in the
world. Their arms and legs tangle up in each other, and Eddie only has time to
briefly smash his lips on Richie’s before stuffing his face on the latter’s
neck and mumbling a row of muffled “I missed you’s” on his skin.</p><p>Richie starts to giggle and squeezes Eddie closer, spreading kisses on
the top of his head at the same rate as Eddie keeps blurting out each ‘I missed
you’.</p><p>They stay like that for some time, but soon enough Richie starts pulling
both of them off the ground to fall onto the bed instead. Eddie falls on top of
him and allows himself to rest his chin on top of Richie’s sternum. </p><p>Eddie opens his mouth and blurts out “My mom isn’t home.” at the same
time as Richie sighs a tired: “<b>I haven’t
slept in ages.”</b></p><p>They stare at each other for a few seconds, tempted smiles waiting to
burst into giggles, but Eddie suddenly seems to realise the meaning behind
Richie’s words. He does look tired, dark spots under his eyes and said eyes
barely open. But there’s always that bright smile playing on his lips.</p><p>“You haven’t been sleeping?” Eddie asks, already feeling the defeat
crippling up on him.</p><p>Richie inches up and presses his lips to Eddie’s in a quick but warm
kiss before tossing his head back against the comforters. He shakes his head
from side to side while humming negatively. “You can guess how a house full of
children, teenagers and adults that stay up late drinking won’t be the synonym
of peaceful nights.”</p><p>Eddie hums and licks his lips. “That sucks.” The hands that were resting
on Richie’s chest slowly make their way up to nestle behind Richie’s neck and
head, leaving a trail of goose bumps behind. “Is there anything I can do to
make you feel better?” Slowly, he starts moving his fingers, curling around
Richie’s shorter hair.</p><p>With a smirk, Richie slurs his way through sleepy words. “You said your
momsn’t home?” Richie’s arms are still hugging Eddie close to his body.</p><p>Eddie feels something warm up inside his body, like it usually happens
when they’re laying like this. He nods his head quickly to prevent himself from
second thoughts. “The whole weekend, actually.” He doesn’t say those words as
much as breath them straight to Richie’s chin and lips. The way Richie is
looking at Eddie, with hooded eyes, helps his little worries.</p><p>Richie lifts up one eyebrow, as if asking <i>‘really?’</i>  Eddie simply licks
his lips again and trails his gaze over Richie’s features until he lets himself
stare openly at his mouth. He doesn’t acknowledge Richie’s short laughs, but he
does, however, feel the way he is suddenly turned on his side, plopping on the
mattress and getting the air puffed out of him from being startled. </p><p>“In that case…” Richie turns on his side, as well, tangling himself up
in Eddie again. “A nap sounds perfect.., ya’know, can’t keep my eyes open much
longer…” And with that, Richie closes his sleepy eyes and sighs with
satisfaction. </p><p>Eddie stays unmoving for a while, trying to let the rejection sink in.
He feels almost irritated, because of course Richie would fall asleep on him
when he was trying to- well, <i>something. </i>He
huffs out, disappointed, but doesn’t give up right away. </p><p>He inches one hand under Richie’s green t-shirt, letting his warm palm
cover his left hip and scratching lightly with his short-trimmed nails. Richie
doesn’t move.</p><p>“Richie…” He almost whines. “I missed you…Are you really going to
sleep?” Richie responds by cuddling closer to Eddie, letting his head fit under
Eddie’s chin and humming positively.</p><p>Eddie fights back a disappointed sigh and keeps moving his hand up, up,
always scratching over Richie’s spine, then ribs, until finally bringing his
hand to the front and giving himself a small pep talk before letting his
fingers trail over one nipple. He feels Richie’s muscles tense, but neither of
them moves away.</p><p>Eddie doesn’t add anything else for a while, just carefully playing with
the skin around Richie’s nipple until he felt Richie’s body relax again. It
took a few minutes, but after that, he decides to slide his leg in between
Richie’s, slowly raising it until his thigh was carefully trapped near his
crotch. <i>That</i> made Richie lift his
head a little, enough so that they could look at each other’s faces.</p><p>Suddenly, Eddie understands how Richie feels when the roles are
reversed, because Richie is looking at him with the familiar teasing expression
Eddie usually wears. </p><p>“Why does it look like you trynna get me in the mood for sum, Eds?” He
asks with a playful, sleepy smile. Eddie’s cheeks start burning and he quickly
retrieves his hand to himself. Richie widens his eyes, realisation hitting him
in the face, and whispers. <i>“Baby…”</i> Richie
turns crimson once Eddie adverts his eyes and lowers his leg, putting some
distance between the two of them due to his embarrassment.</p><p>Richie sighs. “Eds, c’mon, don’t close yourself off, kay?” His words drip
with affection as he scoots closer to Eddie’s body, getting all over him and
kissing him with passion. They get lost on each other for a while, Eddie doesn’t
try to take things further. As expected, Richie pulls away first and connects
their foreheads with a shaky breath.</p><p>Eddie locks eyes with him. </p><p>“Not gonna lie, it’s working.” Richie giggles through his puffs of breath.
“But I still need a fucking nap, Spaghetti.” Eddie can hear the disappointment
behind his words. He nods with a smile, maneuvering Richie so that both of them
are laying comfortably in each other’s embrace. </p><p>“S’okay.” He assures him. “I’ll wake you up before dinner, and then you
can tell me all about your family trip.”</p><p>Richie mumbles something incoherent before the room falls into a peaceful
silence. Eddie watches the curtains move softly for a few seconds before Richie
is getting up on his elbows again. Eddie fights the eye roll that’s certainly
coming, Richie never manages to keep still even when he’s trying to fall
asleep.</p><p>“’Sides,” he kisses Eddie’s forehead, leaving behind a wet spot. Eddie
doesn’t care enough to wipe his skin clean, simply watches Richie’s shit eating-grin.
 “A whole weekend, uh? Can’t wait to see
what you gonna do to me.” </p><p>He is just teasing, Eddie knows. But that doesn’t stop him from
groaning, embarrassed, and shoving Richie’s giggling face away. And possibly,
maybe, thinking about all those things he can actually do to Richie once he wakes
up.</p><p>But for now, sleeping in the arms he missed so much is more than enough.</p><hr><p>Perma tag list: <a href="https://tmblr.co/m_SkC0TsmuBpuWnU4zKN-sA">@constantreaderfool</a>  <a href="https://tmblr.co/myNd8XWL_LBF9Vg-wgQgbNQ">@mrs-vh</a></p>
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On the run with reddie??? Only if you want to❤️
<p>Eddie glanced back at Derry, wishing he could say goodbye to Richie, to everyone, but he knew it was a bad idea. He hadn’t even taken his cell phone, knowing that his mom could track him on it. After the argument they’d had, after him yelling that he wouldn’t stay in Derry and her threatening to lock him up, he wasn’t going to take any chances. Once he was sure she was asleep he’d packed a bag and gone to the bus station. He’d texted his friends, letting them know his plan. They’d see it in the morning, too late to try and stop him. Now he just had to decide where to go. Two buses left in the next hour, one to NY and the other to California.</p><p><i>Richie always want to go to California,</i> a voice in his head offered. It seemed dumb, to pick a place that his best friend might show up in one day but…</p><p>“One ticket to California please.” He told the agent. It was going to be a long ride but it wasn’t like he had anything better to do. </p><p>“Make it two.” A voice behind him said. Eddie stiffened then turned. It was Richie, standing there with his own packed bag. Eddie wasn’t surprised, he knew Richie had trouble sleeping. Part of him had even hoped he’d see the text before Eddie left. Maybe come say good bye. But he hadn’t expected him to show up with a bag of his own. </p><p>“You can’t come.” Eddie told him, squeezing the straps of his backpack. </p><p>“This ticket.” Richie surged forward, paying for and grabbing the tickets. “Says otherwise.”</p><p>“What about your parents?” Richie didn’t always see eye to eye with them but they loved him, and he loved them back. Eddie knew he wouldn’t abandon them. </p><p>“Told them I was going to visit colleges.” Richie shifted his weight. “I can’t let you go alone Eds. You know that.”</p><p>“Richie-” Eddie wanted him to come. He was terrified of doing this alone but he couldn’t let Richie do this. </p><p>Richie shook his head. “Let me come with at least, get you set up. We can talk about everything else on this epic cross country bus ride we’re about to take.” </p><p>Eddie choked back a sob and Richie noticed. Of course he did. Richie always noticed. He closed the distance, gathering Eddie in his arms and holding him, whispering to Eddie that he was here, that he wasn’t going anywhere. This was why he loved Richie, he wasn’t going to tell Eddie that he was stupid for doing this, he wasn’t going to talk him out of it. All Richie wanted to do was make sure that Eddie wasn’t alone. </p><p>Before long a voice rang out, telling everyone that the bus was leaving soon. Richie moved back and took Eddie’s hand, “We’ve got a bus to catch.” Eddie nodded, letting Richie weave them through the station and babbling about where in California Eddie should live. </p><p>“I need to approve you know, since I’ll be over all the time next year. You’ll get sick of me.” </p><p>“I’m always sick of you.” Eddie replied, making Richie laugh. In truth though, Eddie knew he could never get sick of Richie. Not now, not after a 3000 mile road trip. They were Eddie and Richie, meant to be together no matter what. </p>
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<p>Mine is <a href="https://t.umblr.com/redirect?z=https%3A%2F%2Farchiveofourown.org%2Fworks%2F14905032%2Fchapters%2F34522338&amp;t=YTQyMWVlNzM1M2UzZGExNTY2ZDJmYjMyYzc2YTczOGNiNDQyMGVkOCw2NTZmYzllZjA3Y2UzZjFiMjkzOWI0MzczZTk1NDI0MDllMzc4MWY4"><i>Flowers Grow Out of My Grave</i></a> by <i><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mreaB9NF1AVsYyUeG1VakqA">@lovedrichie</a> </i>  (<a href="https://t.umblr.com/redirect?z=https%3A%2F%2Farchiveofourown.org%2Fusers%2Fsoftestrichie%2Fpseuds%2Fsoftestrichie&amp;t=NDlkNTZjMTVkOWM2NjQwOWY1MTg2ZjNiZjM5NTczNDRhZGY2MTUwZCxiZjQ5YWE2OWRlYjlkYTZiMmZhZTY1MzVhYThhODdhZDcyN2E5NjJl">softestrichie</a> on AO3)!</p><p>Sunnys is <a href="https://t.umblr.com/redirect?z=https%3A%2F%2Farchiveofourown.org%2Fworks%2F12433983%2Fchapters%2F28298859&amp;t=NDEyOWFlYWM0ZWQxYmUzNWE2NzA0NmQzMDUwZWZlNThhYmRmOTZiNCw2MWY4Yjg3Mzc0YjkzYWMyMTkyZGNlMDkxZWQyYTU3YjY3OWZkYmY4">Ugly Moon</a> by <a href="https://t.umblr.com/redirect?z=https%3A%2F%2Farchiveofourown.org%2Fusers%2Fweepies%2Fpseuds%2Fweepies&amp;t=NDVhYTY0NzJjMzRlMDhhMGQ1N2UxZTMwOWUwYWRiYWIxZjkyZDE5NCw5YjMwNWRlMDRlODc4MGE2MjNlMTRmMzcwYjExMzM4Y2E4OGZlNTNm">weepies</a> (<a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m_xm2MZVBJrihhXaifGLipw">@oaf</a> )!</p>
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2, 6 and 11 for wheelzier and reddie! 💕
<p><b>2. who is always horny and will have sex at any time, at any place and at any time?</b><br/></p><p>mike is a little horny bitch who always just wants richie’s fat cock inside him at all times.</p><p><b>6. who takes photos of the other while they sleep?</b><br/></p><p>omg mike loves taking pictures of richie when he’s sleeping to show them to him later when they’re in public just to embarrass him. mike thinks he looks so adorable and innocent when he’s sleeping though.</p><p><b>11. who makes fun of the other for having a crush on them, and who has to remind them that they are in a relationship?</b></p><p>since mike and richie first hated each other when they met, richie loves bringing up how much mike hated his guts just to annoy his tiny fierce boyfriend.</p>
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14, 19, and 22 for madwheeler?
<p><b>14. who starts the hand holding? who grabs the others butt? who slides their arm around their waist? who likes to put their fingers in the belt loops?</b><br/></p><p>mike starts the hand holding, because his girlfriend is too hooked on her “bad girl rep” to do it. mike also likes to grab max’s butt because it’s really round and jiggles when he pokes it. max likes to slide her arms around mike’s skinny waist to remind mike that she could probably beat him up if she wanted.</p><p><b>19. who drives and who has the window seat?</b></p><p>mike can’t let max drive because she’d probably get them pulled over for speeding, they don’t call her zoomer for no reason!</p><p><b>22. who is super bad at sexting? and who sends them encouraging messages throughout the day?</b></p><p>mike started off awkward at sexting, but max taught him better and now he claims he’s better than her. although rough on the outside, max is the softest girlfriend ever and loves sending mike messages throughout the day to remind him how much she likes him.</p>
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<p>Okay so this is gonna get nsfw so if you don’t wanna read that type of stuff then just ignore this!</p><p>Bill - He’s been my first everything, like, literally. First kiss, first makeout session, first handjob, first blowie, first time having sex etc. He knows everything I like and everything I don’t like (which isn’t much) and is probably the one that gets me off the most because we share a room and we’re both horn dogs. But, I suppose my favourite thing to do with Bill is super weird, considering we do <i>everything</i>, but dry humping and making out with Bill Denbrough will forever be my favourite thing. We both do it in the morning when we aren’t really ‘prepared’ for sex but need to get off, and it’s always super desperate and we can’t keep our hands off each other, ugh it’s great</p><p>Stanley - I’m gonna be blunt, but Stan fucking me is my favourite. And by fucking I mean him dominating me and telling me what to do. He’s super in control in every aspect of his life, and this is especially true in the bedroom! He knows I’m a sucker for being told what to do and so he uses that to his advantage and really knows how to make me go crazy, and he’s damn strong too. He can hold me down with me struggling (just to play it up though, everything is 1000% consensual don’t worry) and can keep me down the entire time. I fucking <i>love</i> it</p><p>Ben - Haystack and I have only kissed a couple times so far, which is a real shame because I could show him a damn good time. But the few times we have kissed there’s one time in particular that gets me hot and bothered whenever I think about it. So, Ben is super fucking tall, like 6’6 tall, and he towers over me so having him grab me in the hallway and kiss me randomly, standing over me and pressing me against the wall, BONER CITY. It was the hottest fucking thing, okay, and he just looked at me with those gorgeous eyes and smiled down at me, ugh. Now I wanna make out with Ben</p><p>Eddie - Ed’s and I have actually only had sex once so far, but it was a lot different than what I’m used to. I tend to have quite rough sex as that’s what I’m into, but Eddie told me the first time we slept together that it’s not happening like that. He didn’t mean in it in a harsh way, just that he wasn’t ready for that yet and he was still kinda new to the whole thing. We’d only all been dating for like three weeks at this point so I totally understood that. But, turns out, I really like slow romantic sex too! So that’s my favourite with Eddie, just being gentle and slow and taking my time. It’s weird being in that type of situation as I’m used to Bill and I just going at it whenever we can but with Eddie…it’s different. One day I’m sure I’ll introduce him to my world but for now, I’m more than happy with where we are</p><p>Beverly - She already mentioned I’m good at this, which is true because my tongue is a gift, but giving her head is an A+ experience. She’s super sweet and soft and her perfume drives me <i>wild</i> so even being in the same bed as Beverly Marsh is enough, but being allowed to give her pleasure like that is mind blowing. Plus she’s fucking gorgeous and knowing she loves me enough to let me do that is incredible, and I love bragging about it to the other Losers because, clearly, I am the superior sexual individual. <i>Clearly</i>.</p><p>Mike - Michael, Michael, Michael. My darling. What to say about him. By far my favourite thing to do with him is, and I say this with the utmost amount of love and sincerity, suck his dick. I’m not good at blowjobs, I’ll be the first to admit that, but I put in effort okay. I do my best damn best and I try to make my big mouth so something good for once. Mike is honestly the sweetest person when it comes to sex stuff, and is super encouraging when I’m a bit nervous (yeah, I get nervous too, shut up) and he strokes my hair and kisses my neck to make sure I’m fully there with him…then I (try to) give him the best head of his damn life. I’m the <i>best</i> boyfriend. </p>
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&ldquo;You&rsquo;re nipples are so sensitive today,&rdquo;&nbsp; and &ldquo;Say my name&rdquo; &ldquo;Louder&rdquo; for Reddie
<p>It had been a month since Richie and Eddie had seen each
other. College was supposed to be a time to meet new people, go to parties,
experiment with the less inhibited side of yourself. Instead, the boys found
themselves spending those four long weeks counting down each minute until they
reunited.</p><p>It was spring break and Richie had made the drive down to
Eddie’s campus to spend their vacation together. Eddie had somehow managed to
snag a single, so Richie, of course, was eager to spend their days and nights
wearing nothing but each other’s embrace.</p><p>The moment their mouths connected, it was explosive. Sure,
they’d been sexting. They even tried phone sex one time (which Richie’s
roommate walked in on, so never again), but there was nothing like the real
thing.</p><p>They’d stumbled on to Eddie’s bed in a mess of eager limbs,
grabbing and pulling and biting every inch they could get. It wasn’t until
Eddie ran his hands down Richie’s chest that they began to slow down.</p><p>A loud whine escaped Richie’s throat, causing Eddie to halt
his actions for a moment. With a wicked grin, he repeated his motion, dragging
his fingers a little slower and a little harder down Richie’s chest, letting
them catch on his nipples on the way down.</p><p><b>“Your nipples are so
sensitive today.”</b> Eddie noted coyly.</p><p>Richie bit his lip, groaning as Eddie continued his
ministrations on his chest.</p><p>After some teasing, Eddie let his hands dip under Richie’s
shirt, travelling up his torso with soft fingers until they made contact with
Richie’s nipples.</p><p>“RICHIE, WHAT-”</p><p>Eddie pulled Richie’s shirt up as quickly as the words left
his mouth, finding exactly what he’d thought he’d find.</p><p>“When did you… why didn’t you…” Eddie babbled to
himself, dumbstruck.</p><p>“Surprise?” Richie gave Eddie a tiny smile, his eyes begging
Eddie not to be mad. “I didn’t want to keep it from you, but I also
thought it’d be hotter to see your reaction in person.”</p><p>Eddie’s mouth was watering, the mere sight of Richie’s pink
nipples pierced with shiny silver barbells was doing things to his body that he
never would have anticipated.</p><p>“Do you like them?” Richie asked, suddenly sounding
self-conscious.</p><p>“Fuck.” Eddie breathed out, finally letting Richie’s shirt
fall from his hands and gather just above his line of fixation.</p><p>Eddie ground down into Richie’s lap, bringing attention to
his hard-on. “Can I…” Eddie gestured towards them.</p><p>“I’m sorry baby.” Richie cupped Eddie’s face, his apology
sincere. “No oral contact until the 3 month mark.”</p><p>Eddie’s face visibly fell, his gaze turning forlorn.</p><p>“But they didn’t say anything about other types of oral
contact.” Richie wiggled his eyebrows suggestively, causing a giggle in Eddie.</p><p>“You definitely owe it to me after that let down.” Eddie teased.</p><p>“Mmm when have I ever needed incentive to suck your cock.”</p><p>Richie’s hands came to settle behind Eddie’s thighs, guiding
him up until he was situated above Richie’s shoulders.</p><p>Richie wasted no time before kissing the bulge in Eddie’s
shorts, mouthing at the length beneath the nylon barrier.</p><p>Richie pulled at the waistband, freeing Eddie’s cock and
letting the fabric tuck just under his balls. At the first connection of Richie’s
tongue, Eddie was gone. He threw his head back, hands struggling to find
placement to keep him steady. They found purchase on Richie’s chest, giving him
an idea.</p><p>As Richie preoccupied himself with Eddie’s cock, Eddie
located his nipples and gave each one an experimental pinch.</p><p>The response was immediate, the buzzing of Richie’s moan
travelling up Eddie’s cock and reverberating into his own whimper.</p><p>Richie pulled away momentarily, kissing along the shaft as
he mumbled pleadingly.</p><p>“Do that again.”</p><p>Eddie obliged, tugging on his nipples a little harder this
time. Once again, a moan, and once again, Eddie had a responding one.</p><p>They continued like that for what felt like a euphoric
eternity until Eddie began to feel himself reaching his limit.</p><p>“Richie, ‘m gonna cum… wanna- wanna cum on your face…” Eddie
panted out.</p><p>Richie tried to nod, the movement made difficult by their
position, but it gave Eddie enough confirmation to pull himself away from Richie’s
warm lips.</p><p>Keeping one hand on Richie’s nipple, Eddie brought the other
up to stroke himself rapidly.</p><p><b>“Say my name.”</b>
Eddie demanded, surprised at his own sudden dominance.</p><p>Richie’s eyes seemed to reflect the same astonishment, but
he eagerly complied.</p><p>“Eddie.” He moaned, bring his hands up to stroke at Eddie’s
thighs.</p><p><b>“Louder.”</b> Eddie
groaned, as he pumped faster.</p><p>“Eddie!” Richie repeated, raising his voice to a definite
dorm-inappropriate level.</p><p>Eddie released all over Richie’s face, white streaks of cum
painting his features like a Monet. His thighs shook with the intensity of his
orgasm, thankful for Richie’s grounding hold.</p><p>When Eddie was doubled over with aftershock, Richie’s warm
hands travelled up to his waist, helping him to settle down into bed beside
him.</p><p>Richie curled up into his side, his hand playing lazily in
Eddie’s hair.</p><p>“So, we like the piercings then?” Richie asked, placing a kiss
to Eddie’s temple.</p><p>“We<i> love</i> the piercings.”</p>
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wheelzier with angst? or anything at all. just give me wheelzier plZ
<p>someone please explain to me why it’s so easy for me to hurt my favorite character?? i love?? writing mike wheeler in pain???? who can say why lol but i honestly loved writing this, thanks for the ask!! </p><p>Mike slept on the couch that night.
He could barely fall asleep, and when he did it wasn’t for long. He would
ultimately wake up forty minutes later, confused and sore, his cheeks still
heated and stiff with the salt left over from his dried tears. He sat up
frantically, remembering why he was there. But the room was still dark. No one
had woken up. He looked over to the front door to find it still closed, the
entryway devoid of Richie’s shoes or coat or bag. Mike bit his bottom lip, but
it was to no avail; it trembled anyway, and the tears began falling again. </p><p>He wanted to text Richie, to call
him, to beg him to come back, but hadn’t that been the problem to begin with?
Mike’s constant pestering had driven him away. He didn’t imagine that blowing
up his phone would do much help.</p><p><i>“Why
won’t you just tell me what’s wrong?” Frustration and concern mixed his Mike’s
chest, swelled in his throat, strained his voice.</i></p><p><i>“Because
I don’t fucking want to!” Richie exploded. Mike flinched back, the blood
draining from his face. Some of the fire faded from Richie’s eyes, but his jaw
was still clenched, his nostrils flared, and his hair was even more untamed
from how he’d been running his fingers through it. “It’s my shit to deal with,
okay? Just leave it.”</i></p><p><i>“You
don’t have to deal with everything by yourself.” Mike tried to keep his voice
from shaking, tried to hold back the pressure behind his eyes. </i></p><p><i>“That’s
my choice, not yours! Fuck, I like dealing with shit by myself, okay? I don’t
need you hovering over me and demanding to know about every damn thing that
upsets me. God, it’s fucking suffocating.” Mike could see the regret in Richie’s
eyes as soon as the words slipped. He made to move hesitantly toward Mike, but
Mike didn’t want to see him right then. He didn’t want Richie to see him cry.
He didn’t want Richie to think he was trying to end the argument by crying, he
didn’t want Richie to pretend to be okay for his sake.</i></p><p><i>“Fuck
off,” Mike muttered as he stepped out of Richie’s reach. He crossed his arms
and looked at the floor.</i></p><p><i>Richie
huffed out a laugh. “Fine,” he said bitterly, grabbing his jacket and bag. “That’s
what I’ve been fucking trying to do anyway.”</i></p><p><i>Mike
looked up when he heard the door open. He let out a strangled call of Richie’s
name, but the door was closed by then. Mike considered following after him, but
he didn’t want to make him feel more trapped. He didn’t want to suffocate him
anymore. He wrapped his arms around himself and cried, and cried, and at some
point collapsed onto the couch.</i></p><p>Mike stared at the door, blurred
through his tears. He pictured Richie out at a bar somewhere. He pictured him
white-knuckling his steering wheel, barely seeing the road as he drove and
drove, as he was wont to do when he was angry. He pictured him drinking too
much, saying something dumb, blood running down his face as he stumbled, lost.
He pictured him driving so fast his tires lost their grip on the road and sent
him into a telephone pole. Everything in Mike told him to call, but one look at
his phone told him that he couldn’t do that. He couldn’t face Richie’s voice on
the other end of the line. He was probably staying with Bill, he was probably
sound asleep. He’d only be angrier if Mike woke him up crying over him. Still,
worry gnawed at Mike’s chest, a pain he tried to soothe by gripping the flimsy
blanket with which he covered himself and pulling it into his chest as he
curled in on himself, wishing to be in his bed, wishing Richie’s arms were
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&ldquo;Apparently all our friends have a bet going that we end up together.&rdquo; with reddie (duh) maybe including said friends trying to get them together repeatedly???
<p>It was a warm sunny day in Derry Maine. The birds were chirping, kids were riding their bicycles, and Richie and Eddie were shoved in a closet together; a place neither of them had been since Junior year.</p><p>When they’d decided to come out at the same time, previously only having confided in one another about their sexuality, the response from their group was explosive.</p><p>The entire Losers Club seemed unanimous on the idea that Richie and Eddie were perfect for each other, and now that it was confirmed that they were both into guys, there was no reason for them not to get together.</p><p>Despite Eddie groaning every time it got brought up, and Richie wiggling his eyebrows so suggestively they threatened to jump right off his forehead, the Losers didn’t quit their mission to get their friends together.</p><p>It had been four years now, and those four years had consisted of multiple attempts to get Eddie and Richie alone in the most romantic or <i>compromising</i> situations possible.</p><p>There were more innocent occurrences, like when the Losers would plan a movie night and then all coincidentally cancel last minute, leaving Richie and Eddie to go the night alone. Those were the times that were easy to laugh through, when the pair would stuff their faces with popcorn and rag on their friends all night, laughing into the early morning before passing out together on the couch.</p><p>But there were also moments that stirred things low in their bellies, feelings that neither of them were ready to acknowledge. The time the Losers all went skinny dipping together up at Ben’s cottage, and then stole Richie and Eddie’s clothes when they weren’t looking. They had to walk back to the cottage nude and alone, averting their travelling gazes and suppressing their urges.</p><p>The more time passed, the more fed-up the Losers seemed to get with Richie and Eddie’s untouched chemistry. Finally, they had decided that this summer would be the summer that they finally got these two idiots to confess their feelings.</p><p>That’s when the bets began being placed. Bill and Ben, the hopeless romantics of the group, had put their money down for the first month of summer, insisting that June would be the winner. Mike was alone in bidding for the second month, hoping that his 4th of July party would be the tipping point. Finally, Bev and Stan placed their money on August, pessimistic that their friends would pull their heads out of their asses any sooner.</p><p>Well, June and July had gone by in a flurry of disappointment, which lead to Bev and Stan putting together a plan of action.</p><p>The invitation to Stan’s house was presumably innocent. Stan had invited Richie and Eddie over to help him and Beverly bake a cake for Mike’s upcoming birthday. Richie didn’t know what knowledge he had to offer on baking, but he wasn’t about to turn down the opportunity to lick batter off a spoon. Eddie, on the other hand, had about as much talent in his pinkie as the rest of the losers had combined.</p><p>The afternoon had gone according to plan, Eddie took charge of delegating tasks, getting feisty when Beverly started a flour fight instead of concentrating, and scrunching his nose up as Richie licked a spoon clean while holding unwavering eye contact with him.</p><p>Unfortunately, what Eddie and Richie didn’t know, was that Bev and Stan’s plan was also going accordingly, landing Richie and Eddie in Stan’s small walk in closet as they looked for clothes to change into, their own now covered in flour (thank you, Beverly).</p><p>“Just pick whatever fits.” Stan offered.<br/></p><p>“You’re a beanstalk, nothing is going to fit.” Eddie grumbled, looking through a rack of button ups.<br/></p><p>“Hey, do not insult our kind just because you’re too short to-”</p><p>“I will never be ‘your kind’, Richie.” Stan interrupted.<br/></p><p>“That’s right, because I’m one of a kind!”<br/></p><p>“No one’s arguing that.” Eddie mumbled sarcastically under his breath.<br/></p><p>“Bold words from someone who’s tiny enough to be Stuart Little’s stunt double.”<br/></p><p>As the pair continued their quarrel, Stan slowly backed up out of the closet. He gave Beverly a nod, and then the next few seconds were filled with commotion.</p><p>Stan slammed the closet doors shut as Beverly swooped in with a chair, propping it between the door handles and the floor to effectively cage the two boys inside. Protests could be heard but Stan and Beverly began speaking over it.</p><p>“You two can come out when you’re done denying the inevitable.” Beverly stated.<br/></p><p>“We gave you all summer but apparently you’re both too stubborn to make a move.”<br/></p><p>“We’ve got fifty dollars riding on this, don’t let us down!” Beverly added, before retreating to the living room with Stan.<br/></p><p>Richie and Eddie glared at the door, their irritation palatable in the tiny space.</p><p>“Well, <b>apparently all our friends have a bet going that we’ll end up together.</b>” Eddie stated irately, turning to face Richie.<br/></p><p>“Those greedy little bastards will bet on anything.” Richie sighed, not too surprised to find that there was now money on this… <i>thing</i> the Losers had been trying to make happen for years.<br/></p><p>Eddie let his arms drop from where they’d been crossed against his chest. He dragged his feet over to the back of the closet and slid down the wall, sitting on the carpeted ground with a thud.</p><p>“Do you think they’ll ever give this up?” He asked, nibbling on the sleeve of his sweater.<br/></p><p>Richie took to rifling through Stan’s clothes, determined to fuck things up for him as much as possible for as long as he kept them locked in here.</p><p>“Probably not.” Richie shrugged. He began grabbing random items and misplacing them, knowing that Stan had a strict way of organizing his closet that he never let anyone disrupt.<br/></p><p>“Maybe we should just…” Eddie sighed, letting his head bump against the wall. “I don’t know, lie? Say we’re dating to get them off our back?”<br/></p><p>“Stan would see right through it. He’s like a bloodhound, except he smells deceit.”<br/></p><p>Eddie watched as Richie mixed Stan’s linens with his cottons, and then began turning every single one of his sweaters inside out before hanging them back up.</p><p>“Stan is going to kill you.” Eddie commented.<br/></p><p>“Not as much as I’m gonna kill him once he opens that door.”<br/></p><p>Eddie stayed silent. He knew how much they both hated their friends’ antics, but at some point, Eddie had sort of started to enjoy these moments too.</p><p>Spending time alone with Richie was always way more fun than spending time with any of the other Losers. Even though the taller boy got on his nerves to no end, he always had a good time when he was around.</p><p>“Would it be so bad?” Eddie thought aloud.<br/></p><p>Richie gave a little hum, indicating he was listening but not following.</p><p>“If we, like, got together.”<br/></p><p>Richie froze in the middle of unlacing a pair of Stan’s shoes, a pile of laces already collecting beside him.</p><p>“Uh… do <i>you</i> think it’d be bad?” Richie asked hesitantly.<br/></p><p>“You’re avoiding the question.” Eddie said. “You can be harsh, you won’t hurt my feelings.”<br/></p><p>Richie twiddled with the string in his hands, pretending to be too preoccupied to look up.</p><p>“Honestly? I don’t know, Eds. I love the way we are. I don’t want anything to change.” Richie admitted.<br/></p><p>Eddie had heard those words before, echoing around in his mind from his own thoughts. Richie was his best friend, and he didn’t want to do anything to jeopardize their relationship.</p><p>“Wouldn’t it be weird, anyway?” Richie asked as he began tying all of the shoelaces together in one long train.<br/></p><p>“I mean, I don’t know. Don’t we pretty much already act like a couple, by everyone’s else’s standards?”<br/></p><p>Richie nodded minutely. “I guess.”</p><p>“All that would really change is…” Eddie cut himself off before his words could thicken the atmosphere.<br/></p><p>“I’d be rocking your world every night?” Richie supplied with a smirk.<br/></p><p>Eddie threw him an unimpressed look, cutting it short to look away and hide the blush on his cheeks.</p><p>“Well, as fun as this game of ‘capture the Reddie’ has been, it’s getting a bit old. So if you ever feel like taking a ride on Richie, just let me know.”<br/></p><p>Eddie’s face scrunched up in disgust.</p><p>“Gross.”<br/></p><p>“Hey, you’re the one suggesting we get together.” Richie defended.<br/></p><p>Eddie’s face flared up again, the red dusting his cheeks nearly imperceptible in the low lighting of the closet.</p><p>“Whatever. I take it back.”<br/></p><p>“Nu-uh, no take-backs.” Richie stated proudly, using the long connection of shoelaces as a makeshift scarf and draping it around Eddie’s neck, using the ends to pull him closer.</p><p>“You want to love on me.” Richie singsonged.</p><p>“Shut up, Richie.”</p><p>“Frankly, I don’t blame you. I’m a looker. My mom says I could be a model. <i>Your</i> mom says I could be a <i>playboy</i> model.”<br/></p><p>“Richie, I swear to god-”<br/></p><p>“It’s not your fault you’re attracted to me, really, you’re only human.”<br/></p><p>“If you don’t stop talking-”<br/></p><p>“There’s a reason I’m the eye candy of the group.”</p><p>Eddie, now mere inches from Richie’s blabbering mouth thanks to the maneuvering from the shoelace scarf, did the only thing he could think of to shut him up.</p><p>Richie let out a startled yip as Eddie crashing their lips together, his eyes squeezed shut as Richie’s widened.</p><p>It took a moment, one long agonizing moment of hesitation, before Richie was pushing back into the kiss.</p><p>Their lips moved together easily, soft and pliant against one another, flavored with a faint taste of peppermint chapstick.</p><p>The kiss wasn’t deep. It didn’t last uncharacteristically long, nor did it ween off into other activities. It just, was. And once it wasn’t, Richie and Eddie both felt a distinct loss in their chests that felt both familiar and unfamiliar all at once.</p><p>It was the same feeling they got every time they had to part ways to go home for dinner. The same feeling they got when one of them left for vacation. The same feeling they got when they arrived at school, eager to see the other, only to find out they were home sick.</p><p>It was the feeling of loss when your other half wasn’t with you. And now that they’d kissed, anything less felt like a loss.</p><p>They reconnected within an instant, surging towards each other with renewed fervor. This time the kiss became more, became heavy, became <i>wanting</i>. It was an acknowledgement of years of repressed feelings, an apology for all the time lost, and a promise to never revert back.</p><p>Eddie let Richie pull him into his chest, falling backwards so they laid together in a heap of grasping hands. Richie’s fingers threaded through Eddie’s hair, Eddie’s hands clambered at Richie’s chest, their mouths became open caves as tongues explored new ground.</p><p>There’s no way of knowing how long they stayed like that before the doors to the closet reopened.</p><p>Eddie lifted his head, squinting as his eyes got used to the natural light coming in from Stan’s window. Richie stayed laying on the ground, tilting his head back and being greeted by an upside down Beverly.</p><p>“Stan! We made fifty bucks!” Beverly yelled excitedly into the hallway.</p><p>Eddie and Richie untangled themselves from each other, standing up slowly as their minds struggled to catch up to the real world.</p><p>“No way, they actually did it!?” Stan barreled into the room, observing the pair as they exited the closet, noticeably disheveled.</p><p>“You guys better not have had sex in there.” He added as an after thought.</p><p>Richie sighed, grabbed his art piece from around Eddie’s neck and balling it up before tucking the connected shoelaces into Stan’s shirt pocket, patting it lightly.<br/><br/>“Thanks for the chill time, Stan the man.”<br/></p><p>Stan and Bev stared after them quizzically as they left the room.</p><p>They were halfway down the hallway when Stan discovered the state of his closet.</p><p>“WHAT THE FUCK, RICHARD!?”<br/></p><p>With hands interlocked, and matching giggling grins, they booked it out of Stan’s house.</p>
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🎵 bichie bc although the sad one was amazing it was SAD
<blockquote><p><b>5 Seconds of Summer - <a href="https://open.spotify.com/track/41PzVCv2ZfKlJo19JhfBU2?si=h7CmzjJDSK-8xcZ0pAwt0g">Long Way Home (Acoustic)</a></b></p><p><i>I’ll have you know… I agree, so I skipped a *few* songs to get something nice.</i></p></blockquote><p>Before Richie drove, he and Bill used to walk across his entire street, looping around a block entirely out of the way, just so they wouldn’t have to say goodnight. When he finally got his first car - a beat up lemon Will Hanlon sold him for practically nothing - he pulled up outside Bill’s house, honking the horn until he came out.</p><p>He took them to school and back, avoiding both home, and usually high school, with trips to McDonald’s and the local drive in. Anything to simply hang out.</p><p>Their first kiss was in the front of that car.</p><p>Bill laughed so hard, his milkshake shot out of his nose. He squealed, agonized by the burn, and Richie laughed so hard, he nearly threw up. After wiping Bill’s face, Richie paused, catching his gaze. Neither of them blinked for what seemed like an eternity. In a moment so romantic, he wished something other than Geek Stink Breath was playing on his stereo. Bill leaned in first, pressing his lips to Richie’s. He didn’t know what to do, so he held his breath until Bill pulled away.</p><p>Then all bets were off. Richie grabbed his face and yanked him back, kissing  him again, but <i>better</i>.</p><p>If their parents thought they were inseparable before, they had another thing coming. Bill and Richie would park a couple miles outside of town, near an empty barn, surrounded by fields of wheat. With the fireflies lighting the night, they’d fall asleep in the back of Richie’s wagon, promising to love each other forever. In the morning, even though they knew they were in massive amounts of trouble for disappearing on their parents, they would take detours home to prolong their time together. It always felt worth it, and neither Bill nor Richie would’ve changed a thing.</p>
Tags: awwqww, bichie, fic rec

Post id: 184069391208
Date: Tue, 09 Apr 2019 18:08:38
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/184069391208/stozier-or-stenbrough-your-choice
Slug: stozier-or-stenbrough-your-choice
Reblog key: At06pSaX
Reblog url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/184060192042/stozier-or-stenbrough-your-choice
Reblog name: tinyarmedtrex
Stozier or Stenbrough (your choice!)
<blockquote><p><b>The Smiths - <a href="https://open.spotify.com/track/1oA0tDRFjY5xoNDXuMBGGA?si=qAehJu2xQnC5qVHLCvBcsg">Please, Please, Please Let Me Get What I Want</a></b></p></blockquote><p>Bouncing his leg, perched on the edge of the top bleacher, Richie watched as the gym of Derry High School filled to capacity. Blue, white, and silver streamers hung along the rafters, with dozens of matching balloons blocking out the ceiling. There were several tables set out on one side; some of his peers were eating slices of cake and drinking punch, the rest were dancing.</p><p>Anxiously strumming his fingers along his thigh, Richie’s breath caught when he saw Stan. He arrived with Bev; they weren’t allowed to come together. Beverly couldn’t exactly tell her dad she had a girlfriend she was meeting here, and if Stan’s parents saw Richie came with flowers and intent to makeout with their son… Well, needless to say, the group decided it best to meet at the dance. Standing, fixing his jacket, Richie paused when he noticed the uncertainty on Stan’s face. He was searching the gym, worried he wouldn’t find Richie.</p><p>A small smile stretched across his face, and Richie descended the bleachers to meet his awaiting homecoming king.</p><p>It was almost perfect, until he reached the second to last step. Tripping over his shoelaces, Richie felt himself falling before it registered in his brain. Pinwheeling his arms, he tried to save himself, but his lanky body was already too far forward. Yelping, he crashed into the hard gym floor. He groaned, the shock rolling through his body in a painful wave. Fixing his glasses, he glanced up to see Stan looking down at him.</p><p>“Can you believe it, Stanny? I fell for you,” Richie joked, flashing a toothy grin. Stan rolled his eyes, uncrossing his arms to extend a hand. Helping Richie to his feet, his eyes widened with surprise when Richie immediately dragged him off to dance. He requested a slow song for them to dance to, and Stan arrived just in time.<br/></p>
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hhhng, a little wheelzier hc for ya: mike walks in and catches richie jacking off. richie is slightly embarrassed at first but he doesn&rsquo;t stop, and he tells mike to get on his knees and open his mouth so richie can use him as a cum dumpster &gt;:)
<p>(they’re in their senior year of highschool before you yell at me)</p><p>Everyday after school at 3:30, Richie and Mike have a standing “appointment” to do homework together. The boys were pretty much on the same level, intelligence wise, and they found it easier and quicker to get thru it together. School let out at 2:30, which gave Mike a little under an hour to go home, freshen up, grab his books, and head over to Richie’s. Which also meant Richie had that time to relax from the stress he felt at school all day. It usually didn’t take him the whole hour to finish, so he figured jerking one or two out would be too risky. So just as he did (almost) everyday, after he got home from school he threw his bag onto the ground and hopped on his bed, laying back and settling on his pillows. He put one arm behind his head, and the other settled on top of his crotch, rubbing against his crotch He didn’t even need porn to get riled up anymore, just let his thoughts drift to the boy that would be coming over soon. Richie had been lusting over him since they met, and Mike didn’t make it any easier for Richie to contain his crush. He was just so hot, especially when he bent over in front of Richie or would lick his lips when he was thinking.</p><p>Richie felt himself get more excited, dipping into his jeans and grasping the warm flesh of his cock, letting his thumb drift over his already leaking slick. He couldn’t help but let out a soft whine as his cock twitched under his fist, pumping up and down his length rapidly as he thought about Mike. Mike’s slicked up hole, leaking with his own cum as he fucked into him harshly, his sinful moans errupting from underneath him. Richie bucked his hips up into his fists, planting his feet onto his mattress and nearing the edge, when the door to his room opened suddenly and he scrambled to cover himself. “Hey Richie, did you happen to get the pages for bio when – What the fuck?!” Mike had flung open the door, his sentence cutting off immediately when he saw Richie’s dick out, his hand smeared in cum. Richie had pulled his bed sheets up and sprung forward when Mike came in, trying to search his brain for an excuse. “Mike! What are you doing here?! It’s only – oh.” It was 3:36. Richie had lost track of time, and now he was stuck in this awful situation. Mike hadn’t said anything since he came in, only glancing down at Richie’s now-covered dick.</p><p>“Richie.” Richie’s cheeks were burning hot at this point, hoping and praying this was all some kind of fucked up dream and his crush for over two years hadn’t just caught him jerking off to him. “Keep going.” Mike mumbled, his eyes glued to Richie’s cum covered hand. “Keep going, Richie. Please.” Richie gaped at him, then stood up quickly and went over to where Mike was standing at the door. His dick was still out, hard and leaking in the open. He was so close to Mike it was practically brushing against his leg. They stared at each other intensely, so much so that you could cut thru it with a knife. It looks like Mike felt the same way too, and Richie didn’t feel hesitant at all when he listened to his arousal over his sensibility. “On your knees, Wheeler.” He growled, and Mike dropped to his knees, grabbing Richie’s length immediately, pumping it slowly. Richie tsked and slapped Mike’s hand away. “Not so fast. You’re going to be my cum dump today.” Mike whimpered and opened his mouth, upset he wouldn’t be able to suck Richie’s dick like he wanted. Richie proceeded to jerk himself off, already close to the edge when Mike came in and just the image of Mike on his knees before him had him cumming in just a few strokes. He painted Mike’s face with his cum, hot liquid coating the boy’s cheeks and eyelashes.</p><p>Richie smirks down at him, swiping his fingers through it and pressing his fingers against Mike’s lips. “Open.” Mike’s obeyed and opened his mouth, wrapping his tongue around Richie’s digits and sucking the cum off them. “Next time, I want to suck your dick. Please?” Mike begged, batting his coated eyelashes up at Richie. Richie nodded, wrapping his hand around Mike’s jaw and pulling him up to his feet. “Of course, sweet boy. There will; defininetly be a next time,” He murmured, pressing his lips to Mike’s softly.</p>
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🎵 bichie
<blockquote><p><b>The Gaslight Anthem - <a href="https://open.spotify.com/track/5EeMYgfcEoRLnxw6CUUVfm?si=5TlTGrSaSnicRgbhQE4aGg">Get Hurt</a></b></p></blockquote><p>Bill kicked a cup on the floor. It rolled over, revealing the Superman print on the side. He bought this cup on a whim; the grocery store had it on sale, two for five, in a dozen silly styles. It made him think of Richie, and the two newly weds needed everything at the time. Moving into a real house, instead of an apartment, was definitely exciting, but they easily forgot what went into owning a home. More than once, Richie had to go on an emergency run for toilet paper.</p><p>For the first three months in their house, they slept on a mattress on the floor. It was a step up from sharing a sleeping bag in Bill’s old studio in San Francisco. They used to laugh about it. They used to do a lot of things.</p><p>Staring at the mess, Bill’s eyes followed the trail into the living room. A lamp lied in the middle of the floor, the light bulb shattered. The coffee table was overturned, pages from his first published book scattered around. Swallowing the lump in his throat, Bill paused beside the fireplace. Picking Richie’s wedding ring off the mantle, he read the tiny engraving.</p><p><i>To my Richard, my love, my life.</i></p><p>He stuttered for the first time in over ten years last night. The thought infuriated him, and he nearly threw the ring across the room. However, he was distracted by a knock on the door. It cracked open, and Beverly walked in, sadness in her eyes and a box for Richie’s things in her hands. He felt momentary relief, until Richie came in after him. His heart ached; he wanted his husband back. Their fighting started a few months ago, and only got worse. Things he used to love about Richie now irritated him, and vice versa. All he could remember from last night was stammering through, <i>“Grow up, Richie.”</i></p><p>Lifting the ring, he cleared his throat and said, “You f-forgot this.” Richie stared at it for a moment, his expression unreadable. Bill wanted to scowl. Richie held so much inside; they were married, there weren’t supposed to be secrets.</p><p>“I don’t want it,” Richie said, turning his back on Bill.<br/></p>
Tags: wait no, i love them this is heartbreaking, bichie, fic rec, drabble
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Reddie and 40 please UwU
<p><b>40: around the pool table in a bar</b></p>
<p>It’s a hot summer day and the heat outside is blistering, driving everyone in town to the most popular bar in town. Perhaps, their popularity lays in the fact that they’re the only bar in town and the next one isn’t for a good half hour or so. That alone speaks volume to the kind of town it resides in, and so does the “population: 1728” sign right outside town limits. But even if the entire town’s drinking demographic all occupied it at once, there would still be a handful of empty seats.<b><br/></b></p>
<p>Richie stands behind the bar, a white, but stained rag clasped in his hand as he drags it all over the bar top. Occupying almost every barstool along the counter are a bunch of gruff, old men, most of them still clad in their work clothes. These were his typical patrons and, while he can’t charm their pants off like he can some of the girls (and boys) that pass through, he knows how to play to his audience; if he can pour them drinks with minimal interaction, more times than not he’ll earn some kind of tip from their, even if it’s only a handful of change. </p>
<p>He’s glancing at how pathetically empty the tip jar is when he notices a cute brunette over by the pool tables. A little on the short side, at least compared to the handful of guys surrounding him. His skin is a beautiful tan color, his hair sunkissed blonde and wavy, pieces of it hanging in his face until he runs his fingers through it to push it back. </p> <p><a href="https://oldguybones.tumblr.com/post/184054415975/reddie-and-40-please-uwu" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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HC that since Richie isn&rsquo;t really good with expressing emotion but also craves affection, when he&rsquo;s having a bad day he&rsquo;ll just walk up to Stan, hug him and ask if they can lay down for a bit. At first Stan resists but it&rsquo;s clear that Richie isn&rsquo;t doing this to annoy or pester so he obliges and when they&rsquo;re laying on the bed with Richie as the little spoon Stan will ask once what&rsquo;s wrong and If Richie says nothing or just says he doesn&rsquo;t wanna talk about it Stan will leave it at that.
<p><i>I accidentally turned this into a mini oneshot I’m sorry</i></p><p>He wasn’t entirely sure what started it, but the feeling of emptiness had been growing in his chest since midday.</p><p>It was Richie’s first day off in quite a while and he had planned to go out, run some errands, take Bev and Ben to the movies, and maybe spend the night annoying Stan. But instead, he woke up wanting to go right back to sleep. He deleted the notes in his phone telling him to do his laundry, buy groceries, and get a new pair of jeans. He texted Bev saying he felt sick and couldn’t make it. And he had avoided Stan like the plague all day. </p><p>He had stared at his bedroom wall for almost four hours before finally moving. He was still dressed in his pjs, not bothering to shower that morning, and his fingers clenched around the sleeves of his hoodie. It was oversized, most of his things were, and hung over his fingers when he didn’t slide the sleeves up to his elbows. That’s what he’d normally do, but today was different.</p><p>He trudged through the hallway, hearing Stan’s soft humming from the kitchen, and the smell of coffee filling his nose. The smell actually made him feel a little sick, but he was glad to see Stan was still making it. He hasn’t taken a sip yet, thank god. </p><p>He was stood at the counter on his phone, most likely texting Bill about the movie they saw last night. Richie had been too tired to go with them, but apparently it was pretty good. Stan laughed at something he read, and Richie’s chest ached at the sound. </p><p>He loved Stan’s laugh.</p><p>He slowly came up behind him before gingerly wrapping his arms around Stan’s middle, his best friend jumping in fright.</p><p>‘Jesus, Rich. Give me a heads up next time, yeah?’ Stan scolded, looking at Richie’s hands that were clutching onto his shirt. He shrugged to try and get him off, but Richie wouldn’t budge. ‘Stop being a koala and let go.’</p><p>Richie didn’t move, just pushed his face into the back of Stan’s neck.</p><p>‘Dude, quit it.’ Stan turned, looking for Richie’s goofy smile and wiggling eyebrows. His signature move for whenever he hugged Stan. Instead, he only saw the top of Richie’s head, curls a little greasy from days of not washing them. He frowned, and tried to twist his body to see him, but Richie cling to him. ‘Hey, what’s going on? You usually make some sort of joke about being pressed against my ass by now.’</p><p>Richie let out a soft noise from his throat, and Stan instantly knew something was up.</p><p>‘Richie?’ His voice was a lot more gentle this time, more patient. ‘What‘s wrong?’</p><p>He felt Richie shrug.</p><p>‘You feel ill?’</p><p>He felt him shake his head.</p><p>‘Something else?’</p><p>A nod.</p><p>‘You wanna talk about it or no?’</p><p>‘No.’ The smallest voice Stan had ever heard replied, and his heart broke.</p><p>‘Okay. Can I please turn around to hug you properly?’ There was hesitation, but Richie unraveled himself slightly so Stan could quickly twist round and hug him back, his arms wrapping around Richies neck and his face pressing into Richie’s shoulder. </p><p>The feeling of Stan’s arms around him, his soft breath on his neck, and his thumb rubbing at his shoulder made Richie shiver. And then he felt his eyes burn with tears, and he clung to Stan righter.</p><p>‘I’m sorry.’ He whimpered, his voice muffled by Stan’s work shirt. </p><p>‘Don’t be. It’s okay.’ Stan whispered, gently kissing Richie’s shoulder. ‘I’ve got you. <i>It’s okay</i>.’ </p><p>And maybe it was. </p>
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lack back and touch yourself for hanzier pls. i will name my first born child after u
<p>Early morning light filtered through the blinds, casting shapes against the white walls of Mike and Richie’s little apartment.<br/></p><p>It was their first day waking up in their new little home. The pair was sleeping on a small mattress on the floor, moving boxes stacked in castles around them.</p><p>Mike stretched his arms above his head, his back cracking from a night of uncomfortably curling into Richie just to fit on to their makeshift bed.</p><p>Richie’s eyes blinked open at Mike’s movements, watching his boyfriend with exhaustion and glee.</p><p>“Mmm morning.” Richie tried, his voice small and rough with sleep.<br/></p><p>Mike curled back into Richie, discomfort be damned.</p><p>“How’d you sleep?” Mike asked, petting back some of Richie’s unruly curls from his eyes.<br/></p><p>“Like a man who slept on a twin mattress with his boyfriend on the floor all night.” Richie responded, letting his eyes drift back shut while he spoke.<br/></p><p>“Yeah, a new mattress is top priority. Also maybe a bed frame, if we’re feeling wild.”<br/></p><p>Richie cocked a small smile, keeping his eyes shut and letting the warmth of Mike’s body nearly lull him back to sleep.</p><p>“You want coffee?” Mike whispered, bringing Richie back from the cusp of slumber.<br/></p><p>Mike was the morning person in their relationship, always had been and always would be. But thankfully over time, Mike began learning exactly what Richie needed in the mornings. Even though Mike wasn’t a coffee drinker, he’d always brew Richie a pot and bring him a steaming cup in bed, where Richie would slowly sip his mug while Mike curled up and read beside him.</p><p>“Do you even know what box the coffee maker is in?” Richie asked, peeking his eyes back open.<br/></p><p>Mike looked over all of the boxes that laid around them, his demeanor falling.</p><p>“I do not.” He admitted sadly.<br/></p><p>“Then back to sleep.” Richie announced, pulling the blankets up further over his chest.<br/></p><p>“Baby, we’ve got things to do today.” Mike said, attempting to coax Richie out from under the covers. When he didn’t budge, Mike got an idea.<br/></p><p>“Fine then, you sleep as much as you want. I’ll just be here.”<br/></p><p>Mike slipped his hand under the waistband of his pajama pants, beginning to put his plan into action. He fondled himself slowly, building up a warmth that soon turned into a stiffness in his pants.</p><p>Just when Richie’s breaths were starting to slow, indicating he was slipping back into sleep, Mike let out a small noise.</p><p>Richie’s eyes popped open, widening as he found the source of the sound.</p><p>“What are you doing?” Richie asked, sounding much more awake than he had a few minutes ago.<br/></p><p>“Don’t worry. Go back to sleep, love.” Mike offered, letting his bare chest puff up as his hand kept a steady rhythm.<br/></p><p>“Not fair.” Richie pouted, throwing the covers off his body. “I’m awake now, let me help.”<br/></p><p>“Nu-uh, you wanted to sleep. Now I’m having me time.” Mike tormented, a sly smirk on his face.<br/></p><p>Richie stared at his boyfriend incredulously, his own pants stirring as he watched the movement under Mike’s.</p><p>“Well now I’m horny.” Richie tried again, hoping to sway Mike.<br/></p><p>“Then <b>lay back and touch yourself.</b>”<br/></p><p>Richie’s mouth fell open, his cheeks taking on a blush that highlighted his freckles.</p><p>“Are you serious?” He stumbled out.<br/></p><p>“Yeah. If you’re horny, then go ahead and take care of it.” Mike challenged.<br/></p><p>“Fine.” Richie gritted out, determined to make Mike regret his choice. He’d make Mike <i>beg</i> to let him touch him.<br/></p><p>Richie kicked off his boxers, leaving him nude since it was all he’d slept in. His cock was already weeping, riled up from the view he was getting.</p><p>Mike followed suit, pulling his own pajama pants and boxers down his legs and letting them pool at his ankles.</p><p>The two stared at each other until Richie grasped his cock and began stroking.</p><p>Soon the empty room was echoing with the sounds of their effort, moans bounced off the wall and grunts reverberated through the floor.</p><p>Mike’s eyes had long ago glued themselves to Richie’s cock, watching as he pulled thin strings of pre-cum out of himself. Mike’s own hand had sped up at the visual, his resolve dwindling fast.</p><p>As beautiful as it was to watch Richie touch himself, Mike’s fingers itched to hold him. What had started as a challenge had now turned into torture, and by the look on Richie’s face, he knew it too.</p><p>“You know, if you’re getting tired, you can go back to sleep.” Richie goaded, his stomach muscles visibly tightening as he presumably approached his peak.<br/></p><p>“I’m fine. Never tired. Could do this all day.” Mike shot back through shallow huffs. He noticed Richie’s body beginning to twitch, a salacious smile accompanying his next thought.</p><p>“You getting close?”<br/></p><p>Richie grunted in response, squeezing his eyes shut. He was about to grit out a response when his orgasm hit, wracking his body with tiny convulsions and leaving a trail of cum painting his chest.</p><p>Mike’s own release came as he watched Richie come apart. He stroked himself through his high, squeezing every last drop out of himself, coating his hand in it.</p><p>When he came back to, he noticed that Richie was laughing. Looking over he saw Richie peering down at his chest and shaking his head.</p><p>“Well that was a new way to wake up.” Richie finished, his laugh petering of as he let his head fall back to his pillow.<br/></p><p>“As fun as that idea was at the beginning, I regretted it immediately.” Mike admitted. “Not touching you is the worst I’ve ever played myself.”<br/></p><p>Richie grinned, turning to face Mike and scrunching his nose up in disgust as he accidentally smeared cum on their sheets.</p><p>“Well, do you want to touch me now?” Richie joked, wiggling his body closer to Mike’s.<br/></p><p>“Get away from me, creamsicle.”<br/></p><p>“Come on, you know you want a taste. I’m such an interesting flavor.” Richie continued trying to squeeze his wet torso into Mike’s until Mike rolled off the mattress, falling in a heap to the floor.<br/></p><p>“I think this is defeat.” Mike muttered, his face pressed to the floor.</p><p>“What do you say we shower and then we can search for the coffee maker?” Richie suggested, standing up and stepping over Mike’s body.<br/></p><p>“Do you know what box we packed the towels in?” Mike asked, pushing himself up from the floor.<br/></p><p>“… I do not.”<br/></p>
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&ldquo;You look so beautiful tied to my bed&rdquo; reddie (Eddie being the one who&rsquo;s tied up please&lt;3)
<p><b>“You look so beautiful tied to my bed.”</b> Richie said lewdly, causing Eddie to roll his eyes.<br/></p><p>“Ha Ha, very funny Richard. Now untie me.” Eddie demanded, tugging on the restraints that held his hands above his head.<br/></p><p>“How did this even happen?”<br/></p><p>“Beverly wanted to try out the new knots she’d learned and your bed is the only one that has a headboard. We were gonna be out of your room before you got home but then Bev heard you come in and dipped.” Eddie growled.<br/></p><p>“Well you should be <i>thankful</i> I was kind enough to head your distress calls, otherwise you might have been stuck like this for hoooouuurrrrsssss, all alone, no one to ease the throb in your-”<br/></p><p>“Richie.” Eddie deadpanned.<br/></p><p>“Okay okay, relax princess.” Richie climbed on to the bed, assessing the intricate ropes that held Eddie’s arms together.<br/></p><p>“I just have to… figure out how to… uh…” Richie tried pulling one of the loops experimentally, not getting any slack in return. “Hmm.” He mumbled.<br/></p><p>Eddie wiggled uncomfortably, the embarrassment from the situation painting his face pink. Of all the people to find him like this it had to be Richie.</p><p>“I’m not gonna lie to you chief, it ain’t looking good.” Richie admitted after fiddling around with the rope for another few minutes.<br/></p><p>Eddie sighed, letting it ease into a loud groan.</p><p>“Text Bev and tell her to get her ass back here.”<br/></p><p>“I didn’t hear a please.” Richie teased.<br/></p><p>Eddie glared at his friend, un-amused by their current situation, and even more un-amused by the circumstances for their current situation.</p><p>“Please.” Eddie gritted out.<br/></p><p>“Of course, my pleasure!” Richie pulled his phone out of his pocket and sent off a quick text, placing it on the bedside table and turning his attention back to Eddie.<br/></p><p>“You’re fully taking advantage of my inability to kick your ass right now.” Eddie noted.<br/></p><p>“Mmm you might wanna be nicer to me, considering your current predicament.”<br/></p><p>“Whatever, can you at least bring me some water while we wait?”<br/></p><p>“You keep forgetting the magic word. Didn’t your mom ever teach you manners? She certainly taught me how to say ‘please’ and ‘thank you’ every time we fu- ”<br/></p><p>“RICHIE! God you are so insufferable. Can you PLEASE get me some water?”<br/></p><p>“There, was that so hard? Of course, baby boy.” Richie froze, the words dying on his tongue too late.<br/></p><p>Eddie stared at him in shock, his previously pink face now resembling crimson.</p><p>“Shit, I’m… sorry, I-” Richie stumbled over his words, horror evident on his features.<br/></p><p>“I’m usually, when people are, uh…” Richie gestured to Eddie’s bound physique. “I’m just used to being in a certain… <i>headspace</i>… when people are tied up.” Richie finished, rushing through his words like ripping off a band-aid.<br/></p><p>Eddie swallowed thickly, the words sinking in, until suddenly a laugh bubbled up between them. Eddie tried to hold it in but it slipped out of his mouth, alerting Richie to his sudden reaction.</p><p>“Wha- are you laughing at me?”<br/></p><p>“No! No, I’m-” Eddie’s laughter got progressively less restrained as he tried to respond. “I’m having a hard time picturing you in a dominating role.”<br/></p><p>Eddie let the laughter consume him, tears pooling in his eyes.</p><p>“Oh, yes, Daddy! Tell me another yo momma joke!” Eddie heightened his voice, mimicking someone in the throws of sex.</p><p>Richie’s face switch in an instant, Eddie unaware of the trigger that his chosen word had in his friend.</p><p>“Actually, my partners aren’t usually talking. Screaming, though, now that’s to be expected.”<br/></p><p>Eddie’s laughs died out quickly, his eyes widening under Richie’s intensity. He’d never seen Richie so serious about something before, not a single hint of humor behind his tone. Eddie wanted to deny the stir it caused in his stomach, but he couldn’t ignore it.</p><p>“Baby boy seems to fit you.” Richie continued. “Do you like it when I call you that, hmmm baby boy?” Richie traced a single finger down Eddie’s cheek, the touch tauntingly light.<br/></p><p>Eddie was still reeling from this new Richie, his answer an automatic nod.</p><p>“Use your words.” Richie urged.<br/></p><p>“Y-yes.” Eddie whispered. The stirring in his stomach had grown into something much more lively, a hum that traveled through his entire body. He felt his cock responding to the atmosphere and tried to coax it down.<br/></p><p>“Okay then, here’s what’s going to happen. I’m gonna show you just how serious I can be, and if you want me to stop at any point, you just say the word ‘Red’. Can you do that for me?”<br/></p><p>Eddie nodded once again, catching himself halfway through and switching to an audible ‘yes’. Richie seemed pleased that Eddie was catching on to his rules.</p><p>Richie shifted on the bed so he was kneeling between Eddie’s legs, his fingers already teasing at the waistline of his jeans.</p><p>“I’m going to take these off, okay?” Richie asked, looking at Eddie for consent to continue.<br/></p><p>“Yes.” Eddie repeated, the word becoming lighter in his mouth.<br/></p><p>Richie unbuttoned his pants, sliding the denim down Eddie’s legs and placing it on the mattress behind him.</p><p>Eddie was wearing a pair of Mickey Mouse boxer briefs. Richie stared at the smiling mouse printed all over the red fabric that hugged Eddie’s body, leaving nothing to the imagination.</p><p>Richie let out a long breath, dropping his head for a moment before muttering under his breath.</p><p>“So fucking cute.”</p><p>As if the utter cuteness of Eddie’s underwear choice would be distracting, Richie was quick to dispose of those as well, leaving Eddie completely nude from the waist down.</p><p>It was an odd sensation, being so vulnerable in front of one of his best friends, but it felt natural as well. A part of Eddie had always figured they’d end up here one day, these just weren’t the circumstances he thought they’d be under.</p><p>Richie gazed back up at Eddie, after giving him a gracious once over.</p><p>“Feeling nervous, baby boy?” Richie asked, nodding towards Eddie’s cock which was only at half mast. If he was being honest, his nerves had been holding him back from enjoying this as much as he could.<br/></p><p>“No.” Eddie lied.<br/></p><p>“Don’t lie to me.” Richie’s voice stayed level, just a simple request.</p><p>Eddie averted his eyes.</p><p>“Okay, a little.”<br/></p><p>“Will this help you loosen up?” Richie asked, as he grasped Eddie’s cock in a firm, warm grip and gave it a tug.<br/></p><p>Eddie whimpered on instinct, the contact flooding him with relief. Yes, yes that will <i>definitely</i> loosen him up.</p><p>“I like that noise.” Richie purred.<br/></p><p>Eddie could feel himself getting harder every second; the combination of Richie’s expert hands, deep voice, and dirty comments all working together to leave Eddie light headed.</p><p>Eddie was at full mast in no time, the pink head of his cock winking up at Richie with a little weep of pre-cum.</p><p>Richie leaned forward slowly, locking eyes with Eddie before darting out his tongue and lapping at the taste.</p><p>Eddie shivered, unable to detach his line of sight from where Richie was connected to him.</p><p>“Eddie, you’ve been holding out on me. If I’d known you were this sweet, I’d have been doing this years ago.”<br/></p><p>Eddie blushed as his mind supplied an answer, <i>I hope you’ll be doing this for years to come.</i></p><p>He managed to bite back his response, instead giving Richie another moan as he delved down to the base of Eddie’s cock, enveloping it in the warmth of his mouth.</p><p>Richie was clearly experienced, knowing exactly where to lick and suck to drive Eddie wild. It was overwhelming, Eddie’s mind was buzzing, and he wasn’t sure how much longer he could hold out at this pace.</p><p>Richie pulled off, sucking down the underside of Eddie’s shaft and sucking one of his balls into his mouth. It was unlike anything Eddie had ever felt before. His hips lifted from the bed, a small cry accompanying the movement. He felt Richie chuckle around his sensitive skin and move over to the other ball.</p><p>Eddie tried to move his arms, wanting to thread them through Richie’s hair, but was reminded of his restrictions when they were tugged back. Eddie whimpered sadly.</p><p>“What’s wrong baby?” Richie was up immediately, responding to Eddie’s discouraged sound.<br/></p><p>Eddie tugged on his wrists again, causing Richie’s own face to fall.</p><p>“Want to touch you…” Eddie whispered bashfully.<br/></p><p>“I’m sorry, Bev.” Richie uttered as he leapt off the bed and darted over to his dresser. He fished around in the top drawer before jolting back to Eddie’s side, holding a small shiny object. A pocket knife.<br/></p><p>“Hold still.” Richie instructed, before carefully slipping the cold blade beneath the rope. It pressed into Eddie’s skin, not uncomfortably, but as a reminder that he’d soon be free. A few slices later the rope was falling in pieces around Eddie’s wrists, his arms immediately flying to Richie without warning.<br/></p><p>Richie laughed, pushing him back down with a hand to his chest.</p><p>He maneuvered back to his original position, all the while Eddie’s hands touching every part of him he could reach. It was endearing, so endearing that Richie couldn’t help but lace his fingers with Eddie’s before getting back to his task at hand.</p><p>After that it wasn’t long before Eddie was coming undone, screaming (as Richie had foretold) while emptying into his mouth.</p><p>Seconds later the door to Richie’s room was flying open.</p><p>“ARE YOU OKAY WHAT’S HAP- OH MY GOD.”<br/></p><p>A traumatized Beverly stood in the doorway, hands now glued to her eyes as her face deepened to match her hair.</p><p>“What the fuck guys!? You tell me there’s an emergency and I open the front door to the sound of SCREAMING! I thought you’d needed to amputate Eddie’s hands or something!”<br/></p><p>Richie had doubled over laughing the instant Beverly barreled into his room. Eddie, on the other hand, was hastily pulling on his clothes.</p><p>“You can open your eyes now.” Eddie mumbled when he’d finally situated his jeans back in place.<br/></p><p>Beverly peeked one eye open through parted fingers, a relieved sigh escaping her chest as she let her hands fall. Though that relief subsided instantly when she eyed her bondage rope laying in pieces.</p><p>“I’ll buy you new rope, I promise.” Richie offered, sensing her disappointment. Moving his gaze to Eddie, he let his voice drop so only he could hear.<br/></p><p>“It was worth it.” He winked.</p>
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Mike and Richie constantly arguing in front of their friends and in public, but when they&#039;re alone, they&#039;re very soft (unless they&#039;re fucking, they&#039;re very aggressive during that)
<p>okay 100%, sERIOUSLY.</p>

<p>with their friends, it’s a constant struggle for power. to be the most noticed one in the room. they both just want to command attention. mike wants everyone to respect him, and richie wants to make everyone laugh, but they both just want everyone to listen. and for some ridiculous reason, they’ve gotten it into their heads that it’s not enough unless every pair of eyes is on them and only them. they’re at each other’s throats and fighting and struggling and begging, “LOOK AT ME.”</p>

<p>when they’re alone, it’s different. richie is a lot quieter when it’s just him and mike. there’s no struggle, there’s no battle for the spotlight, because mike will always give richie his full attention. mike could be completely engrossed in what he’s doing, totally focused, and he’ll drop anything and everything to listen to some random little thing that richie has to say or else he’s just going to burst. and they’ll lie in bed and and richie will lay his head on mike’s stomach and mike will play with his curls while he talks about the newest d&amp;d campaign he’s working on. and they always speak in quiet tones, because there’s nothing to distract them from each other (and they’re already so loud in everyday life).</p>

<p>in fact, the first time richie says he loves mike, it’s so quiet that mike barely catches it. he responds with something like, “sorry what? speak up, trashmouth.” and richie leans in and trails his lips along mike’s ear and whispers that he loves him. mike kisses him, holds his face, and says it back. soft and gentle against his lips, brushing their noses together. they sit there for a good five minutes, just pressing their foreheads together and saying it back and forth. passing it between them, like the words have never meant more than when they say them.</p>

<p>they’re extremes. like a volcano and a tornado falling in love and destroying everything, but also like a river meeting the ocean. it’s light and dark, loud and soft, and they wouldn’t change it for the world.</p>
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Can I get the prompt from &quot;well, this is awkward&quot;? I&#039;m from mobile and I can&#039;t copy and paste :/  Reddie of course!
<p>Thank you for this bby! I loved it so much! </p><p>* * * * * </p><p>Eddie was fucking starving. After spending three hours in a restaurant, listening to his mother rant on and on about the problems of the place, he hadn’t even gotten the opportunity to eat. It was close to 9pm now, and his stomach was growling as he walked down the sidewalk back to his dorm. Thankfully, his mother was spending the night at a hotel and had headed there shortly after they were kicked out from the restaurant.<br/></p><p>Just then, by a stroke of luck, the sound of loud music blaring from what must have been a sorority house caught his attention. The further he walked down the street, the louder the music became, and as he rounded the corner the sight of people on the grass outside the house came into view. Cars were parked up the street and red plastic cups littered the garden out the front of the house. </p><p>At that moment, two thoughts came into his head. The first was how disgusting the place was, full of litter and booze, but the second was that there must have been free food somewhere in that house for the guests, and damn Eddie was starving. Just at the thought of food had his stomach rumbling and before Eddie could talk himself out of it, he walked across the grass, stepping over some cups and walking into the house. </p><p>It was clear from the moment that Eddie stepped into the house that this was a party full of college kids in their last year of school. They were all at least a few years older than his 20 years, gathered in groups as they drank and smoked. Eddie tried to move through the house as quickly as possible, in search of the kitchen where he knew the food would probably be. </p><p>Before he could reach his destination however, a voice stopped him in his tracks from behind him. Eddie froze up, panicking at the thought of being caught stealing food from a random party. Slowly, he turned around to face the owner of the voice, a tall lanky young man who couldn’t have been any older than he was. He had dark curly hair that bounced out of his head, dark brown eyes and he was dressed in a ripped band shirt and black jeans. How cliche. </p><p>“Are you a mute?” The guy asked again, raising an eyebrow as he stared at Eddie. That was when he realised that he hadn’t said anything, clearly making this guy think he was a weirdo or something. “How do you know the host?” He asked, leaning against the door. </p><p>Eddie swallowed and racked his brain for some sort of excuse. He had no idea what possessed him to say it, but he blurted out, “Oh uh, I’m dating their brother!”</p><p>As the words left his lips, the boys eyebrows shot up under his hair, eyes wide before they softened and a smirk settled onto his lips. The look caused a light blush to appear on Eddie’s cheeks, it wasn’t his fault that this boy ticked all of his external looking boxes!</p><p>“Oh, are you now?” He asked, his smirk growing and Eddie felt his stomach twist. He wasn’t sure if it was due to attraction, or worry that the boy was onto him. “That’s funny, I didn’t realise I was dating anyone, and I certainly would remember if I was dating someone as cute as you.”</p><p>Eddie’s stomach dropped and his cheeks were now bright red in embarrassment. Somehow, thanks to his luck, he had ended up telling the hosts brother that he was well…dating him! Right then all Eddie wanted was for the floor to swallow him up whole. His eyes glanced from side to side, gauging for the quickest exit out of there. Fuck the food, he was sure there would be an open pizza place close to his dorm that he could eat from. </p><p>Before he could make a break for it, the boy reached out, wrapping a hand gently around his wrist, freezing him in his tracks. “Off so soon cutie? But I really wanted to at least know what to call my boyfriend!”</p><p>“Look I-” Eddie cleared his throat, exhaling as he tried to think of something, <i>anything</i> to say to this guy. Before he could, however, someone knocked into him from behind, sending Eddie forward into the guys arms. There was a thud as they hit the wall and Eddie moved back as quick as he could. “Sorry.”</p><p>“No need, people need to watch where the fuck they’re going,” he hissed, running a hand through his curls which caused Eddie’s stomach to, once again, do a somersault. “Richie.”</p><p>“What?” Eddie asked, confused.</p><p>“Richie. That’s my name,” the guy, Richie, laughed in clarification. “Now will you tell me your name?”</p><p>Eddie cleared his throat and held out his hand, “Eddie.”</p><p>Richie’s eyes sparkled as he reached out to shake Eddie’s hand in response. “Eddie, now that’s a cute name for a cute guy.” He stepped forward, wrapping an arm around Eddie’s shoulder. “Can I get you a drink, Eds?”</p><p>With a splutter, Eddie glared at Richie, brows furrowed, “It’s Eddie.”</p><p>“I think Eds suits you better. Anyway, you look cute when you’re mad.” Richie winked and Eddie had to clear his throat again. He was clearly teasing him to get a reaction, and the worst thing about it was, it was working! “Now, how about that drink?”</p><p>There was a pause, before Eddie felt his own smirk take over his face. <i>Two could play the teasing game.</i> He nodded his head. “Alright, let’s have a drink.”</p>
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If you and the other losers were in a slasher movie, who would be what slasher movie stereotype?  (Ex: nerd, dumb blonde, Betty two shoes, bad boy, stoner, jock, etc..)
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give me wheelzier content or givE me deAth
<p>that’s the motto lol</p><p>we’ve got some soft ramblings this morning, folks!! 💕</p><ul><li>okay concept #1: richie kisses the inside of mikes wrists alllll the time. sure, he does it to turn him on, but other times he just does it bc mikes skin is so smooth and he loves feeling mikes pulse under his lips</li><li>it also happens a lot bc mike loves cradling richies face in his hands, so his wrists are pretty close to richies lips anyway </li><li>mike will just be softly stroking richies cheeks and his jaw, just admiring him bc he loves him so much, and richie can’t help but smile and blush and nuzzle his face into mikes palm and press kisses all over his fingers and wrist</li><li>he kisses all the way up mikes arm and neck, and mikes a giggling mess by the time richie gets to kissing his cheeks and his nose and his forehead </li><li>these boys are so in love omg </li><li>mike also loves playing with richies hair and gently undoing the knots in his curls</li><li>y’all already know richie fuckin eats that shit up, he loves the attention mike gives him</li><li>in the beginning of their relationship it actually kind of scares richie, bc he’s not used to actually getting the attention he craves, especially without making a spectacle of himself, like mike just wants to look at him and kiss him and pay attention to him no matter what and that’s so new to richie that he doesn’t have to work for mikes attention </li><li>and that scares him bc you know richies terrified of someone actually knowing him</li><li>and it’s a process, but it’s a good thing mike is endlessly patient and persistent and loving <strike>and stubborn</strike></li><li>eventually they know each other like the backs of their hands, and richie realizes that it feels really nice, that mike really does love him and that he isn’t going anywhere 💕</li></ul>
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You and Stan are so stylish and cute. What are the other Loser&#039;s go to outfits? and maybbbbbe y&#039;all could teach richie a thing or two on fashion
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can you maybe do a hc for richie and mike&#039;s first kiss because hanzier is a gift and I love those boys
<p>yes yes i love hanzier</p>

<p>they’re 15 here</p>

<p>-so richie and mike have been dating for a few weeks now<br/>
-and mikes been trying to work up the courage to kiss richie<br/>
-one night they’re at mike’s family’s farm<br/>
-no one else is home but them<br/>
-so mike set up a picnic for them on the grass<br/>
-they eat sandwiches and chips and cookies and veggies for dinner<br/>
-mike keeps telling richie how beautiful he is<br/>
-and richie is blushing the whole time, and tells mike how he’s adorable and the best<br/>
-they lay down on the blanket and look at the stars together, just talking about whatever<br/>
-richie has his head on mikes chest and mikes arm is around richie’s waist as richie hugs onto him <br/>
-they stay like that until it starts to get cold and they decide to go inside<br/>
-richie stands up first and helps mike up<br/>
-mike decides to just go for it because holy shit does richie look cute with his hair messy from laying down and his cheeks pink<br/>
-so mike leans down a little and presses a gentle kiss to richie’s lips<br/>
-richie is shocked but closes his eyes and kisses back almost immediately<br/>
-since mike is a lot taller than rich, richie stands on his tip toes to reach his boyfriend<br/>
-mike keeps his hands on richie’s waist and richie keeps his arms around mikes neck<br/>
-mike pulls away first leaving richie speechless<br/>
-he smirks because he managed to make the trashmouth quiet<br/>
-and then picks richie up and carries him inside to cuddle on the couch and watch ghostbusters</p>
Tags: f u c k i n   a d o r a b l e!!, hc, hanzier

Post id: 183927765153
Date: Wed, 03 Apr 2019 22:22:45
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/183927765153/can-i-get-a-angsty-reddie-that-ends-in-stozier
Slug: can-i-get-a-angsty-reddie-that-ends-in-stozier
Reblog key: ABVopm3I
Reblog url: https://toziertrashmouth.tumblr.com/post/183927226464/can-i-get-a-angsty-reddie-that-ends-in-stozier
Reblog name: toziertrashmouth
Can I get a angsty Reddie that ends in stozier hcs? ( like their all friends and end on good terms in the end but ya know? Also not au related)
<p>I’m probably gonna get hate for this but okay!</p>
<p>- Richie and Eddie started dating in freshman year of college </p>
<p>- They’re close friends, they know everything about each other, so it works a lot better than they think</p>
<p>- Stan, who has a crush on Richie for years, is sad of course but beyond happy for them both, knowing his friends have found happiness within each other</p> <p><a href="http://toziertrashmouth.tumblr.com/post/183927226464/can-i-get-a-angsty-reddie-that-ends-in-stozier" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: dude this is awesome, hc
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&quot;truth or dare?&quot; &quot;dare&quot; -reddie baybee!
<p>(You didn’t specify if you wanted fluff or smut so I went with fluff because this prompt was under the “fluff” category and I wanted to be safe, but if you want a smutty follow up let me know and I’ll write one!)</p><p>It was Friday night and much like every Friday night, Eddie and Richie were spending it together. However tonight was a little different, since Bill had roped the losers into a last minute party, claiming that he needed to impress a girl from school. The losers all begrudgingly agreed, congregating at the Denbrough house to support their friend. There were a few new faces among them; the aforementioned crush, Audra, had brought along a few friends. A girl named Patty, another named Kay, and a third named Myra, who seemed to have a growing infatuation with Eddie.</p><p>Things had started out fine, the group got acquainted and conversation began naturally. Soon, however, Eddie found himself being used as a human pillow as Myra cuddled up to him, babbling his ear off about her stamp collection.</p><p>Richie, of course, found this hilarious, using every chance he got to tease Eddie about his new girlfriend. Eddie wasn’t quite sure what he’d done to make Myra think he was interested, but he knew it needed to stop immediately.</p><p>Thankfully one of the girls suggested they play a few rounds of truth or dare, and Eddie used it as an excuse to spring up from the sofa and jostle Myra off his arm.</p><p>The group gathered on the floor, Richie to Eddie’s left and Myra, unfortunately, to his right. The game commenced, slowly making its rounds as secrets were spilled and dares were filled. When the crown finally fell on Myra’s head, heading her as the questioner, her eyes immediately fell to Eddie.</p><p>“Eddie, <b>truth or dare?</b>” She asked in a nasally voice.</p><p><b>“Dare.”</b> Eddie chose quickly, not wanting to give Myra a chance to get private information from him.<br/></p><p>He quickly realized he’d fed right into her plan as a mischievous grin blossomed across her features.</p><p>“I dare you to kiss the cutest person in the room.”<br/></p><p>“Pass.” Eddie grumbled.<br/></p><p>“You can’t pass.” Audra supplied from across the circle, sending her friend a supportive look. It made Eddie’s stomach drop.<br/></p><p>“It’s okay spaghetti, you can plant one on me.” Richie joked from beside him, as if insinuating he was <i>obviously</i> the cutest one there.<br/></p><p>Eddie weighed his options, trying to decide if Ben would be mad if he kissed Beverly. It felt like the safest bet, she being the only one in the room who wouldn’t make things awkward, but he didn’t want to impede on his friends’ relationship.</p><p>So, with a steeled breath, he turned to his left and planted a kiss, eyes squeezed tight as he counted to three in his head.</p><p>When he pulled away he could hear cheering around the room, but the gaze fixed on him muffled it out.</p><p>Richie was staring at him so intensely that Eddie had to look away.</p><p>His eyes met Myra’s, who was wearing a furrowed brow and pouty lip. Eddie gave her a petty smile in return.</p><p>The rest of the game went by in a flash. Richie admitted he still slept with a night light, Mike drank a blended up sock, and Stan ended up making out with Patty.</p><p>But as the group started breaking up, Eddie found himself alone, realizing Richie had left a while ago.</p><p>He took the stairs two at a time, climbing up from the living room to the second story and finding Richie, as he’d presumed, in Bill’s room. It had always been Richie’s go-to when he got overwhelmed. Though he’d never admit it to anyone outside of the losers, sometimes he just needed a moment to sort out his thoughts.</p><p>Eddie knocked on the door softly, pushing it open and standing in the doorway. Richie was laying on Bill’s bed staring up at the ceiling as ACDC played quietly on Bill’s radio.</p><p>“Hey.” Eddie greeted hesitantly.<br/></p><p>“Hi.” Richie responded, not moving his gaze.<br/></p><p>“Can I join you?”<br/></p><p>Wordlessly, Richie patted the space beside him. Eddie trotted across the room, climbing on the bed and copying Richie’s position.</p><p>The two were silent for a while, letting the music guide their thoughts and each other’s presence calm their nerves.</p><p>Richie was the first one to speak up.</p><p>“Truth or dare?”<br/></p><p>Eddie groaned, lolling his head to the side to fix Richie with a look.</p><p>“Whyyyyyy-”<br/></p><p>“Just pick one.” Richie urged.<br/></p><p>Eddie sighed, staring back up at the ceiling.</p><p>“Okay, truth.”<br/></p><p>“Why did you kiss me?”<br/></p><p>Eddie blanched. “You… you told me to.” He used as an excuse.</p><p>“Yeah but you didn’t <i>have</i> to. Why choose me when there were nine other options in the room?”<br/></p><p>Eddie turned his head again, this time following with his body. He faced Richie, who’s own body seemed to be stock still, and searched his face before answering.</p><p>“Because I wanted to.”<br/></p><p>Richie didn’t answer, so Eddie decided to continue.</p><p>“Truth or dare.” He poked Richie’s cheek.<br/></p><p>“I don’t know… truth.” Richie conceded.<br/></p><p>“Did you <i>want</i> to kiss me?” Eddie whispered, his voice sounding small.<br/></p><p>Once again, Richie was un-moving. The intensity that Eddie had seen before was back in his gaze, but it stayed stuck to the ceiling as if scared to move.</p><p>Finally Eddie watched as Richie nodded slowly, a thick gulp causing his adam’s apple to bounce.</p><p>Eddie’s heart beat fast as the words built up in his throat. “I dare you to kiss me again.”<br/></p><p>This time Richie moved, his limbs holding on to their tension but his face seeming to melt as it turned to face Eddie.</p><p>“That, I can do.” Richie smiled shyly.<br/></p>
Tags: awwwww, fic rec, fluffy!!

Post id: 183897729918
Date: Tue, 02 Apr 2019 16:26:42
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/183897729918/for-the-prompt-thing-reddie-mine-say-it
Slug: for-the-prompt-thing-reddie-mine-say-it
Reblog key: iDyaqcNa
Reblog url: https://reddie4thesinbin.tumblr.com/post/183895550109/for-the-prompt-thing-reddie-mine-say-it
Reblog name: reddie4thesinbin
For the prompt thing, reddie, &ldquo;mine&rdquo; &ldquo;say it again&rdquo; &ldquo;you were always more than just a one night stand to me.&rdquo;
<p>“Richie-” Eddie’s moan caught in his throat as Richie thrust deeper, causing Eddie’s head to whirl.</p><p>Richie’s thrusts were becoming more erratic, a sure sign that he was close to the edge. Eddie didn’t want it to be over yet, the passion from their earlier conversation overflowed into their touch, making everything that much more invigorating.</p><p>“Richie, did you mean it?” Eddie panted, craving to hear those words once again.</p><p>Richie’s movements slowed, becoming deeper as Richie wrapped his arms around Eddie’s torso. He kissed Eddie’s neck, trailing up to his cheek and resting at his ear.</p><p><b>“Mine.”</b> Richie whispered in confirmation.</p><p>It caused Eddie to shiver, the words melting into his skin.</p><p><b>“Say it again.”</b> Eddie begged, pushing his hips back into Richie.</p><p>“You’re <i>mine.</i>” Richie growled with more force.</p><p>Eddie threw his head back against Richie’s shoulder as he felt his release building up.</p><p>Richie ground into him, easing him through the threshold until he was spilling over into his own fist, Richie following not too far behind.</p><p>The two laid there as they tried to catch their breath, neither one daring to move and disconnect themselves just yet. The afterglow of their earlier revelation still easing their minds.</p><p>“Of course I meant it… <b>You were always more than just a one night stand to me.</b>” Richie uttered once things had quieted down.</p><p>Eddie stayed silent for a moment, the admission still feeling too good to be true. Finally Eddie pulled away, wincing as Richie slipped out of him. He turned around to face him, met with big blue unsteady eyes. Eddie giggled as he leaned over Richie to grab his glasses, settling them on to his face so he could see again.</p><p>“You know we’re going to have to buy me contacts now.” Richie said, adjusting his glasses.</p><p>“Why’s that?” Eddie played along, a smile pulling at his lips.</p><p>“I’ve never had a reason to care about blurry vision during sex before, but if I miss another second of getting to watch you come undone I’m going to throw myself out a window.”</p><p>Eddie blurted out a surprised laugh, the blush on his cheeks burning deeper.</p><p>“Okay, no jumping out of windows. We’ll get you some contacts.”</p><p>“Mmm, good. I didn’t really want to severely injure myself hours after telling you I love you just to prove a point.”</p><p>Eddie sighed, curling up closer into Richie’s arms.</p><p>“I love you too, you idiot.”</p>
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wheelzier with jealous mike plz
<p>oh <i>hell yeah</i></p><p>I’m so into this concept, jealous mike is honestly so cute to me, like you know he’d be so jealous and richie would find it adorable. like some girl is laughing a little too hard at richies jokes and touching him too much and mike is a lil drunk so he wedges himself between her and richie and clings to him all night w a lil pout on his face and richie thinks it’s the cutest thing in the world</p><p>also mikes just kinda needy in general so sometimes they’ll be out with their friends and he’ll do the same thing, like pouting and clinging to richie bc he just wants all of richies attention and it’s one of those nights where he’d much rather be curled up at home with his boyfriend than out at a bar or whatever </p><p>sometimes richie is so caught up in whatever story he’s telling that mike has to start kissing his neck to get his attention. richie and mike both really like what happens after that lol </p>
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&ldquo;tell me how you want it&rdquo; with bottom richie??? also bonus points if you can include &ldquo;do you think they could hear us?&rdquo;&nbsp;&lsquo;yes we can.&rsquo;
<p>(Anon messaged me again to clarify that they wanted the pairing to be Reddie, so here comes some rare bottom Richie spice for y’all!)</p><p><b>“Tell me how you want it.”</b> Eddie whispered. He held his boyfriend close, both because the proximity calmed him, and because they couldn’t raise their voices too much.<br/></p><p>The pair were gathered along with the other losers at Mike’s farm, holed up in the barn where they’d arranged old mattresses and piles of blankets to fit everyone into the old building.</p><p>The others had fallen asleep long ago, leaving Richie and Eddie to sneak up to the hayloft, stolen blanket in tow, and lay themselves down among the stars.</p><p>“I don’t care, I just need you.” Richie whined, canting his hips up into Eddie’s bared cock.<br/></p><p>“Shhh shhh baby, I’ve got you, but you have to be quiet.”<br/></p><p>It wasn’t often that Richie got the urge to bottom, but when he did, it was an all consuming force. He became needy and impatient, almost as if it physically hurt him not to be filled by Eddie. Eddie was never one to deny him, but things were a little trickier when the mood hit while surrounded by their friends.</p><p>They’d managed to stay quiet while Eddie opened him up, both feeling thankful for the bottle of travel lube they had on them at all times. Eddie held his free hand over Richie’s mouth to keep his moans at bay, and it had worked up until Eddie was three fingers deep and Richie couldn’t wait any longer.</p><p>Richie calmed himself, knowing that Eddie wouldn’t advance unless he was certain Richie could stay quiet. Taking a steadying breath, Richie made a movement to mimic locking his mouth shut and throwing away the key, to which Eddie responded with a lovesick smile. He leaned down to place a peck on Richie’s nose, and used the momentary distraction to slide himself into Richie’s awaiting warmth.</p><p>Richie stuttered in a breath, eyes squeezing shut and mouth agape. Eddie waited until his face relaxed before beginning to move his hips.</p><p>“Fuuuuuck- I forgot how good you feel fucking into me.” Richie ground out through clenched teeth.<br/></p><p>Eddie was spurred on by Richie’s words, canting his hips a little bit faster.</p><p>“You’re so pretty like this, flushed face and flushed cock.” Eddie whispered into Richie’s ear. He drew a hand down Richie’s cheek, running along the length of his torso and ending by closing his fist around Richie’s cock.<br/></p><p>“Eds, hnnng-no, I’m already so close, I can’t-” Richie’s hands were scrambling against Eddie’s, trying to push him off his over-sensitive cock.<br/></p><p>“You can take it baby, come on.” Eddie begin matching his thrusts with every pump of his fist, causing Richie to melt underneath him.<br/></p><p>Richie clapped both of his hands over his mouth as his orgasm ripped through him, a muffled groan emanating from his chest. Tears pricked the corners of his eyes as Eddie rode him through his release, and continuing for another minute until his own release came.</p><p>Eddie collapsed above Richie, too tired to pull out just yet. Sweat collected at his brow and his breath was labored, matching Richie’s own.</p><p>Richie wrapped his arms around Eddie’s torso, cradling him close.</p><p><b>“Do you think they could hear us?”</b> He whispered into the dark, voice scratchy from holding back his moans.<br/></p><p><b>“Yes. We can.”</b> Stan’s clipped voice echoed through the barn.<br/></p><p>Eddie and Richie stared at each other for moments before divulging into laughter.</p><p>They continued to laugh until a pillow was hurled up into the hayloft, followed by a groggy threat of imminent death.</p>
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Youtuber! AU in which Reddie meet at Videocon and theyre fans of each other.   Richie runs AndrogynyIsReal where he does make up looks/reviews and also vlogs about his sports routines (track runner) and Eddie runs HealthEd is a healthy-style guru and is also a vlogger, so they meet and go out and FALL IN LOVE
<p>omg i love this its so cute sjlfksjnfjkds</p><p>Since there were so many Youtubers on the platform, it was impossible for Eddie to find people he genuinely liked. Most of the really popular ones were clickbait youtubers, and people that did challenges for all their videos. Those people annoyed Eddie to no end. He didn’t really have the time to look that often either, because he was focused on the upkeep of his own channel. He had about three million subscribers, and made enough money for him to move out of his mother’s house and into his own apartment. It was refreshing, really, for him to be able to do what he wanted with his life and share his love of health with other people like him. Finally though, after months of searching through Youtubers to watchh in his free time, Eddie found AndrogynyIsReal, a smaller channel but with a devoted fanbase and an ethusiastic creator. His name was Richie, and although makeup Youtubers weren’t Eddie’s favorite, he found himself laughing along to Richie and enjoying watching all the different looks he created. He kept up with the channel for a while, following @ RichieTozier on all his platforms and hoping one day he could meet him too.</p><p>Unlike Eddie, it was very easy for Richie to find Youtubers he liked. His subscribed list was chock-full of different types of genres of videos and his favorite artist’s music videos. Richie only had 700,000 subscribers, so he had a little more free time than most people on the platform. He was also able to look through the comment section more frequently, and check out some people commenting on his videos. One in particular caught his eye though, a verified creator by the name of HealthEd, commenting on his smile in the video rather than the hundreds of other fans lusting over the part that he took off his shirt. It brought a warm smile to his face, and he didn’t hesitate to subscribe right back to him, clicking on his video and falling in love almost immediately with the boy who ran the channel. His name was Eddie, and he was about the most perfect human Richie had ever seen. Eddie’s hair looked soft and healthy, his skin blemish free and eyes sparkling with happiness. Riche found himself staying up till all hours of the morning that night, addicted to watching every single video Eddie had ever posted.</p><p>When Eddie found out Richie would be attenting VidCon on the same day that he was, he couldn’t help but be excited. He was a big fan of Richie’s, and would love to meet him in person and see if he was as wonderful in person as he was in his videos. Since Eddie starting following him, he watched Richie gain more popularity and his subscriber count blow up to almost 6 million in a span of a few months. They were now the same level of popularity now, and since they were about the same age, a few fans had caught on to the frequent commenting on each other’s videos and starting asking about the two of them. “What’s up with you and HealthEd, Richie? Do I spot a crush forming?” Although Richie answered most of his comments still (even with 6 million subscribers, bless his heart) he usually avoided the questions about Eddie. He wasn’t sure how he felt about the other man, and he hadn’t even met the guy yet! Besides, he didn’t want to say anything to make Eddie uncomfortable, since he wasn’t sure he liked men in the first place.</p><p>That worry was practically obliterated though when Richie arrived at VidCon and Eddie’s booth was the first one he saw, colorful and full of smiley people, including Eddie in the middle, taking pictures with a girl who was crying. Richie had come in with a few bodyguards who were concerned that someone like him would create a stampede at such a small venue, but the second Richie saw Eddie, he had fallen <i>hard</i>. “Eddie!” He called, stepping away from the men surrounding him. Eddie heard the call, but assumed it was just a fan. He looked up with a big smile, before he realized it was Richie. Richie was standing across the room, smiling comically big and waving his arm around, almost hitting the men surrounding him in the process. </p><p>“Richie!” He called back, excusing himself from the group lined up to take pictures with him and ran over to where the other man was, unconcered with his popularity and the amount of people that could grab him at that moment. But all of that melted away when Richie pulled him into a tight hug, wrapping his long arms around his shoulders, Eddie resting his head on Richie’s chest and taking a deep breath. It seemed as the world was in slow motion, and all of the fans at the event had stopped to watch the two men hug. It was heart-warming. And Richie had no doubt when Eddie was in his arms that he felt the same way about him. So he confidently asked a second later, when Eddie was pulling away, if he wanted to grab a bite to eat after. He was sure what Eddie’s answer was going to be anyway. </p>
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any wheelzier fic recommendations? im in a mood and i fucking need it
<p>my eternal mood lmao</p><p>okay so yall already know that i will recommend <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16370402">drag it out of me</a> as many times as i possibly can bc <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mwWt4zD0ogfXm4vswScIBYg">@jacksbrak</a> is such an amazing writer and always does the most amazing job with smut and wheelzier!! fr this fic is so damn good omg, i can’t recommend it enough!!</p><p>also <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/17260523">get your hands off me</a> is another classic wheelzier smut, a work of art, <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m_AIO55DJRdkgR-u_LjFA4Q">@onlyreddie</a> has truly blessed the wheelzier fandom with this one!!</p><p>idk if this next person has a tumblr but strangersit on ao3 writes SUCH amazing wheelzier smut omggg. they’re giving us <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15372435">daddy kink car sex</a>, they’re giving us <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/17423693">cop!mike</a>, and you know what else? <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/17824328">a cop!mike sequel</a>!! their characterizations are amazing and their smut is so fuckin hot, the dirty talk is truly god tier, go show them some support!!</p><p>and finally, if you’re in a fluff mood, <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/17598170">here’s some super sweet fluff</a>!! warning for mentions of homophobia and the f-slur, but other than that it’s so sweet and cute, i love it sm!!</p><p>thanks for the ask!! go show these authors the love and appreciation they deserve!!</p>
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Could you give me some angst 🤩
<p>You guys are really hankering for angst. Alright, I’ll offer you a preview from the next chapter of ‘I just want back in your head’ (most of chap 3 is written so you guys will get some angst soon). <br/></p><p><br/></p><p>Richie’s next words proved how wrong he was. “Who gave you these beauties?” Richie asked, stretching out his hand and touching the hickeys that decorated his neck. “Someone really went to town.” Richie paused, frowning. “You’re single right? Or did I forget about some lucky fella?”</p><p>    For the umpteenth time that day Eddie choked back a sob. <i>You!</i> He wanted to scream. <i>They’re from you! From the night we finally admitted everything and then lost it all!</i></p><p>    But Eddie knew he couldn’t say that. Richie was grinning at him with a teasing expression. “Well Eds? Who do you know with vacuum lips?”</p><p>    Eddie forced himself to glance away from Richie’s expectant expression. “I’m single. It was just- some guy. At a bar.” The words felt like ash on his tongue. <br/></p><p><br/></p><p>You can read the first two chapters <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/17613539/chapters/41524274">here </a><br/></p>
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&ldquo;You&rsquo;re nipples are so sensitive today,&rdquo;&nbsp; and &ldquo;Say my name&rdquo; &ldquo;Louder&rdquo; for Reddie
<p>It had been a month since Richie and Eddie had seen each
other. College was supposed to be a time to meet new people, go to parties,
experiment with the less inhibited side of yourself. Instead, the boys found
themselves spending those four long weeks counting down each minute until they
reunited.</p><p>It was spring break and Richie had made the drive down to
Eddie’s campus to spend their vacation together. Eddie had somehow managed to
snag a single, so Richie, of course, was eager to spend their days and nights
wearing nothing but each other’s embrace.</p><p>The moment their mouths connected, it was explosive. Sure,
they’d been sexting. They even tried phone sex one time (which Richie’s
roommate walked in on, so never again), but there was nothing like the real
thing.</p><p>They’d stumbled on to Eddie’s bed in a mess of eager limbs,
grabbing and pulling and biting every inch they could get. It wasn’t until
Eddie ran his hands down Richie’s chest that they began to slow down.</p><p>A loud whine escaped Richie’s throat, causing Eddie to halt
his actions for a moment. With a wicked grin, he repeated his motion, dragging
his fingers a little slower and a little harder down Richie’s chest, letting
them catch on his nipples on the way down.</p><p><b>“Your nipples are so
sensitive today.”</b> Eddie noted coyly.</p><p>Richie bit his lip, groaning as Eddie continued his
ministrations on his chest.</p><p>After some teasing, Eddie let his hands dip under Richie’s
shirt, travelling up his torso with soft fingers until they made contact with
Richie’s nipples.</p><p>“RICHIE, WHAT-”</p><p>Eddie pulled Richie’s shirt up as quickly as the words left
his mouth, finding exactly what he’d thought he’d find.</p><p>“When did you… why didn’t you…” Eddie babbled to
himself, dumbstruck.</p><p>“Surprise?” Richie gave Eddie a tiny smile, his eyes begging
Eddie not to be mad. “I didn’t want to keep it from you, but I also
thought it’d be hotter to see your reaction in person.”</p><p>Eddie’s mouth was watering, the mere sight of Richie’s pink
nipples pierced with shiny silver barbells was doing things to his body that he
never would have anticipated.</p><p>“Do you like them?” Richie asked, suddenly sounding
self-conscious.</p><p>“Fuck.” Eddie breathed out, finally letting Richie’s shirt
fall from his hands and gather just above his line of fixation.</p><p>Eddie ground down into Richie’s lap, bringing attention to
his hard-on. “Can I…” Eddie gestured towards them.</p><p>“I’m sorry baby.” Richie cupped Eddie’s face, his apology
sincere. “No oral contact until the 3 month mark.”</p><p>Eddie’s face visibly fell, his gaze turning forlorn.</p><p>“But they didn’t say anything about other types of oral
contact.” Richie wiggled his eyebrows suggestively, causing a giggle in Eddie.</p><p>“You definitely owe it to me after that let down.” Eddie teased.</p><p>“Mmm when have I ever needed incentive to suck your cock.”</p><p>Richie’s hands came to settle behind Eddie’s thighs, guiding
him up until he was situated above Richie’s shoulders.</p><p>Richie wasted no time before kissing the bulge in Eddie’s
shorts, mouthing at the length beneath the nylon barrier.</p><p>Richie pulled at the waistband, freeing Eddie’s cock and
letting the fabric tuck just under his balls. At the first connection of Richie’s
tongue, Eddie was gone. He threw his head back, hands struggling to find
placement to keep him steady. They found purchase on Richie’s chest, giving him
an idea.</p><p>As Richie preoccupied himself with Eddie’s cock, Eddie
located his nipples and gave each one an experimental pinch.</p><p>The response was immediate, the buzzing of Richie’s moan
travelling up Eddie’s cock and reverberating into his own whimper.</p><p>Richie pulled away momentarily, kissing along the shaft as
he mumbled pleadingly.</p><p>“Do that again.”</p><p>Eddie obliged, tugging on his nipples a little harder this
time. Once again, a moan, and once again, Eddie had a responding one.</p><p>They continued like that for what felt like a euphoric
eternity until Eddie began to feel himself reaching his limit.</p><p>“Richie, ‘m gonna cum… wanna- wanna cum on your face…” Eddie
panted out.</p><p>Richie tried to nod, the movement made difficult by their
position, but it gave Eddie enough confirmation to pull himself away from Richie’s
warm lips.</p><p>Keeping one hand on Richie’s nipple, Eddie brought the other
up to stroke himself rapidly.</p><p><b>“Say my name.”</b>
Eddie demanded, surprised at his own sudden dominance.</p><p>Richie’s eyes seemed to reflect the same astonishment, but
he eagerly complied.</p><p>“Eddie.” He moaned, bring his hands up to stroke at Eddie’s
thighs.</p><p><b>“Louder.”</b> Eddie
groaned, as he pumped faster.</p><p>“Eddie!” Richie repeated, raising his voice to a definite
dorm-inappropriate level.</p><p>Eddie released all over Richie’s face, white streaks of cum
painting his features like a Monet. His thighs shook with the intensity of his
orgasm, thankful for Richie’s grounding hold.</p><p>When Eddie was doubled over with aftershock, Richie’s warm
hands travelled up to his waist, helping him to settle down into bed beside
him.</p><p>Richie curled up into his side, his hand playing lazily in
Eddie’s hair.</p><p>“So, we like the piercings then?” Richie asked, placing a kiss
to Eddie’s temple.</p><p>“We<i> love</i> the piercings.”</p>
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Stozier. Scavenger hunt + kiss at midnight
<p>“This is the last one, I swear.” Richie told Stan as they trudged through the graveyard.</p><p>“You said that about the last three things.” Stan complained, barely lifting up his feet as they walked.  They had been doing this since 5pm, competing in their college’s annual scavenger hunt and it had lead them all over town. Eddie and Mike had given up long ago, wishing the others good luck as they went to sleep in their warm dorm. Stan would have followed them if not for Richie’s puppy dog eyes that begged him to come with to the graveyard. </p><p>“Ben, Bev and Bill are getting the road sign and then we’ll all meet up and hand in our stuff. We just need to do this.” Richie held out his hand, offering to help Stan up the hill. </p><p>He nodded and accepted the hand, only a little annoyed how easily he gave into his friend. Richie only needed to flash him that stupid smile and Stan would follow him nearly anywhere. The worst part was that he was pretty sure that Richie knew it.</p><p>“So we need to find the oldest grave and kiss over it at midnight?” Stan asked, repeating the final clue as they reached the top of the hill. </p><p>Richie bit his bottom lip before nodding. “We should be near the oldest part of the graveyard.” Richie said, pointing to a crumbling grave. “Let’s split up to look for the one with the oldest date. We’ve only got a few minutes.”</p><p>Stan nodding, reluctantly letting go of Richie’s hand and crouching down to look at the graves, trying not to think about the bodies buried under his feet. </p><p>After a minute Richie called out, “1881. What about you?”</p><p>“1876,” Stan replied, “Come over here.”</p><p>Richie walked over, pulling out his phone as they both leaned in front of the grave. “Good find Staniel. And thanks to,” he glanced at the name, “Mr. Smith, for dying so very long ago.” He looked at his phone, which read 11:59. “Okay Stan, hold up your watch so we can prove it’s midnight then lay one on me.” </p><p>Stan rolled his eyes but held up his wrist, leaning in and kissing Richie’s cheek as the other boy snapped a picture. “We should take another one,” Stan said, “I’m not missing these points because your thumb was over the lens.”</p><p>Richie nodded, holding his hand out again. Stan leaned in, about to kiss Richie’s cheek again but Richie turned his head, causing their lips to crash together as Richie took a picture. </p><p> A blush covered his face as Stan stood, brushing himself off. “I didn’t mean to-” He started, unsure how he was going to explain away the thing he’d wanted to do for years.</p><p>Then he glanced at Richie, who had a hand hanging off his neck. “I did.” he admitted, looking at Stan. “I’ve been wanting to for a long time.” </p><p>Before Stan could respond Richie stepped closer. “And I’d like to do it again?” He asked, pausing and looking at Stan.</p><p>Who nodded, letting Richie move in and kiss him again. This time was better, both of them expecting it and leaning in. </p><p>When they parted both boys were smiling. “One more confession,” Richie said, holding up the scavenger hunt sheet. “We didn’t need to kiss, I made it up. I figured a graveyard at midnight was too romantic to pass up.” </p><p>“Idiot.” Stan muttered as he laced his fingers with Richie’s, unable to be too annoyed about the lie.</p>
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12. for reddie?
<p>(Given the nature of this prompt, I sort of went with
a “snooty rich Eddie and lower class Richie” thing. It also turned out
much longer than intended so… I hope you enjoy it!)<br/><br/>
Eddie had been home for less than 10 minutes when a clatter roused from his living
room. Sighing, he dragged his tired legs towards the sound, too exhausted to
even care if he was in the throws of being robbed.</p><p>Instead of finding an intruder inside his home, he found one
outside his window. Sat on a large ledge held up by rickety looking cables was
a man with ridiculously tousled hair, ugly overalls, and a lopsided grin.</p><p>Eddie stood in his spot, starring up at the man who was
trying to give him a wave and a smile. Eddie stayed still, arms crossed and
features un-amused.</p><p>Eddie hated window washing season. He felt it was an
intrusion of privacy, and, although he <i>could</i> just pull his
curtains shut, he shouldn’t <i>have</i> to, especially on such a nice
day.</p><p>Once Eddie’s glaring finally seemed to get under the man’s
skin, he turned his attention back to his task, grabbing a squeegee from a
bucket of soapy water beside him.</p><p>Eddie felt himself getting irrationally angry as he watched
the man work. He wasn’t even doing a good job, he kept missing spots and
leaving soap streaks behind. At this rate, Eddie would be stuck looking out a
dirty window all year.</p><p>“You missed a spot.” Eddie told him, pointing at the
offending area.</p><p>The man paused, mouthing something Eddie couldn’t make out.</p><p>“YOU MISSED A SPOT.” Eddie repeated himself, raising his
voice louder in attempt to penetrate the glass.</p><p>The guy gave him an exaggerated shrug, pointing to his ears
and shaking his head.</p><p>Eddie could feel his body getting warmer as his frustration
peaked. He could already tell this man didn’t take anything seriously, not his
appearance, not his job, and certainly not Eddie.</p><p>Eddie gestured wildly, trying to get his point across to the
man through the glass. But when he was done flailing his arms, the man only
responded with a single index finger. He mouthed “one minute”, or at
least, Eddie thinks that’s what he said, before he was pressing a button on his
scaffolding, slowly beginning to lower himself.</p><p>Eddie huffed in annoyance as the man disappeared from sight.
He mumbled under his breath as he walked back through his apartment to his
bedroom, pulling his tie and his suit jacket off a little more roughly than
necessary.</p><p>A few minutes went by before he heard a knock at his door.
Walking briskly to it, he pulled the marble wood open to see none other than the
window washer.</p><p>Eddie stared for a moment, not having expected to see him
again. Especially not face to face like this, where Eddie could suddenly take
note of how tall he was, or how defined his arms were. Shaking his head to
clear his traitorous thoughts, Eddie furrowed his brow.</p><p>“What are you doing here?”</p><p>“You seemed really eager to tell me something.” The man
shrugged, his nonchalance biting away at Eddie’s patience again.</p><p>“I was <i>trying</i> to tell you that you missed a
spot.” Eddie snipped.</p><p>The man sighed, bowing his head. There was exhaustion in his
exhale, as if he needed to steal himself before speaking again.</p><p>“Alright, can you show me where?”</p><p>Eddie thought for a moment before opening the door wider to
welcome him inside.</p><p>Eddie didn’t waste time, closing the door behind them and
walking back over to the window. The man, however, was much slower to join
him.</p><p>Eddie heard him whistle from behind, causing him to turn and
face the dawdling figure.</p><p>“This place is nice.” The man admired, running a hand along
the surface of one of Eddie’s display cases.</p><p>“Yes, it is. And it probably costs more than you’ll make in
your lifetime, so don’t break anything.”</p><p>The man raised his eyebrows, regarding Eddie with an amused
smirk.</p><p>“Wow, feisty aren’t you.” He responded.</p><p>Eddie rolled his eyes, ignoring the man’s comment.</p><p>“Edward Kaspbrak,” Richie mumbled as he read the name
engraved on a trophy in the case. “That you?”</p><p>“Yes. But it’s just Eddie.”</p><p>“Hmm, same here. Formally named Richard, casually named
Richie, regrettably named Dick.”</p><p>Eddie’s hummed in response.</p><p>“I never understood how you could get ‘Dick’ out
of ‘Richard’.” Eddie thought aloud.</p><p>“Oh baby, you just have to ask nicely.”</p><p>Eddie’s mouth dropped open at the crude humor, not used to
being around people who were so forward. His face flushed a deep red as he
tried to regain his composure, clearing his throat and turning his head away.</p><p>“Please, you couldn’t have me even if you tried.”</p><p>“Is that a challenge?”</p><p>Eddie blanched once again. Richie had a confidence and charm
that went straight to Eddie’s groin, despite his contrasting statement.</p><p>He watched as Richie stalked forward, taking languid steps
until he was towering over Eddie’s smaller frame.</p><p>“Because if it is a challenge, I think I’m winning.” Richie
said lowly, nodding down towards Eddie’s crotch. Eddie’s own gaze followed down
to see that his body had deceived him. His cock was straining against his
pants, the bulge unable to miss.</p><p>“God damn it.” Eddie whispered.</p><p>He felt a finger tilting his chin up, Richie angling him so
their eyes connected.</p><p>“You know, if you let me, I’d show you how us lower class like
to fuck.”</p><p>The comment stole the air from Eddie’s lungs. He wanted to
smack Richie’s hand away, tell him to fuck off and then complain to management
until he got him fired. But… he didn’t <i>really</i>
want any of that. What he really wanted was for Richie to make good on his
offer.</p><p>Swallowing down his better judgement, Eddie nodded minutely,
letting Richie know that if he made a move, Eddie wouldn’t stop him.</p><p>Within seconds Richie had Eddie pinned down against his sofa,
using a roughness that Eddie had never experienced before. It exhilarated him.</p><p>But still, Eddie wanted to hold on to a piece of his dignity,
not wanting to give way to how affected he was.</p><p><b>“This sofa costs
fifteen thousand dollars, don’t you dare ruin it.” </b>Eddie grumbled, with no
real fire behind his words.</p><p><b>“Guess ill just have
to cum in you then.”</b> Richie retorted.</p><p>Eddie’s ears began buzzing with the sound of his blood
leaving his head and travelling down to his swelling cock.</p><p>“Okay, window washer. Show me what you got.”</p>
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expand on kinky streddie (please)
<p>- Stan is the top and Eddie and Richie are the switches</p><p>- Richie is the brattiest out of all of them and teases them relentlessly and sometimes Eddie gives in but Stan is super composed and drags out his response until Richie is the one that breaks</p><p>- They aren’t really into public stuff but you just know they’ve hooked up in another losers apartment (or two) more than once</p><p>- They all have their own favourite positions (Eddie’s is missionary, whether he’s topping or bottoming because that goes the deepest, Richie’s is doggy, it’s the dirtiest, and Stan’s is up against the wall because it shows his strength and power over the other person) </p><p>- Richie loves being tied up, silk ties are his favourite </p><p>- Eddie loves to dance when he’s drunk and did an impromptu strip tease for his boyfriends in their kitchen once</p><p>- Stan loves leaving hickies on the other two but never lets them leave any on him so he looks the most put together</p><p>- He love to bottom most of the time but Richie’s dirty talking skills never fail to make Stan and Eddie riled up</p><p>- When he gets on their nerves Stan and Eddie have sex in front of Richie and don’t let him join in, he nearly lost it the time Stan fucked Eddie into the mattress and Eddie moaned Richie’s name the entire time</p>
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hm how about eddie teasing richie with some thigh riding until richie finally gives in and they go aT it
<p>Richie’s been studying for this test for weeks, and Eddie’s about ready to explode as they haven’t had sex since the deadline got closer. One night, Eddie has had enough so he climbs onto the bed, smiling sultry at Richie and positions himself on his lap, rocking his hips.</p><p>He can see Richie’s Adam’s apple Bob as he swallows, he can see the light shimmer of sweat on his forehead the more Eddie moves his hips.</p><p>It takes about an hour of teasing before Richie snaps, and the study materials are gone. He flips them over so Eddie is on his back and they’re kissing, hungry and needy.</p><p>That night results in some of the best sex they’ve ever had.</p>
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How stressful is Richie&rsquo;s transformation process for Stan and Eddie? It must not be great having to lock your significant other in a cage every full moon. Also what&rsquo;s Stan&rsquo;s rules on drinking blood? Does he kill people or does he just do what he can to get by like raiding blood banks and eating wild animals?
<p>The first time they see it, Richie has told them in advance that it’s going to happen. He tells them during one of their very first investigations as a trio that in a couple of days time he needs to go away for the night to change. Stan and Eddie refuse to let him go alone, however, and ask to come with him so they are aware of what happens to him. So they can prepare for the worst. </p> <p><a href="http://toziertrashmouth.tumblr.com/post/183902911904/how-stressful-is-richies-transformation-process" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Dude just imagine domestic soft morning Wheelzier sex? Like Richie just kissing Mike&#039;s neck to wake him up and skskskeueuwi it makes me so happy
<p>okay ngl i’m a lil spooked bc i wrote smth v similar to this on saturday?? im gonna throw it underneath a cut rn bc lbr im not finishing it for a while lmao</p> <p><a href="https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/183874051062/dude-just-imagine-domestic-soft-morning-wheelzier" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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idea: bath bombs but when they r done doing a fizzle, there&rsquo;s a tiny sea monster/creature instead of the prizes they sometimes do
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Tags: 

Post id: 183863553898
Date: Mon, 01 Apr 2019 05:25:48
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/183863553898/reddie-duhhh
Slug: reddie-duhhh
Reblog key: sitvcv8a
Reblog url: https://bi-bi-richie.tumblr.com/post/183859880506/reddie-duhhh
Reblog name: bi-bi-richie
reddie duhhh
<p>oh my bitch i’ve been <i>waiting </i></p><ul><li><b>How did they they meet?</b> second grade, the playground and richie goes to talk to the adorable small kid and he gets a little too excited when coming to pat eddie on the back and sends him flying into a mud puddle. eddie was basically the “i can’t believe you’ve done this!” vine <br/></li><li><b>Who developed romantic feelings first? </b>aw, richie had the cutest fucking crush on eddie for years before he even thought about how he felt. that’s pretty much canon. </li><li><b>Who is their biggest “shipper?”</b> BEVERLY FUCKING MARSH. (but also maggie tozier) </li><li><b>When did they have their first kiss and under what circumstances? </b>richie teasing eddie all like “oh youre so cute i could just kiss you” and eddie being all ballsy like “well then why don’t you” and richie is !!!!! then eddie kisses him because richie took too long to do anything </li><li><b>Who confessed their feelings first? </b>eddie is all “i really like you and i know you like me you’re obvious about it i was just like waiting for you to make a move but then realized i’d die of old age before that happened so we should just be boyfriends now” and richie is just :o </li><li><b>What was their first official date? </b>since they like immediately jumped into being boyfriends, they just consider literally everything they do a date. richie would be like “oh eddie and i went on a date to get the mail from box this moring” and everybody is like … that’s not a date. and richie is like uhm viva la fuck you its a date if we say it is. </li><li><b>How do they feel about double dates/group dates? </b>they fucking love double dates with stan and mike but stan is defintely less excited about them </li><li><b>What do they do in their down time? </b>richie? loves watching eddie do anything. anything eddie does is amazing, so like he’ll watch eddie fix cars and watch eddie do his homework. eddie also really likes to get richie outside by any means possible so he always suggest going for walks. </li><li><b>What was the first meeting of parents as an official couple like?</b> sonia kaspbrak sucks but maggie and wentworth are amazing supporting parents who fucking love eddie and basically adopt him once he and richie get together officially. </li><li><b>What was their first fight over and how did they get past it?</b> they’re the types of people to get into a fight over something totally stupid that spirals completely out of control to where they’re just screaming insults at each other and they don’t even know how it started. it always ends with one of them starting to cry and the other completely forgetting they were mad in order to comfort each other. </li><li><b>Which one is more easily made jealous? </b>RICHARD </li><li><b>What is their favourite thing to get to eat? </b>“why fall in love when you can fall in pasta” is something they say to each other at least once a day. </li><li><b>Who’s the cuddly one? What their favourite cuddling position?</b> richie is a fucking koala bear, for real, he’s constantly climbing up on eddie and eddie is like “!!!!!” you’ll probably find them sitting with eddie technically in richie’s laps but richie’s legs are like up and around eddie’s hips so really eddie is just giving him a piggy back while sitting down. </li><li><b>Are they hand holders? </b>uhm yes they’re hands are sewn together physically. </li><li><b>How long do they wait before sleeping together for the first time? What’s the circumstances?</b> they definitely do a reasonable amount of waiting, they don’t rush into anything, and when it happens it’s basically just all the rights things fall into place right in front of them and it just sort of happens and there’s a lot of giggling and pauses to talk </li><li><b>Who tops? </b>8/10 times it’s Richie, unless richie reeeeeaaallly wants eddie to top </li><li><b>What’s the worst first they’ve ever gotten into? </b>richie pretty much gets sick of eddie kinda talking down to him a lot and it’s a terrible fight because it’s calm and they don’t yell and richie doesn’t even cry and then richie moves out and they try “dating again” for a little while and it’s awful. </li><li><b>Who does the shopping and the cooking?</b> Richie will totally do the shopping while Eds does the cooking</li><li><b>Which one is more organized and prone to tidiness?</b> E D D I E</li><li><b>Who proposes? </b>100% they both buy fucking rings and richie does it first and eddie just fucking laughs and takes richie to where he hid the ring and they honestly just roll their eyes at themselves for being so in-sync. </li><li><b>Do they have joined Bachelor/Bacheloette parties or separate? </b>Joined.</li><li><b>Who is the best man/maid of honour? Any other groomsmen or bridesmaids? </b>Bill is Eddie’s and Stan is Richie’s! </li><li><b>Big Ceremony or Small? </b>very, very small. losers club and richie’s parents only. </li><li><b>Do they have a honeymoon? If so, where?</b> they do take a honeymoon but not until about a year or so after they got married, for financial reasons, but they go basically back packing through Europe. </li><li><b>Do they have children? How many?</b> They have one little girl and for awhile they talked about adopting more but they end up feeling like one is MORE than enough</li></ul><p><b><a href="http://toziersrich.tumblr.com/ask">send me ships and i’ll break them down! </a></b></p>
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29 and hanzier pls ily
<p><b>“I’ve got everything under control,”</b> Mike said as quietly as he could, his phone smushed between his cheek and shoulder as he combed his fingers through Richie’s hair. Richie was still trembling, but he was drifting off to sleep. “Yeah… <i>yes, </i>Stan, he’s gonna be okay.”</p><p>“Mike, he hasn’t had an episode like that since -”<br/></p><p>“Stan, <i>please,” </i>Mike sighed, looking down at Richie. He moved one hand from Richie’s shoulder to readjust the phone. “He’ll be okay. He’s sleeping now, and I’ll be here when he wakes up.”<br/></p><p>“Mike Hanlon, if you let him hur -”<br/></p><p><i>“Stan,”</i> Mike insisted, “calm down. I won’t let him get hurt, okay? I promise. If you want to come down and see him, feel free to, but I’ve got it handled.” He returned his hand to Richie’s shoulder, rubbing small circles with his thumb. <br/></p><p>“Promise?”<br/></p><p>“I promise.”<br/></p><p>“Okay… okay. Do you swear on your life? Because I <i>will </i>kill you if you -”<br/></p><p>“Stan.”<br/></p><p>“Okay… sorry. He’s okay?” <br/></p><p>They finished their conversation after about a dozen more affirmations that Richie was, in fact, going to be okay, and that Stan didn’t need to worry. When Stan hung up, Mike let the phone fall to the bed.</p><p>He moved a little, which jolted Richie awake. “S’wrong? Okay?” he mumbled, rubbing his eyes and moving closer to Mike.</p><p>“I’m okay. I’m sorry for waking you up,” Mike whispered, pulling Richie’s head onto his chest. “Go back to sleep.”<br/></p><p>“M’love you…”<br/></p><p>“I love you, too, shithead.”<br/></p><p><i>sorry that it was short i wasn’t 100% sure what to do!!</i></p>
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Why don&#039;t you identify as a lesbian?
<p>I’m a man and I have sexual and romantic feelings for other men that I actively pursue, and I think I heard somewhere that that’s not very lesbian of me. </p>
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Stan does this thing where he makes richie desperate and overwhelmed for him before stan has even undressed. Like he&#039;ll still be completely clothed and in composed while he has richie already naked and begging w tears in his eyes for stan to fuck him, please. Richie both hates and loves that stan has that amount of control over him, and even though he whines he secretly loves it when stan gets a little mean, makes him disheveled and breathless before he even starts fucking him.
<p>Richie absolutely has a kink for Stan being fully clothed during sex, especially in a suit or just when he dresses up for dinner, because it feels kinkier almost, like he’s just naked for him and Stan can’t even be bothered to take his clothes off</p>
Tags: nsfw, stozier, hc

Post id: 183829891858
Date: Sat, 30 Mar 2019 20:46:28
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/183829891858/ooo-your-hawaii-honeymoon-fake-dating-is-so-good
Slug: ooo-your-hawaii-honeymoon-fake-dating-is-so-good
Reblog key: TOod7B3W
Reblog url: https://reddies-spaghetti.tumblr.com/post/183824376863/ooo-your-hawaii-honeymoon-fake-dating-is-so-good
Reblog name: reddies-spaghetti
ooo your hawaii honeymoon fake dating is so good , do you have any other reddie fake dating scenarios ? i saw that on the valentine&rsquo;s day list
<p>Thank you Anon! In another, more productive, world Id be posting the next chapter of OHH like I had planned but alas! It’s only half done so please enjoy this instead. (Also I love fake dating, I’d write a million of them if I didn’t think it’d get old) <br/></p><p><br/></p><p>“You two are so darn cute. Eddie! I can’t believe you’ve been hiding him from us!” Sheryl crowed at them, her smile huge as she looked at them both. </p><p>“Thank you! You know sometimes my Eds acts like he’s embarrassed by me.” Richie said, grinning at the woman and pulling Eddie a little closer. </p><p>“No!” She turned to Eddie, pointing a finger at him. “You cherish this one. He’s something special.”</p><p>Eddie resisted glaring at Richie and instead plastered a fake smile on. “He sure is. Babe,” He looked up at Richie. “We need to leave. For that thing.”</p><p>“What thing?” Richie asked, the very picture of innocence. </p><p>“The thing.” He repeated, grabbing Richie’s arm and tugging him away. Both waved goodbye to Sheryl, who had already turned to the other person and began an enthusiastic conversation with them. </p><p>“Be nice to me Eddie. Sheryl said I’m something special.” Richie told him, slipping his hand easily into Eddie’s. </p><p>“She only said that because she doesn’t know you.” He replied, making Richie laugh. </p><p>“Nah Eds, you’re stuck with me. They’re going to expect me at the office Christmas party from now on, the two of us in matching light up sweaters. We’ll be the cutest couple there.”</p><p>“Over my dead body.” He replied. </p><p>Richie stopped, grabbing Eddie’s other hand and looking down at him. “You love me Eds, don’t deny it.”</p><p>And that was the problem. Eddie did love him. He’d loved Richie since 9th grade when he’d yanked Henry off Eddie and taken the beating for himself. He’d loved Richie through high school, college and now into their lives as young adults. When Eddie had complained about this work retreat and how everyone else was bringing a significant other, Richie had offered himself up with no strings attached. Eddie had, stupidly, said yes, thinking it wouldn’t be so bad. </p><p>But it had been. So far it had been three days of them sleeping in the same bed, waking up in each other’s arms. Three days of Richie grabbing Eddie’s hand and throwing an arm over him. Three days of forehead kisses and sappy nicknames. Three days of everything Eddie wanted but could never have. It was the most delicious form of torture and Eddie didn’t know how he was going to go back to pretending that he wasn’t hopelessly in love with his best friend. </p><p>Richie was still waiting for him to reply so Eddie nodded, a little sadly. “Against my better judgement I suppose I do.”</p><p>Richie grinned triumphantly. “That’s what I wanted to hear.” He slung an arm over Eddie and pointed. “I heard that there are s’mores at the main cabin, shall we indulge? I’ll even feed you one, it’ll be scrapbook worthy.” </p><p>Eddie gave a small smile and nodded,  leaning into him and letting Richie lead him to the gooey goodness.</p>
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i&rsquo;m sad and i wanna read some super flirty eddie and richie being super surprised because- his feisty boy is all affectionate all of a sudden
<p>I have been very sad lately, too, anon. This is for the both of us. I hope you start to feel a little better soon. </p><p>OKAY I WROTE THIS ENTIRE THING BEFORE I REALIZED I READ THE PROMPT WRONG. I read it as “fluffy reddie and Eddie being surprised because his feisty boy is affectionate.” So I’M SORRY IF THIS ISN’T WHAT YOU WERE LOOKING FOR BUT I WROTE IT ANYWAYS. If you still want flirty reddie you can send in another ask and I promise I’ll read it better this time and do my best (though I may not be so quick to respond because I am trying to clean my apartment).</p><p><i>Warning: descriptions of depression, slight angst, fluff</i></p><hr><p>It might just be the first night day they’ve had in a long time. When Eddie wakes up, there’s nothing but sunlight pouring in through the open shades and the small of coffee wafting back into the bedroom. The second half of the bed is empty, but a small hint of warmth lingers there and reminds him of the body he slept next to. <br/></p><p>He doesn’t get up immediately. There’s more in his body than just bones and organs. Whatever it is, it’s settled deep into the endings of his nerves and completely overtakes him some days. There’s an overall weariness about him that he can’t shake. He can’t keep up with the world around him and how quick it moves. </p><p>How quick <i>he</i> moves. </p><p>The thought of him makes a hollow sigh rattle around Eddie’s chest. He’s out there somewhere, in their apartment making coffee and whistling the tune to whatever song he woke up with in his head. It makes Eddie ache in ways he doesn’t want to think about. Richie is so full of life and energy, so full of wonder and grace and excitement. Eddie isn’t, not lately. Eddie is fragile bones and wet breaths and shaking fingertips. Even just going through the motions has been exhausting. Richie deserves someone who can wake up with him, make coffee together and sing the same tunes. <br/></p><p>The whistling gets closer and Eddie can hear the telltale sound of little paws chasing big feet as they move through the apartment. There’s an overwhelming urge to burry himself beneath the blankets, shelter himself from the light of those eyes with the hope that he’ll be mistaken for asleep and left alone. </p><p>“Eddie, honey,” Richie says softly as he enters into their bedroom, “I made you some coffee.”</p><p>He’s caught red handed and open eyed with Richie staring at him from the doorway, there’s a smile on his face and Eddie can’t help the way his stomach tumbles to the ground. Eddie just doesn’t have the energy for this this morning. </p><p>More mornings than not, Richie will abandon the coffee on the dresser by the door and take off towards the bed, throwing himself onto it and onto Eddie in the process. Dancing fingers will glide alone Eddie’s sides to elicit giggles from his lips. Richie’s long limps will entrap him and he’ll be helpless to the onslaught. The more Eddie thinks about it the more exhausted he becomes. <br/></p><p>Richie sets the coffee on the dresser and starts toward Eddie and all Eddie can think is p<i>lease, no, I don’t want to disappoint you when I cry instead of laugh</i>. He closes his eyes in anticipation as the bed sinks down on one side. His entire body is taut with tension, waiting for the attack to being. </p><p>It never does. </p><p>Instead, gentle fingers card through Eddie’s hair and a set of lips press firmly to the skin of his forehead. <br/></p><p>“Come on, sweetheart. It’s beautiful out, I’ve opened the windows,” he says into Eddie’s hairline. “Let’s have breakfast and go for a walk, yeah?”</p><p>A small breath of relief passes through Eddie as he cracks an eye open to gauge his boyfriend. Richie is nothing but soft features and gentle smiles as he continues to card his fingers through Eddie’s hair. </p><p>Some of the pressure in his bones begins to break and release, cracking open into the atmosphere as he pushes himself up into a sitting position. It lifts out of him and he feels a little bit lighter, a little bit calmer. He takes the coffee from the dresser and sips it, smiling ever so gently into the warmth of the cup. <br/></p>
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Stozier &amp; exes meeting again after not speaking for years au?
<p>Richie’s coffee was long cold, and he wasn’t sure what else he had expected. Stan had no reason to show up, he owed Richie nothing. Just because they’re both going to part of the same wedding party, didn’t mean they needed to speak to each other. Not before the party, not during, and certainly not after. They hadn’t spoken since Richie had left, which had been… God, had to be going on six years. </p>
<p>It wasn’t as though the break up had been bad. It hadn’t, if you were Stan. There hadn’t been any cheating, or even any fighting. There had been a simple statement, on Stanley’s behalf. <i>I love you, but I’m not in love with you anymore. </i>As though the last nine years had meant nothing, their whole childhoods as friends and going up and falling in love. And falling out of love- if you were Stan. </p> <p><a href="http://stephenskings.tumblr.com/post/183805378497" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Reddie w super horny Eddie, that&rsquo;s it. :D
<p>Eddie wasn’t playing fair, and it was making Richie’s life very fucking difficult. It had been a long four months for them both, separated by nearly the entire country for school since the end of August. Phone sex and Skype hadn’t really sustained either of them, but they’d agreed to spend their first night back in Derry with all the Losers. Maybe a mistake, given the way Eddie had latched onto him the moment he’d come in the door.<br/></p>
<p>It had been sweet, at first. Innocent. Richie had been the only Loser to make the move to the West Coast, so he’d stumbled into Bill’s place several hours after everybody had arrived, half asleep from the jet lag. Eddie had let out a very overly enthusiastic shout of his name and leaped up into his arms. Richie had nearly dropped under the surprising new weight on his tired body, but his muscle memory seemed to know how to hold Eddie Kaspbrak. </p> <p><a href="http://stephenskings.tumblr.com/post/183803230627" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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reddie and #48 please!
<p><b>Reddie</b> + meeting again at a high school reunion au</p>
<p>“This fucking sucks ass,” Richie grumbled angrily under his breath, watching people he’d hated as a teenager muck around the crowded gym that smelled every worse than it did ten years ago. High school hadn’t been a great time to Richie, but he’d come to this stupid reunion anyway just to brag of his success. Which was the only reason to ever go to one. He’d made it through high school, bullied and often beaten, for the annoying things about him that he’d used to become famous. That would show his pretentious snob-ass classmates. <br/></p> <p><a href="http://stephenskings.tumblr.com/post/183805791902" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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I&rsquo;m not a writer so maybe it&rsquo;s just me not knowing but I don&rsquo;t understand what&rsquo;s so hard about updating? Just write
<p>i’m sorry to say that my process of pulling words out of my ass has just been brought to a standstill due to the fact that the last of my available words were used to answer this fucking ask and now my ass is very empty</p>
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Stanlon and 16???
<p>“It’s now or never.”<b><br/></b></p><p>“What?” Stan asks in a whisper, his eyes trained on Mike’s. The words come as a shock to him, derived from their prior conversation, which held no relation to the suddenly expressed words. Stan’s heart pounds in his chest mulling over what these words mean.</p><p>“You heard me, Stan,” Mike says, his feet planted firmly on the ground. He reaches forward to take both of Stan’s hands in his own, squeezing lightly and stroking his thumb over across his knuckles. “I am absolutely, positively, head over heels in love with you. I have been for some time now.”</p><p>Stan’s jaw drops slightly as he continues to stare up at Mike, a certain amount of disbelief hiding behind the shine of his green eyes. </p><p>“But I cannot do this anymore,” Mike chokes out. He moves one hand up to brush back a stray blonde curl from Stan’s face, his fingertips brushing along his temple and down to caress his cheek. “I can picture a whole future with you. Waking up early on Sundays and going to the farmer’s market. Going on hikes and birdwatching. Falling asleep next to you every night would literally be a dream. But I can’t keep holding on to the possibility that <i>someday</i> it <i>might </i>happen.”</p><p>“Mike, I–”</p><p>“No, I know,” Mike interrupts to insist, nodding his head slowly. “I’ve given you as much space and time as I can. For me, it’s now or never. You either want this or you don’t. But I can’t stand around and wait for you forever, just to have you continue to string me along. I can’t do it anymore. It hurts too much.”</p><p>The end of Mike’s speech brings an intense silence to the air around them. Mike searches Stan’s face for any answers, any cues on how he’s taking it. But there’s nothing and he says nothing; for Mike, that’s all the answer he needs. He drops Stan’s hand from his own and spins around, heading towards the door and ignoring the pang of heartbreak beginning to settle in his chest.</p><p>“Mike, wait!” Stan exclaims suddenly and Mike turns around just in time for Stan to come crashing into his arms, throwing his arms around Mike’s neck as he crashes their lips together in a messy, heated kiss. Mike’s hands fly up to cup both of Stan’s cheeks. The kiss breaks after a moment and they rest their foreheads together.</p><p>“I want that,” Stan says gently, his eyes locking with Mike’s. “I want the now, Mike.”</p>
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Forced proximity with reddie? I love love love your writing!!
<p>
Thank you Anon! I hope you like this!

(also this got long so some is under the cut) <br/></p>
<p>“Bill! Get fucking back here and let us out!” Eddie cried, pounding on the door with his fists. “This is illegal! And its bullshit!”</p>
<p>Bill spoke, his voice muffled through the door. “No, we’re not letting you out until you two talk.” </p>
<p>“We’re sick of you two ignoring each other.” Bev added. </p>
<p>“We’ll be in the next room, we’ll let you out once you’ve talked.” Ben promise. </p>
<p>“This is against the Geneva convention!” Eddie yelled but he could hear his friends moving away, leaving him and Richie alone in the small broom closet. Richie was leaning against the wall, as far way from Eddie as he could be. Which wasn’t saying much, the room was tiny. </p>
<p>“Our friends suck.” Eddie said, crossing his arms and leaning against the other door. Richie didn’t look at him, instead staring at the floor. It was possibly the longest that Richie had ever gone without speaking and Eddie hated it. </p>
<p>He would be the first to admit that their friends weren’t wrong. Things had been weird between them. Three weeks ago Richie had stopped talking to Eddie, sending him vague text messages to cancel their plans and refusing to be alone with him. He was still sitting at their lunch table but wouldn’t look at Eddie and he’d hastily leave if it looked like they’d be the last two eating. If the other losers knew what was happening they weren’t telling him. <br/></p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/183799945047/forced-proximity-with-reddie-i-love-love-love" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: so fuckin, uhhh, C U T E, fic rec, reddie, i love this trope it gives me life and you did it so much justice
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Say it Ain&#039;t So for Stozier or Reddie?
<p><b>Weezer</b> - <i>Say It Ain’t So</i></p><p><br/></p><p>Stan gripped the edge of the counter tightly as he listened to Richie bang around in the other room, anger fueling his boyfriend’s actions as he ‘cleaned’ the bedroom. Stan let it go on for another couple of minutes before letting go and moving to go talk to Richie. He stood in the doorway as he watched Richie flap around with no sense of direction, angry and hurt curses muttering under his breath as he threw his shirt in the dirty laundry hamper.</p><p>“Richie…”</p><p>“What?” Richie snapped, turning to look at Stan. Stan refused to react to the tone of voice, knowing it wasn’t him that Richie was actually upset at and after a second Richie’s wet cat attitude deflated and he sighed. “Sorry, babe. I’m just…I didn’t mean to snap at you.”</p><p>“I know.”</p><p>Stan moves into the bedroom and sat down on the bed lightly, holding out his arms in a show of comfort and Richie didn’t even hesitate. Stan pulled his boyfriend’s body close and held him, letting the quiet of their room soothe them until Richie was ready to talk. After about thirty minutes he felt Richie’s body shudder and he held him tighter.</p><p>“He’s just giving up! He doesn’t even want to try chemo again. He’s just ready to die! That fucking coward!”</p><p>Stan didn’t say anything, just hummed softly and rubbed Richie’s back as he let the brunet vent his feelings and hurt. They had gotten news that the chemo for Went’s lung cancer hadn’t worked as well as the doctors had hoped, but they wanted to try another round at the end of the month. </p><p>Went had refused.</p><p>Richie’s sobs had started to become louder, more broken. “I don’t want to lose my dad.”</p><p>“Oh, baby.” Stan whispered, his heart breaking for the boy he loved. He let his fingers run through dark curls and tried to keep his own breath from hitching. He had no idea how to fix it other than just being there for him. “I know.”</p>
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Kasplon?
<p><b>Michael Jackson</b> - <i>Thriller</i></p><p>Eddie flinched when the group of girls screamed loudly next<br/>to him as a man with a chainsaw came running at them from around the corner, basically<br/>pushing them into the next room of the haunted house. Once the door was shut on<br/>chainsaw guy, Eddie stayed back from the group of girls, choosing to do this<br/>alone instead of being grouped in with a bunch of girls he didn’t know. </p><p>He sighed at the room that was laid out like a morgue.</p><p>He understood why the Hanlon’s put on a haunted house each<br/>year with their pumpkin patch, but every late September through October it meant<br/>that Eddie never got to see Mike that much, which meant he had to come into<br/>this awful place just to spend time with his boyfriend. He heard the chainsaw<br/>go off again and the door slammed open as another group of screaming people<br/>came through, only looking at Eddie for a second before deciding he wasn’t a<br/>scare threat as they moved on.</p><p>Eddie waited until he couldn’t hear anymore voices before<br/>making his way over to the wall lined with fake freezer lockers, reaching down<br/>to knock on locker nineteen. He grinned when he heard moving around in it and<br/>stood back when it started to open and the tall zombified form of his boyfriend<br/>sat up with a grin.</p><p>“Hey there.” Mike greeted happily, turning so his legs could<br/>dangle from the board and he reached over to wrap him arms around Eddie’s waist,<br/>pulling him close. Eddie couldn’t help but laugh because even though Mike<br/>looked awful, pale flaky skin with obvious head wounds, he still found the guy<br/>so fucking attractive and he reached up to press a kiss to Mike’s grease paint<br/>covered lips.</p><p>“How much longer till your break? I’ve been through the<br/>house like five times.”</p><p>Mike chuckled and gave Eddie’s cheek a kiss. “About thirty<br/>more minutes. You should really just come work here, you know the lay out and<br/>everything like that back of your hand. Even if you don’t wanna dress up, I’m<br/>sure my mom would love to have you as a manager. You’d be better than Caroline.”</p><p>Eddie rolled his eyes. “A wet sock would be better than<br/>Caroline.” </p><p>Mike hummed and leaned over to kiss Eddie again, Eddie<br/>pushing up on his toes so he could deepen the kiss. He inhaled sharply when he<br/>felt Mike’s tongue push against his lips, opening his mouth to let his<br/>boyfriend in and moving to wrap his arms tightly around Mike’s neck. They were<br/>so caught up in each other that neither of them had heard the sound of a chainsaw<br/>running nor the sound of screams entering the room.</p><p>They pulled apart at a loud gasp and Eddie glanced around<br/>his boyfriend’s frame to see a group of preteens staring wide-eyed at them. He<br/>glanced up at Mike and tapped his leg to let him know what to do, letting out<br/>an ungodly loud scream as Mike groaned, grabbing Eddie by the shoulder and pretended<br/>to sink his teeth into the flesh on Eddie’s neck. The teens screamed and ran, both<br/>of them laughing as Eddie tried to wipe at the grease paint now on his neck.</p><p>“I’ll see you by the taffy apples in twenty minutes.”</p><p>“Sure thing, my Zombie King.”</p><p>Send me more <a href="http://xandertheundead.tumblr.com/post/183773696020/song-prompt">song prompts</a> if you’d like!</p>
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FRIENDS WITH BENEFITS STANLON DEAR GOD PLEASE
<p>Omg what a TROPE. Why don’t we have more of this with these two??</p><p>Sorta NSFW! </p><p><br/></p><p><b></b></p><p>It wasn’t supposed to be like this. Stan knew that. He wasn’t supposed to fall asleep next to Mike once they’ve finished, wasn’t supposed to dream about him. And not sexy dreams. His dreams about Mike were the two of them getting a dog or buying in a farmhouse. Totally inappropriate for their agreement, which was supposed to be sex and only sex. </p><p>Next to him Mike shifted, rolling over and throwing an arm over Stan, pulling him closer until Stan’s back was pressed to his chest. Both were still naked. He had texted Mike after his night class, asking if he could come over. Mike had sent an eager yes and, when he got to Mike’s dorm, the other man had been waiting for him, leaning against his door frame and looking straight out of a college brochure. </p><p>Stan still didn’t understand why Mike had asked him to this arrangement, the man could have probably had anyone he wanted.  When he had asked Stan, over three months ago, Stan had agreed before he’d even considered the implications. All he had been thinking about was that he could finally kiss Mike. And he had, immediately after he’d agreed. The two had melted into each other, hands roaming and clothes falling away. It was amazing, just like it had been every time since. </p><p>The only problem was Stan’s damn heart. It wanted all of Mike, not to be just his late night call. It wanted morning brunches and movie dates. It wanted to hold Mike’s hand and kiss his cheek. He wanted to bring him home to meet his parents. All of it. </p><p>Sometimes, Stan thought that Mike wanted that too. He never asked Stan to leave when they finished and often the two would end up staying up late and talking. Mike would give Stan something clean to wear, knowing how he hated putting on his old clothes. Stan had come to love how Mike’s oversized shirts felt on him, the smell of his detergent and the small smile he got whenever he saw Stan in one. </p><p>Next to him, Mike stirred, kissing Stan’s bare shoulder. “Since you’re still here,” He started, grinding into him. Stan could feel that he was hard again, his erection brushing Stan’s ass and causing him to gasp. “What about round two?” He asked, taking Stan’s earlobe between his teeth and tugging gently. </p><p>Stan nodded, stifling a moan as Mike’s hand snaked down and grabbed him, starting to gently pump him into hardness. The two started rocking against each other, the motions now familiar, and soon Stan flipped over to look at Mike, unable to stop himself from capturing his lips and kissing him hard. </p><p>“What was that for?” Mike asked. Even in the dim light Stan could see that Mike had a small smile on his lips. </p><p>“Wanted to.” He replied, being as honest as he’d allow himself. </p><p>“Well, I want to do this.” Mike replied, disappearing under the covers. A second later Stan felt Mike’s lips on his cock and he had to bite his lip to stop from calling out. As Mike’s mouth moved on him Stan told himself to stop being selfish, to be happy with what he had but he couldn’t stop the disappoint from creeping in, the discontent growing in him with each passing second. He hated this, hated himself for agreeing. For the hundredth time he promised himself he’d end it. Right after one more kiss. </p>
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bichie!
<p>Oh man.<br/><br/><b>Franz Ferdinand</b> -<i> Do You Want To?</i></p><p>Richie let his eyes follow the red head through the masses
of people, the music blaring so loud he could feel the vibrations through the
rubber soles of his shoes and he smirked when he saw the man move close to Mike
to yell something in his ear.</p><p>“So, that’s Bill?”</p><p>Beverly frowned, probably unable to hear him with the
blaring music, but when she saw where his gaze was, she leaned over and pressed
her lips to Richie’s ear so he could hear her.</p><p>“That’s Bill!” She yelled. “The writer Mike always talks
about!”</p><p>Richie snorted a little at that, pursing his lips a little
at how close this Bill guy was standing next to Mike and he pushed himself away
from the wall while handing Beverly his drink. He gave Bev a small salute
before heading over to his friend and Bill, reaching out to interrupt them
rudely by placing a loud smacking kiss on Mike’s cheek and grinning at Bill
smugly.</p><p>“Who’s your friend, Mikey?”</p><p>He barely heard anything Mike said, too busy watching as
Bill ‘The Writer’ sized him up with an eyebrow raised and a hip cocked to the
side. Oh. He was more attractive up close, those light blue eyes sending
something nice down Richie’s spine as the glared at him slightly. </p><p>“This is Richie, he’s the one that helped me put the gallery
together.”</p><p>“Charrrrmed.” Richie purred as he held out his hand to the
unimpressed red-head, licking his lips, tasting the leftover of his jack and coke
as Bill slid his hand into Richie’s and if they squeezed each other’s hands
just a tad too tightly in a show of dominance, Mike sure as hell didn’t notice.
He stayed by Mike’s side until the taller man had to excuse himself, leaving
just Richie and Bill to themselves, Richie biting his tongue when he saw how
Bill watched Mike go.</p><p>“He’s taken.”</p><p>He must have surprised the other, Bill looking over at him
with a shocked expression before his eyes narrowed and a bright flush spread
across his cheeks. “Who said I was interested?”</p><p>Richie let out a sharp laugh. “In Mike? Who wouldn’t be interested?
But he’s got someone already, so you can stop looking at him like that.”</p><p>The puff of Bill’s chest made Richie want to laugh and he
stepped closer to the other, leaning down so he could speak lowly into the
other’s ear with a hum. “But I’m not.”</p><p>He pulled back to look into wide blue eyes and that night
Richie could check off sex against a dumpster off his bucket list.</p><p><br/></p><p>Give me more <a href="http://xandertheundead.tumblr.com/post/183773696020/song-prompt">song prompts</a> if you’d like!</p>
Tags: oh my god that ending, fic rec, bichie

Post id: 183736270123
Date: Tue, 26 Mar 2019 22:07:59
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/183736270123/do-any-of-the-0t7-couple-off-and-have-sex-just
Slug: do-any-of-the-0t7-couple-off-and-have-sex-just
Reblog key: XgRh28Mt
Reblog url: https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/183733702717/do-any-of-the-0t7-couple-off-and-have-sex-just
Reblog name: wonderwheelzier
do any of the 0t7 couple off and have sex just them two regularly? do you have any hcs about that? like who does it the most often and stuff?
<p>I’d say that Bill and Richie pair off the most, as I hc them as being FWB before the seven of them got together, and it’s like old habits for them. Also Ben and Beverly sleep In the same bed so they usually couple up. I can imagine Mike and Eddie pairing off as well as Mike, to me, is super giving and caring in bed. He wants to please the other person and draw it all out for as long as possible, and Eddie <i>loves</i> that. Stan is the one who all of the others try and sneak off with because he’s some sort of sex guru and knows all of their weaknesses, but he’s a tease and turns them down most of the time lmao</p>
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When Richie becomes a famous AC-Tor! of the stage of screen! he enjoys confusing the press by bring a different one of the Losers to events &quot;is Richard Tozier dating stunning Model and designer Beverly Marsh?&quot; &quot;Tozier, on-set romance with screen writer?&quot; &quot;Who is the tall dark stranger with Richie at the BAFTAs?&quot; &quot;Movie Star and renowned architect spotted *together* in Chicago&quot; &quot;Ride share billionaire and his new Hollywood squeeze&quot; &quot;Tozier on Romance: It&#039;s for the birds!&quot;
<p>THIS IS A FUCKING CONCEPT. </p><p>No one puts two and two together. They think Richie is just a hot shot who sleeps around and has no ability to commit to a relationship. They don’t know that he’s committed, alright. He’s committed to six wonderful people across the country who he loves so much. </p><p>The others always laugh at the tabloids, too. They soak up their 15 minutes of fame and whenever one of them mentions an old flame they can’t help but snapchat their group and make fun of it. Imagine the group chat. Just imagine it. </p><p>“Oh, Stan, didn’t you hear? You’re old news. I’m Richie’s lover, now.”<br/>“Fuck you, Mike. I slept with Richie literally last Tuesday.”<br/>“Oh yeah? I slept with Richie 2 hours ago.”<br/>“Not everyone can live in LA like you two, Bev.”<br/>“Whatever, the best sex is limo sex and you all know it.”<br/>“Nothing will beat the time that my manager had to remove me from set because of the rumors about me and Richie. Those were fun times.”<br/>“Yeah, fun times that almost ruined your career. At least Richie and I get some privacy in the comfort of my workspaces.”<br/>“You mean your fucking sky scrapers?”<br/></p>
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Ot7 hc that they have a night every few weeks where the whole group is dedicated to making just one person feel good. This time it&rsquo;s Eddie&rsquo;s night because he&rsquo;s been having a lot of bad days at work recently, and he&rsquo;s lying in the middle while he makes out with Stan while Bev is rubbing Eddie&rsquo;s nipples while Mike is massaging his stomach. And Bill and Richie alternate between giving him head while Ben slowly fucks him and it&rsquo;s just a sweet scene where everyone is only focused on loving Eddie.
<p>I can imagine Eddie always being stressed at work as he’s such a naturally anxious person and wants to complete everything by a deadline, especially cars that come in for repairs. And he comes home from work so drained and Beverly is the first to notice it, so she takes his hand - it’s rough and still covered in little dots of oil - and leads him upstairs to the bathroom where she sits with him and runs a bubble bath for him to relax. She knows Eddie is still unsure on how they are romantically, so she never kisses him on the lips, but kisses his hands and his hair and his cheek to keep him calm. </p><p>When he’s lying there she washes his hair for him, and when he has his eyes closed she’s subtly texting the others to let them know to get ready for tonight, and he tells her about his day. She tells him how good he’s being doing recently and how much he’s worked and everyone is so proud of him, and he kisses her palm when she strokes his cheek, showing her he loves her. </p><p>Eddie dries off and changes into one of Bill’s painting shirts and some basketball shorts of Ben’s, and follows Beverly to the living room where the boys are. They’re all sat in what looks like a fort, covered in blankets and pillows, and are all smiling at him. Richie is the first to come to him, kissing his forehead and wrapping his arms around him.</p><p>‘What’s going on?’ Eddie would ask and Richie would rest a hand on the small of his back and rub his thumb in a soft circle, the way he knows Eddie loves</p><p>‘We wanna take care of you, sweets’ he’d smile, and eddie realises what week it is and his entire body goes warm. The last time they did this it was Bill’s turn and he remembers how blissed out his boyfriend had looked, having six people pleasure him in any way they could. And now it was his turn.</p><p>Richie would slowly lead him over to stand in the centre of their circle, everyone looking up at him so obediently, and they’d ask him what he wanted them to do.  Eddie tells Mike to strip him down and kisses him through it, asking Ben to get himself ready while it’s happening. Eddie then lies down and let’s himself be surrounded by his lovers, Beverly peppering kisses across his chest whilst Mike kisses his stomach and massages his hips. Stan goes for his neck, earning soft little whines from Eddie, and Bill and Richie go for his cock, wanting to tease him just a little bit because everyone knows Eddie loves that. They’re both giving him head at the same time, which is torture because Eddie isn’t used to feeling two tongues or mouths on him at once and it’s making him squirm, but he moans through it because both of them feel amazing. </p><p>When Ben eventually fucks him, he feels like he’s floating and just leans back and closes his eyes, feeling pleasure from all sides, kissing Stan softly and feeling his hair to keep him grounded. But he can still feel them all. Ben’s hips stuttering against his, Bill and Richie’s tongues, Bev’s lips on his chest, Mike’s hands on his hips and stomach. And he feels alive, more alive than he’s ever felt, and he wishes this could last forever. </p>
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OT7 headcanon; While all the guys know about Beverly&#039;s past and how her Dad treated her, she never asks them to treat her differently, but they go out of the way regardless to make sure she knows how loved she is.  And also, they make sure Beverly understands that they know she is strong and can take care of herself, but that she always has the guys to support and be there for her!
<p>They know she has her boundaries even though she doesn’t talk about them much, and they would never try to push their luck with her, even Richie. They’ve learnt their lesson from when they were kids and wouldn’t include her or worried about her too much just because she was a girl or because of her father and now know she trusts them with her life to not put her in danger. </p><p>They’re always so supportive of her and her dreams of becoming a fashion designer too, and they always ask to model her men’s designs and projects so she can see them and make changes. Stan is usually the one who offers the most, Eddie too when he isn’t busy at work, and Beverly is so thankful for him always being open to wearing whatever she puts on him.</p><p>Also going back to my headcanon about Bev and Rich always holding hands, Richie does it not only because he loves contact, but to let Bev know he’s right by her side at all times. Not as a bodyguard, but more like a superhero’s sidekick. When they go out drinking he will never take his eyes off of her, not even for a second, and makes sure she never leaves her drink unattended or that no one weird dances with her and trust me there’s been a few instances where that’s happened and the other loser boys step in.</p><p>Beverly never feels overcrowded or babied because of this, she feels so safe and secure and <i>confident</i>. Her boys bring her up and support her in the best way possible and she still feels in control of her life and I think this is one of the most important things in OT7. </p>
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Office romance with reddie?
<p>This got a little long so I put it under the cut. </p>
<p>“Shut up! Someone will hear us!” Eddie hissed, glancing around nervously. </p>
<p>Richie, unsurprisingly, didn’t seem worried. “Eds, it’s fine. It’s part 7pm. Everyone is gone. ” He slotted his body against Eddie’s, pressing slow kisses to his neck. “Besides baby, you know I can’t be quiet.” He palmed Eddie, who couldn’t stop himself from keening into the touch. “And I know you like that.”  Eddie rolled his eyes but brought Richie’s lips back to his, trying to kiss the stupid grin off his face. </p>
<p>At first it had been annoying, the way Richie flirted with Eddie every chance he got. He was in IT so, for the first few months, Eddie had seen a lot of him, it seemed like something was always going wrong with his email, his computer, his phone. Richie spent a lot of time under Eddie’s desk and Eddie spent a lot of time listening to blow job jokes. </p>
<p>He’d resisted Richie’s flirtations for months, telling himself that Richie just wanted to get a rise out of him. Until his resolved crumbled after one too many drinks at the office Christmas party. He had pulled Richie into a dark conference room,d tasting the liquored up eggnog on his lips as they kissed. </p>
<p>After that they’d started doing this whenever they could, Richie would pretend that he had a business question for Eddie and they would make out in the stairwell or Eddie’s mouse would suddenly stop working and he’d disappear into a supply closet for an hour. They hadn’t been caught yet and Eddie wanted to keep it that way.</p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/183754689137/office-romance-with-reddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: fic rec

Post id: 183754690938
Date: Wed, 27 Mar 2019 17:32:56
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/183754690938/richie-jokingly-i-bet-big-bill-can-show-us-a
Slug: richie-jokingly-i-bet-big-bill-can-show-us-a
Reblog key: oXg6oOPv
Reblog url: https://queen-sock.tumblr.com/post/183748474515/richie-jokingly-i-bet-big-bill-can-show-us-a
Reblog name: queen-sock
Richie, jokingly: I bet Big Bill can show us a good time ;) Bill, sweating: *flashing back to Stan fucking him and making him come multiple times* I... yes... I am.... dom
<p>THIS IS SO CANON I CAN BARELY STAND IT</p>
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Oh tea? You don&rsquo;t like Finns Richie?
<p>Alright lots of potentially controversial
opinions here</p><p>Okay, no, let me rephrase. I thought <i>Finn’s performance </i>of the character for him was
great! He’s a good actor, and he played the role he was given well.
</p><p>That said, I really really don’t like the character he <i>plays</i>. He’s not a very fleshed out
character, and he doesn’t really encompany what makes Richie <i>Richie</i>. It’s one of the many
things I hate about IT (2017) is how they portray Richie.
</p><p>I think Finn’s performance as an actor for Richie was spot on. Bravo. But the character
wasn’t funny, he didn’t do voices or use any of his catchphrases, and they took the symbolism
and metaphors over his fears and psyche out of the story entirely, which effectively watered
down the character and honestly kind of ruined him for me.
</p><p>Maybe I’m biased because Richie is the most connected I’ve been with a character, but whatever.
</p><p>At first I thought <i>Hell yeah! Richie Tozier! </i>But as I was more influenced by the fandom, watched the 1990 miniseries and read the book, I felt like we had been super robbed from
Richie’s character similar to that of Mike, Stan or Ben’s character.
</p><p>(<i>Of course I understand there’s bigger issues with Mike and Stan’s characters, like
racism possibly being on of the reasons they weren’t fleshed out, and If i’m way off the mark for
making this comparison, I will correct myself and apologize, just let me know.)</i>
</p><p>Richie is an entertaining character. Finn’s portrayal (again, I’m not <i>attacking Finn,</i> or his
acting skill. Just the character he plays) has a few funny lines, sure, but for the most part, He’s
primarily crude, or obnoxious. His jokes rely on sex (almost all of them relate to sex) instead of
his voices (which are seen maybe twice? In the film? <i>Mr. Hanscom! Schools out for summa’!
</i>And <i>Doesn’t smell like caca to me senor</i> are the only examples I can think of.)
</p><p>His characters fear (which!! The kids’ fears are <i>pretty big fuckin’ deal</i> in this book) was
changed completely to that of the book version. In the novel he’s afraid of being forgotten, he’s
afraid of being the werewolf (see; <i>disaster bisexual</i>) as well as a long list of heavily symbolic
fears that tons of people have looked into. In the movie, they made it fucking clowns, which the
only symbolism or correlation I could manage is that he’s afraid of clowns even though he is a
class clown but we don’t even get to see that in action.
</p><p>Richie also has a long list of catchphrases and inside jokes (<i>Chuckalicious, Any good
chucks, Eds,</i> etc) and they were all taken out of the movie, for what? Bill and the Clown are the
only people who say Eds at any given point in the film. And we all know the importance of the
nickname Eds.
</p><p>And honestly? The character is really just obnoxious, like damn can he just shut up?
Please?
</p><p>The more I think about Richie in the 2017 film the more I think that we were robbed.
</p><p>Okay rant over</p>
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Mike Hanlon
<p><b>how i feel about this character: </b> i love him!! sm!! he’s so brave for staying behind, like no one should have to live alone with the knowledge he had, especially not for as long as he did. he’s so selfless i adore him</p><p><b>all the people i ship him with romantically:</b> stan and bill</p><p><b>nonromantic otp: </b>richie!! their banter is so good, he keeps up w richie like no one else, i love it</p><p><b>unpopular opinion: </b>i’ve said it before and i’ll say it again, the book should’ve ended with him, not bill. “i loved you guys, you know. i loved you so much.” those lines are so FUCKING poignant i get chills every time, that would’ve been the perfect way to end the book. like i get that it ended on a hopeful not but really the book is about mike and the love between the losers club and the fact that it was never meant to last so those lines encompass it perfectly!! also the word “loved” just fucks me up in general lol</p><p><b>one thing i wish would happen/had happened in canon: </b>i wish he had someone to talk to, someone he could find genuine love with bc he’s so lonely and so caring and he deserves to share love with someone!! ):</p><p>thanks for the ask!!</p>
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Hello! I really like your interpretation of the losers(esp Richie and Eddie!) I wanted to know what superpowers would you give each of them and an explanation as to why, I just feel liked you&rsquo;d choose really fitting ones!
<p>omg thank you!?!! i love this question </p>
<p>ok so <b>richie</b> would definitely be immortal (100% inspired by nathan from misfits) and he’d mostly use it to prank people and do dumb shit</p>
<ul><li>richie: did you know that some guy jacked off so much at once he died?<br/></li>
<li>ben: whoa really? </li>
<li>richie: guess what im doing tonight</li>
<li>ben: <i>no-</i>
</li>
</ul><p><b>eddie </b>has telekinesis. but not the kind that requires you to move your arms around and stuff. most of the time he doesnt even need to <i>look</i> at the things he wants to move to move them</p>
<ul><li>he uses it mostly to throw things at richie to get him to shut up<br/></li>
<li>but will also not hesitate to throw anyone who messes with him 10 feet into the air</li>
</ul><p><a href="https://belbys.tumblr.com/post/172367644023/hello-i-really-like-your-interpretation-of-the" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Seguir leyendo</a></p>
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richie fucks eddie in a wall with &lsquo;gorilla&rsquo; by bruno mars playing in the back. change my mind.
<p><b>long post warning - also nsfw obviously</b></p><hr><p>okay but how about this</p><p>It’s a hot evening. They don’t have the air conditioning too high because they can’t afford that electric bill. There’s probably better things they could be doing with a heat wave but somehow they end up tangled in their bedroom. The blankets are all pushed to the floor and Eddie is straddling Richie’s lap, rocking against him desperately. The music is playing to drown out their moans since they live with the other Losers.</p><p>They’re sweaty and hot and even though it should be less than sexy, they can’t get enough.</p><p>Richie grabs the lube from the nightstand, knocking almost everything else off because he refuses to pull away from Eddie long enough to look. He pops it open and slicks his fingers up, sliding his hand into Eddie’s briefs to stroke at his hole. Eddie hisses out against his lips, telling him not to tease or he’ll do it himself.</p><p>So Richie pushes a finger into him, nipping at his throat when Eddie lifts his head and lets out a gasp. He works him open fast, scissoring and curling his fingers. By the time he’s three fingers deep and swallowing Eddie’s whimpers with deep, languid kisses, they’re beyond ready. They both scramble to take off the rest of their clothes.</p><p>But they don’t even make it back to the bed. Richie has Eddie against the wall in an instant, his palms flat against the hard surface and his legs spread. Richie presses into him slow after lubing up, filling him inch by inch but Eddie’s too damn hot for sweet and slow. It doesn’t take long for him to rile Richie up into fucking him hard and fast.</p><p>Richie slides one hand into Eddie’s hair, tilting his head back as he thrusts into him, kissing and sucking at his throat. Eddie starts stroking his own cock in time with Richie’s thrusts. When the song ends and it takes a few seconds for another to start, all they can hear is the sound of skin slapping against skin and Eddie’s whimpers and moans.</p><p>Eddie comes first, not long after that, and Richie barely slows down before he tells him not to stop. It’s all too much but he likes it  and he loves how Richie sounds when he’s close. All breathless and desperate, moaning out Eddie’s name as praise falls from his lips. Eddie is shaking and tears sting at his eyes from the overstimulation but Richie finally comes, stilling inside of him and pressing kisses over Eddie’s shoulder.</p><p>They collapse onto the bed completely naked after cleaning up their mess and they snooze for a while before Eddie wakes Richie up with kisses over his back, asking if he’s up for round two since the heat isn’t breaking any time soon. </p><p>Stan comes banging on the door a few hours later telling them that he set bottles of waters in the hallway so they don’t dehydrate themselves like dumbasses and also that they aren’t subtle at all since Eddie’s sex playlist is public on spotify.</p>
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kidnapping please!
<p>- okay so, this is a little different to what I usually write, but let’s give it a shot! If any of you want me to expand then hmu!</p><p>—</p><p>- When Eddie was a baby, he was adopted by Frank Kaspbrak who really wanted a child, but as unable to due to not being in a relationship.</p><p>- They live in California. </p><p>- Eddie is his pride and joy, everything Frank does, is for Eddie and Eddie alone.</p><p>- Then, when Eddie is four years old, he is at the daycare that Frank takes him to when he is working. </p><p>- On one Wednesday afternoon, a woman by the name of Sonia walks in, claiming to be Eddie’s aunt from out of town. </p><p>- One of the faults that the daycare made that day was not checking with Frank that this woman was legit, and they let her take him with her. </p><p>- That was the day that Eddie Kaspbrak was abducted.</p><p>- When Frank comes to pick him up, the daycare informs him what happened and he explains that Eddie doesn’t <i>have</i> an aunt from out of town and the police are called. </p><p>- A search is instructed, but by that time, even the detectives have to say that the chances of finding the four year old again are slim. </p><p>- Years pass, and each day on the anniversary, Frank appeals to the woman to took away his little boy from him. </p><p>- Meanwhile, in a little small town of Derry, Maine, all the way across the country from where Frank is, Sonia brings up little Eddie as her own child and no-one in the town is any the wiser. </p><p>- He goes to school, makes friends even though he’s quite shy and reserved due to Sonia’s strict parenting. </p><p>- He’s not allowed a mobile, or access to the internet unless he is being watched by her, and he’s never allowed to go on any school trips. </p><p>- During the summers when he is older, he is barely allowed to go to the Quarry with his friends; Bill, Stan, Mike, Ben, Bev and Richie.</p><p>- Richie…</p><p>- Richie is Eddie’s saving grace. He is not only the smartest kid at Derry High, but he is also Eddie’s <i>best</i> friend (and later boyfriend but not that Sonia knows that).</p><p>- He sneaks Eddie out of his room, gives him access to the internet and lets him use his mobile. </p><p>- They get together at Bills 16th birthday party, after being unable to hold it back anymore. </p><p>- They don’t tell anyone for a long time, out of fear that Sonia would find out, but eventually they come clean to the losers who are all very supportive. </p><p>- When Eddie is seventeen, his mother finds out about Richie and the internet use and everything else and she snaps. </p><p>- Scared that she’s going to be discovered and Eddie will be taken away from her, she locks him in his room and bolts the window shut so Richie can’t get in and Eddie can’t get out.</p><p>- When he doesn’t show up at school, Richie starts to get worried and he goes over, but Sonia turns him away by saying Eddie is sick and Richie would just make him worse. </p><p>- That’s when he discovers that the window is bolted shut, and Eddie sobs through the locked window for help.</p><p>- Richie goes home and tells his parents, who consider calling the police to report child abuse. </p><p>- That night, it is the thirteenth anniversary of Eddie’s disappearance and it’s on the news, which Richie and his parents are watching. </p><p>- Then they bring up a picture of what Eddie would look like now, grafted by the police and Richie almost chokes on his food, because the picture staring back at him is <i>his</i> Eddie.</p><p>- Maggie and Went waste no time calling the police and soon Eddie’s street is swarmed with police cars and sirens.</p><p>- Knowing that Eddie is going to be freaking out, Richie rushes over to the house and explains himself to the cops who he is and he’s allowed to go into the house where Eddie is sitting with a lady as she explains things to him.</p><p>- When Eddie sees Richie he bursts into tears and rushes over to him, clinging to him tight. </p><p>- Richie guides him back down and out of the window he sees Sonia in the back of a cop car, clearly in handcuffs.</p><p>- They are both told about what happened when Eddie was four years old, and how his real father is in California and has been looking for him for thirteen years. </p><p>- The aftermath is gruelling and Eddie is terrified, but he is thankful that Richie is right there with him the whole time. </p><p>- And when he is finally reunited with Frank, it feels as though there is a piece of him that was missing, falling back into place. </p>
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Reddie and &ldquo;So, we&rsquo;re just going to ignore the fact that you drunk-dialed me to tell me you love me?&rdquo; or &ldquo;I turned out liking you a lot more than i originally planned&rdquo; 😊
<p>Eddie turned to Richie, planning comment on how cheesy the toasts were, but stopped when he noticed that Richie was already looking at him, his expression unreadable. <br/></p><p>“What? Do I have food on my face?” Eddie asked worriedly, wiping his hand quickly over his mouth.</p><p>“No it’s- it’s nothing.” Richie said, looking straight ahead again. </p><p>Eddie wanted to ask but didn’t. Richie was doing him a favor by coming to his aunt’s wedding. They’d agreed to go as friends, mostly so Eddie’s mom couldn’t force him to dance with any of ‘the nice Christian girls’ and Eddie had been excited to spend time alone with his friend but Richie had been acting strange all night, beginning when he came to Eddie’s house and saw his tux and didn’t tease Eddie for it. He’d been quiet all night and if Eddie knew one thing it was that a quiet Richie was an unhappy Richie. But when he tried to ask Richie had just shrugged and turned away. </p><p>The speeches finished and space was cleared for the dance floor. Eddie glanced around, thinking about both how over the top all the decorations were but also how much he wanted this someday- the wedding, the marriage. He refused to think about who he wanted it with though he couldn’t stop his eyes from glancing over to Richie. </p><p>He was about to say something when Richie turned to him, looking uncharacteristically nervous, and asked if Eddie wanted to ‘cut a rug’.  He nodded, following Richie to the dance floor and trying not to laugh at his flailing attempts at dancing. </p><p>Predictably, soon the music changed to a slow song and the two shuffled closer. Eddie tried not to be anxious, he’d been this close to Richie many times before during movie nights or when they read comics in his bed. But this was different, not just because of the wedding but because Richie wouldn’t look at him.  As the song went on Eddie felt himself getting more and more annoyed by it.</p><p>After a few minutes he stepped back and now, finally, Richie looked at him. “Where are you going Eds?” </p><p>He swallowed, forcing himself to say what was clearly happening. “You know, if you didn’t want to come you could have just said it. I didn’t mean to drag you here.” </p><p>“Wait, what?” Richie was clearly confused. He reached out but Eddie shook his head, moving further back.</p><p>“You’ve been weird all night. You could have just said no.” He turned to walk away but felt a hand on his wrist, holding him in place.</p><p>“That’s not it Eds, not at all.” Richie said, his voice low. </p><p>Eddie turned, waiting for Richie to explain. Richie’s eyes fell and he mumbled something that Eddie couldn’t hear. “What?” He asked, stepping slightly closer.</p><p>“I turned out to like you a lot more than I originally planned.” Richie said, now bringing his eyes up to look at Eddie. </p><p>Eddie felt his face flush but he stepped closer, closing the gap between them. “What do you mean?” </p><p>Richie swallowed, bringing a hand to the back of his neck. “I knew I liked you before all this but seeing you in a suit? And being surrounded by all this? I guess I can’t handle all of it. I can’t pretend that I don’t like you.” </p><p>That was all Eddie needed to hear. He pushed on his tip toes, his hands going to Richie’s chest and connecting his lips with Richie’s. After a brief second Richie kissed him back and Eddie could feel both of them smiling into the kiss. </p>
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<p>This is so cute!</p><ul><li>Eddie has been on for a while and he’s sick of talking to weirdos but decides to try one last person before signing off. <br/></li><li>The name that pops up is ‘Trashmouth’.</li><li>‘Great,’ he thinks, ‘Another creep.’</li><li>But the person that pops up is someone his age who is holding a ukulele and immediately launches into a raunchy song, not looking at Eddie as he sings loudly and strums his heart out. </li><li>Against his better judgment he listens to the whole thing and ends up giggling at the lyrics, they’re stupid but they are funny. </li><li>When he does the other boy opens his eyes and stares at him, his shtick abandoned. </li><li>‘Shit, that was cute.’ The guy says, grinning at Eddie. ‘Can you make that noise again baby?’</li><li>Who wrinkles his nose because, great, this guy is a creep. </li><li>So he leans back and crosses his arms, looking at the guy for the first time. Eddie has to admit that he’s cute, even with that rat’s nest of hair. <br/></li><li>‘You have to earn it.’ <br/></li><li>The guys nods 
eagerly. ‘Shit, okay.’ He gets up and Eddie thinks he left but he returns soon with pieces of loose leaf paper. ‘I’ll read you some of my jokes.’ </li><li>‘Are they your mom jokes?’ </li><li>The guy looks at him guiltily. ‘I mean, not <i>all </i>of them are.’ </li><li>Eddie shrugs and makes the ‘go on’ motion with his hand. To his surprise this guy is actually pretty funny and Eddie soon realizes why his name is Trashmouth.</li><li>He asks the guy if he wants to be a comedian and he admits he does. The he asks Eddie what he wants to be and soon Eddie is telling his life story- how he wants to be a mechanic because his dad was one, how his mom hates the idea, how much he wants to leave his small town the day he graduations. He learns about the other guy too, that his name is Richie and that he only lives a few hours away. <br/></li><li>Before he realizes it it’s 3am and both are lying on their beds, yawning but not wanting to hang up.</li><li>‘I should probably go to bed.’ Eddie says, though he’s reluctant to hang up. He knows its unlikely he’ll ever talk to this guy again. </li><li>Richie nods. ‘Same. I’ve got band practice tomorrow.’ </li><li>But neither move. Then, after a minute, Richie speaks again, looking almost nervous. ‘You know, I’m working on other jokes. Maybe I could try them out on you? On skype? Or something.’</li><li>Eddie feels himself grinning and he nods, hopefully not too eagerly. ‘I’d like that - a lot.’</li><li>Richie grins back, ‘Me too.’ </li></ul>
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stozier for the music drabble!!
<p style="">

<b><a href="http://stephenskings.tumblr.com/ask">Send me a pairing and I’ll write a short snippet based off whatever song comes on my shuffle!</a></b>

<br/></p>
<p><b>Stozier + <a href="https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=qxW0cPo7F_o"> Come Home</a></b> by One Republic</p>
<p>Stan supposed it had been a mistake, to part with Richie when he left Derry. At the time it had seemed like the only option. Doing long distance wasn’t something Stan was willing to risk everything he had with Richie for. All the years of friendship, everything he’d been through together. He’d figured it would have been better to leave them off they were, all the memories untarnished and wonderful, rather than have them diminished by the struggles of dating somebody across the country. Richie had agreed, and they’d split at the end of the summer. </p>
<p>The issue now, of course, was that Stan was pretty fucking miserable. He’d underestimated how hard it would be to back to being just friends with somebody you’d shared every single first with. With your first love. Every conversation with Richie in the last four months had been stiff and awkward, each one growing shorter and shorter until phone calls turned into texts, and then texts stopped and Stan only ever heard from Richie in their Losers Club group chat. And it stung, worse than anything Stan could remember. He often wondered if it stung for Richie, too, and vowed that one day he would ask.</p> <p><a href="http://stephenskings.tumblr.com/post/183201793952" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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How did richie get cursed???
<figure data-orig-width="1800" data-orig-height="1200" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/27a91e36eff8ef4097d84a2d5b3b6441/tumblr_inline_ponb0oaype1udfk9p_540.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="1800" data-orig-height="1200"/></figure><p>	It hurt to remember it. </p>
<p>	A low whine rattled from his chest as the memory surfaced, a fuzzy thing. It felt like he was looking at it without his glasses on, or maybe with them, but with the lenses smashed to smithereens.  It was fractured. Still visible, but more than broken, and more than enough to make his head pound. </p>
<p>	He remembered being alone. </p>
<p>	He didn’t remember why. Something about not wanting his friends to get hurt, he’d thought, or at least, he <i>thought </i>he’d thought. </p>
<p>	There had been darkness, too, the sort that crept over his skin and devoured him whole, and a musty smell that had made him wrinkle his nose. </p>
<p>	He’d pushed forward. It was all he had thought to do, at the time. Floorboards had creaked and groaned under his weight. Dust floated through the air and danced around his feet with every step. </p>
<p>	Maybe pushing forward was the wrong word. </p>
<p>	It was more like being forced forward, drawn along on a string, further and further into the house that held nothing but the stench of rotting wood along with something coppery. It made his lips curl. It made his heart thump heavily in his chest. He’d said something, then. An empty threat. A little <i>fuck you</i> sort of message to the darkness around him. </p>
<p><i>	“I’m not afraid of you.”</i></p> <p><a href="https://curseddragontozier.tumblr.com/post/183578065011/how-did-richie-get-cursed" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Bottom Richie w a vibratory stuck in him as Eddie plays with the remote while they&rsquo;re somewhere Richie can&rsquo;t act out and either Richie cums in public and has to grab onto Eddie or Richie comes as soon as they&rsquo;re alone either way it makes Richie open for Eddie to fuck him into overstimulation
<p>Omg okay imagine Richie is the one that suggests it at first because he always loves seeing new kinky shit online and trying it out. Eddie is a little reluctant because he isn’t really into public stuff but he wants Richie to be happy and he’s promised a round of damn good sex when they get home so he agrees.</p><p>They go out to dinner at some fancy restaurant and Eddie has the remote in his pocket and whilst they decide what they want to eat he occasionally grazes his fingers over the button that turns the vibrator on. He keeps glancing at Richie, but the asshole doesn’t even seem fazed yet he’s the one on the receiving end of all this.</p><p>So, when Eddie gets curious, he presses the button on the lowest setting as Richie is ordering dinner. He instantly freezes and sits upright mid sentence and the waiter is like ‘you okay sir?’ and Eddie is just smirking the entire time as Richie nods without saying a word. The rest of the dinner consists of Eddie slowly increasing the settings until Richie is shaking beside him. </p><p>They picked a booth so they could cuddle close together but now it’s so Richie has Eddie’s arm to hold onto as he shakes and shivers and bites back moans. Eddie, the little shit, is slowly rubbing his thigh and whispering in his ear how good he looks and how he wishes he could hear him right now, and Richie let’s out the smallest whimper and grips Eddie’s arm, accidentally making him hit the highest setting on the button. </p><p>Richie white knuckles Eddie’s arm and cums on the spot in the middle of the damn restaurant, biting his bottom lip to stop the string of whimpers and curse words from escaping, and Eddie watches with an awestruck face because quickly asking the waiter for the bill so they can go home and Eddie can wreck Richie in a much more private setting</p>
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Oh My God I Think I Like You from Crazy Ex-Girlfriend is a fwb reddie song and I can&#039;t stop thinking about it
<p>So I wrote a whole ass thing about this and I’m currently crying a lot because I refreshed the fucking page like a whore would and– here we are. Anyway:</p><p>Riche and Eddie would definitely have a friends with benefits type of situation. It would be really cute, too! They would be so charismatic and work so well together, and they’ve been friends for so long that it’s kind of ridiculous that they didn’t think of this before right? Their personalities just fit together and the sex is indescribable, so they think that being friends with benefits will be fine. </p><p>But Eddie realizes that that’s not the case when he’s laughing at Richie as he’s struggling to remove a buttoned up shirt before sex. Eddie would be sitting naked on his bed, while Richie [instead of unbuttoning the shirt] thinks he can just pull it up and off in a sexy way like he would with a normal top. He ends up getting it stuck on his upper body, with the rest of him being nude and looking like a complete loser, and Eddie would be laughing and realizing that he might really like this guy. </p><p>And then Eddie is stopping and reevaluating what his brain just thought. And then he’s panicking. </p><p>But the more he tries to avoid the thought, the more obvious it becomes because Richie is <i>such</i> a dork! They had always been such good friends, two peas in a pod, really. The way they joke around with one another, tease each other, make each other feel good in ways that were both physical and emotional. Eddie was starting to realize that this might have been a bad idea after all. He began noticing how charming Richie was, in his own strange way.</p><p>When Eddie was trying to surprise him by wearing sexy lingerie, Richie caught a glimpse of Eddie in panties while he was walking up the stairs. In a fit of excitement, he ran up the stairs, tripped, and slammed his face into the floor. Blood everywhere. Eddie was laughing the entire time.</p><p>Or when Richie decided that he should surprise Eddie with something sexy after that lingerie incident. But when Eddie is walking into his room with Stan– they see Richie lying in Eddie’s bed completely nude with rose petals everywhere and roses in his hair. Stan’s face goes blank and Richie is covering his now wilted cock and spluttering apologies while Eddie is cackling the entire time.</p><p>Richie would sometimes be unintentionally sweet– bringing Eddie candy or flowers for reasons like “I just felt like it” or “I saw them when I was walking by the store– I thought of you.” and that’s all there was to it. There would be dinners at restaurants, take out at home, movie nights, game nights, it was all too romantic for Eddie to bear. </p><p>So yes, unfortunately for Eddie, he may possibly have small, microscopic, unavoidable feelings for Richie Tozier.</p>
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ahh!! what about richie and eddie goin&rsquo; strawberry pickin!! that would be so cute!!
<p><b>A/N: Oh! Beautiful, happy sunshine babies picking themselves a nice little lunch! I love this request. Also this one comes with a great song that I thought of straightaway and listened to while writing it: strawberry blond by Mitski :D</b></p>
<p>Eddie wears his dad’s clothes and Richie’s his momma’s; the latter lets the wind push ‘round under Maggie Tozier’s funny, worn-out blouse, the one with blue and green flowers needled into the collar and a look that is very clearly designed for older ladies only, to tickle the pink button of his tummy. Purple bookbag overflowing with cheese &amp; onion chips and heels rocking over the lip of Derry’s brightest, springtime strawberry field; a happy heart, sunburn, and a less than sturdy little berry basket made out of that old blouse’s front pleats. Sweetheart with untied shoelaces. “You ready, Tiny?” Richie Tozier asks in his jungle explorer voice.</p>
<p>Tiny, known properly as Eddie Frank Kaspbrak, thank-you-very-much, standing resolutely in his neat-laced brogues and trying not to drown in the real Frank Kaspbrak’s old work satchel, chirps out in his even cooler explorer voice, “ready as I’ll ever be,” and with a shy little bump of their hips, they are ready to go. It’s the first rainless day in Derry since April started - the sixteenth - three weeks ‘til Eddie’s thirteenth birthday. Spring break is rolling out like a tongue fulla popping candy in front of them and they are quietly, but very surely, in love. </p>
<p>The sun behind Richie’s ears makes Eddie Frank Kaspbrak ache - ache the worst he ever has.</p>
<p>“You oughtta spend more time with your other friends, you know,” Eddie’s mamma told him before bed; the hot part of the night where she puts his pyjamas on and checks his weight and height with her hands all wrung, and drowns him in sluggish little goodnight kisses. This was funny, because Missus Kaspbrak didn’t like Eddie’s friends one bit, but when he learns the meaning of the phrase properly he’ll decide that here they were a lesser of two evils. That his friends had him breathless and sweaty and giggly and Richie Tozier had him something else entirely. Richie Tozier had him aching. “It’s not good to put all your chickies in one hutch, my Eddie, definitely not a hutch like that boy’s. His hutch has mould all over the panels and bugs living in between, wood wasps and maggots. The green spore-y mould that makes little boys sick, too.” </p>
<p>Eddie stamps his strong, freckly feet on the weighing scales and folds his arms quick as a cat; bossy boots. “Richie knows all the most fun games, Ma.”</p>
<p>“Can’t you play fun games with me?!”</p>
<p>“But you’re not…”</p>
<p>“I know plenty games, my sweetheart, I’m your mother! I played games since you were born! I’m the one you should love!”</p>
<p>“I…I…” Eddie doesn’t know how to explain that he just can’t. That his mom can’t throw her head back all Marilyn Monroe and mop her forehead in floods of stage tears, and she can’t wrap Wentworth Tozier’s chicken-print bathrobe around her hips in a makeshift damsel dress, and she can’t cry out to Eddie, “brave knight, brave knight! Will you take me someplace there’s no big dragon?!” He can’t explain that there is nothing on earth like planning out your games all cross-legged at Richie’s kitchen table, drawing pictures of the brightest, prettiest character you could ever want to play as in blunt green crayon, that when they play he really believes it, that when they play he’s really happy. Because that would involve explaining that Eddie likes when he has to scoop his damsel Richie up off the dirt by the hips and run away from the Toziers’ fat, miserable old cat, Louie, as if he’s a dragon; likes how Richie’s hips are sort of curvier than most boys’ in their grade and they press in all nice against his arms. Richie clings on more loving than missus Kaspbrak ever has in her life, whispering, “how shall I repay you? My first kiss? My hand in marriage, brave knight?!” and Eddie really, properly swoons. </p>
<p>And so he holds at the seat of his undies glumly, says, “I do love you, Ma,” and lets her squeal with pleasure as he’s carted off like a newborn to his bed. </p> <p><a href="https://lovedrichie.tumblr.com/post/183636896219/ahh-what-about-richie-and-eddie-goin-strawberry" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: awww, fluffy bois love each other so much, all of this is so fuckin sweet my heart is bursting, fic rec

Post id: 183648836963
Date: Sat, 23 Mar 2019 08:59:17
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/183648836963/please-remind-me-again-why-were-having-sex
Slug: please-remind-me-again-why-were-having-sex
Reblog key: y6d2db6W
Reblog url: https://reddie4thesinbin.tumblr.com/post/183648151738/please-remind-me-again-why-were-having-sex
Reblog name: reddie4thesinbin
&ldquo;Please remind me again why we&rsquo;re having sex behind of a tree&rdquo; stozier. FUCK ME UP I AM READY!
<p>YOU GOT IT DUDE. nsfw under the cut, warning for semi-public sex.</p> <p><a href="https://stonedzier.tumblr.com/post/172717350050/please-remind-me-again-why-were-having-sex" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: nsfw

Post id: 183639569008
Date: Fri, 22 Mar 2019 20:33:57
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/183639569008/what-do-you-think-of-an-au-where-richie-is-part-of
Slug: what-do-you-think-of-an-au-where-richie-is-part-of
Reblog key: C7DPunFo
Reblog url: https://www.tumblr.com/blog/private_403473700?183639129659
Reblog name: 
what do you think of an au where richie is part of a boyband with a target audience of preteens and teens, so when eddie develops a crush on him and starts stanning the band, hes super embarrassed by it?
<p>So I might’ve definitely changed everything about this… I’m so sorry…. I had an idea and I started rolling with it fuck–</p><p>The Ugly Chaps were a new age modern rock band that people were really hyping up for some reason, right? It seemed like another shitty boy band that would be popular for a year, but would eventually die out. But they didn’t– unfortunately for Eddie. Working in a vintage record shop became draining when he only ever got questions like “Do you have records by the Ugly Chaps?” or “Do you know when their first album’s gonna be here?”, “Do you have Ugly Chap merch?” </p><p>“Why do you dislike them so much?” Beverly asked during their lunch break one evening. <br/></p><p>Eddie popped another french fry into his mouth and grunted, deleting messages on his social media accounts of his friends sending him videos from “The Ugly Chaps debut concert!!!” <i>so fucking annoying. </i>“Bev, they’re just another boy band. An annoying one, too.”</p><p>“You haven’t even heard them play yet– you might actually like them. They aren’t my scene.”<br/></p><p>“What genre are they anyway?”<br/></p><p>“That’s sort of the thing…” Beverly trailed off, looking down at her phone to pull up an article for Eddie. “According to Music MVE? It says that they don’t believe in genre and would rather focus on feeling.” Eddie snorted.<br/></p><p>“So they’re shit– that proves my point.” <br/></p><p>It went on like that. Eddie would avoid everything he could on his social media, he would ignore customers when questioned about the bands records, and he never once listened to them. </p><p>Until they coincidentally had a surprise showing at his favorite bar. What <i>was</i> his favorite bar. He sat down, curled up in the back as he sipped on his drink. His night spoiled by the sudden rumors that:</p><p>“the ugly chaps are here!” </p><p>“do you think they’re going to play something?”<br/></p><p>“they were talking to the bartender! i think they are!”<br/></p><p>“this is so exciting!”<br/></p><p>Eddie rolled his eyes and sat up in his seat. He knew this was inevitable, but he didn’t think being forced to listen to a shitty boy band would be sprung on him so suddenly. He figured he would end up listening to their trashy music alone at home while he was nursing a beer. He walked up to the bar and ordered another drink, ignoring the way he was pushed and shoved by as people moved up to the respectable stage they had in the far corner of the bar. The lights dimmed, and Eddie knew it was time to listen to garbage.</p><p>“Hey! I’m Richie Tozier and we are The Ugly Chaps!” A roar of screams sounded through the crowd. And <i>Richie</i> laughed through the mic. Eddie’s eyes flickered over to him, and he felt a sudden pull for some reason. “I guess we’re gonna sing Richie’s Midnight Spacemen– since that’s what made us so famous here a year ago!” <br/></p><p>When they began singing the song, Eddie could feel his face flushing a bright red, memories rushing back to him of this nostalgic song that he couldn’t quite place forcing itself through his skull. This song that Eddie had drunkenly danced along to in that very bar, laughing and twirling around while a curly haired stranger sang to him. He sat up suddenly, downing the rest of his drink before he was squeezing through throngs of people to escape whatever that <i>feeling</i> was. </p><p>“Eddie? Hey, Eds!” came a shout from the stage, with the music still playing with such vivacity it left Eddie’s head swimming. Everyone turned back to face Eddie where he was, and he couldn’t help but back away, shaking his head and slipping out of the entrance of the bar before running off wherever he could.<br/></p>
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a thought: when their tired reddie just,, fallin asleep wherever they r and not caring, like,, in the back of the classroom? check. on stans couch? check. laying in the sun at the quarry? checkers,
<p>omg, this ask just made me melt into a puddle it’s so CUTE!</p><p>just imagine them growing up together, always riling each other up because they’re energetic boys but also, they trust each other so much and feel so comfortable, like it’s second nature to just share their sleeping space? </p><p>like they’re in class watching a movie and Richie is having trouble concentrating and has been having bad back problems lately because of his growth spurt, and so he just turns to Eddie like “hey Eds can I sleep on your shoulder?” and Eddie is like “? okay but don’t distract me” and so Richie does but then Eddie has trouble concentrating too because Richie looks so soft and vulnerable next to him </p><p>or when they organise another game night, this time at Stan’s place, they all head down to the rumpus room and set everything up, and later Richie and Eds take up the two person couch as the others continue playing monopoly, and pretty soon Eddie feels his eyes drooping but he doesn’t wanna fall asleep first but then Richie’s like “Eds, you can use my legs to rest your head” and Eddie can’t believe it when he takes the offer and lies down. when he’s almost slipping into sleep, he could swear he feels Richie’s fingers gently run through his hair</p><p>and of course, swimming all day wears them out heaps, so it’s natural for all of them to bask in the shade of the summer sun, only Richie forgot to bring a towel and before he realises it Eddie is offering to share his. so together they squish close on the tiny towel and laugh at how ridiculous it all is, but pretty soon they’re closing their eyes, and when they wake up again, Eddie is tucked under Richie’s chin and Richie has his arm around him.</p><p>they both blame the sun for how red their faces get. </p>
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eddie and richie live in different dorms and they&#039;ve been pretty busy lately, so when they finally have some free time richie goes over to eddie&#039;s room to fuck, but they&#039;re being so damn loud eddie&#039;s neighbor has to knock on the door bc he&#039;s trying to study but he can&#039;t concentrate bc of how loud their moans are ( ͡&deg; ͜ʖ ͡&deg;)
<p>Omfg okay</p><p>- So Eddie is studying like business or something okay because he wants to own and run his own mechanics shop when he graduates</p><p>- And Richie is in theatre or music study, ya know, something Richie based lmao</p><p>- And they both have so much assignments and coursework to complete near the end of their freshman year that they barely see each other for like like an entire month and it sucks</p><p>- They text every night but always fall asleep on each other and when they wake up they can only really send good morning texts before having to start their days over again</p><p>- But then Eddie hands in one of his biggest papers yet, the one that’s been driving him insane, and Richie performs his final project that has had him cooped up in the drama studios practising for weeks, and they both have like an entire weekend of nothing </p><p>- And they both go <i>nuts</i></p><p>- So Eddie managed to get a single room because his last roommate had to drop out due to medical reasons or some shit so he has a dorm all to himself, so he pushed the beds together so it’s a huge double so he decides to clean the entire room, put fresh bedding down, hang cute fairy lights around and put out a bunch of candles to make it all romantic </p><p>- He also takes like a three hour long shower to make sure he’s smelling damn fine and shaves his entire body so he’s as smooth as a dolphin, especially his face because he hates his five o’clock shadow that was growing since his paper was assigned (Richie lowkey misses that tho)</p><p>- And Richie can cook really fucking well because Maggie taught him back in high school and he’s remembered some recipes so he makes grilled chicken salad for them to impress his boyfriend</p><p>- Richie dresses sorta fancy too (he doesn’t wear ripped jeans) and wears Eddie’s favourite shirt</p><p>- Eddie does the same and wears Richie’s favourite shirt which happens to be one of his own because he loves smelling like Richie’s cologne </p><p>- Plus he’s basically been living in Richie’s hoodies the past month so he at least has some form of Richie near him</p><p>- And when Richie knocks on the door, bowl of chicken salad carefully wrapped in tin foil in his hand, and Eddie opens it they stare at each other for like 20 seconds before Eddie puts the salad on the counter and drags Richie in by the collar, slamming the door</p><p>- They’re literally dipping each other’s clothes off because they haven’t been this far apart since they were kids and they’re literally <i>ravenous</i> okay it’s ridiculous </p><p>- Richie can kinda hear the music playing in the background and he laughs when Marvin Gaye comes on and Eddie goes red and is like ‘shut up its romantic’</p><p>- ‘ain’t nothing romantic about what we’re gonna do, eds’</p><p>- So in two basically three seconds they’re on the pushes together beds and Richie is fucking the life out of Eddie and Eddie, who’s on top, is just bouncing for dear life and both of them are already sweating and panting and basically shouting because neither of them have really gotten off at all in like a month so they’re pent up and desperate</p><p>- there’s a constant stream of ‘fuck me harder, Rich!’ And ‘Yeah Eddie, just like that, you feel so fucking good’ like they’re damn pornstars or some shit and they have no idea Eddie’s poor neighbour in the next dorm over can hear everything through those shitty paper thin walls</p><p>- And guess who it is, Bill Denbrough</p><p>- Poor kid was finally feeling inspired to write a novel and sat there for hours planning it out only to be interrupted by Richie moaning ‘you’re so goddamn tight, Eds!’ and Bill has had enough after round 4 and starts banging on the wall yelling at them</p><p>- but they’re so loud and in their own little bubble they keep going at it all night, stopping for about an hour and a half to eat their cold salad, then going back at it just as aggressive as before and Bill is lying there so fed up with life <strike>and hating himself for getting a boner because of their moaning </strike></p><p>+bonus:</p><p>- He can’t look either of them in the eye the next morning when they both go to shower and he sees both of them covered in hickies so he speed walks past them without saying good morning to avoid blurting out he may have jacked off to them last night </p>
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When Richie gets his prostate milked for the first time he is an absolute disaster bottom. Eddie loves the way he trembles and whines, knowing that he has all of the power right now. Richie eventually cums hands free for the first time as well, crying out in ways he never has before.
<p>“Okay– okay <i>wait–” </i>Hands came up to grip the sheets and Richie’s hips were involuntarily raising from the bed, and Eddie couldn’t help the smile on his face. He’s three fingers in, and Richie started choking up after two. Even like this, underneath Eddie who was gently finger fucking his lover in time to the music Richie <i>insisted </i>on having because he couldn’t listen to the squelching of lube loosening up his hole and he wanted to try and drown out some of his whimpers to no avail, he still looked so big. His long arms were covering his face or gripping the side of their bed, while Richie’s long legs hung off the bed. Even Richie’s torso was long, it looked almost comical: tiny Eddie Kaspbrak finger fucking his lover who was just so big. But Eddie might’ve had a bit of a size kink, he always enjoyed topping men who were bigger, so he was one lucky guy. “‘s too much Eddie just– give me a second–”<br/></p><p>“<i>Daddy</i>, you’re doing so well for me, you know that right?” Richie’s response was a glare which immediately melted into a shaky gasp and tightening up around Eddie’s fingers. <br/></p><p>“God- Eddie now is <i>not</i> the time, oh, <i>oh–”</i><br/></p><p>Eddie’s smile pressed against Richie’s thigh, and he closed his eyes. “Sorry, sorry. Is it good right here baby, is it good?” Richie couldn’t even sputter a coherent noise, only nodding quickly. “Oh baby, you’re so sleepy aren’t you? We’re almost done my love.” Eddie peppered kisses along Richie’s hip bones, pressing one quick kiss against Richie’s cock as he pressed relentlessly onto his lovers prostate. </p><p>He watched, with love evident in his eyes, as Richie’s eyes snapped open and he spasmed out. His head fell back and he cried out loudly, hiccuping on gasping breaths as Eddie relentlessly pressed against his prostate. It was too much, the pleasure was tickling in a way that wracked through his entire body. It was an inescapable feeling, feeling as though he were backed into a corner and was forced to feel this toe curling feeling. It was so good, so so good, he couldn’t even hear the music anymore. His head felt like static and he didn’t realize he was coming all over himself, his body was melting into something that he couldn’t comprehend and Richie could hazily hear Eddie murmuring sweet words of praise. </p><p>But Eddie wasn’t stopping his fingers. </p><p>Richie couldn’t form proper words as he was milked. Eddie’s smile burned against his hip born, and the cum on his belly was warm, impossibly warm, why was everything so warm? Richie slurred a few nonsensible words of love to Eddie as his cock bubbled up weak drops of cum. Eddie’s tongue flickered over the head as he removed his fingers from where they were comfortably nestled inside Richie.</p><p>“Are you feeling all warm, baby?” Eddie asked, and Richie couldn’t be bothered to open his eyes. He only smiled and that was Eddie’s cue to climb up beside him and curl up into the little spoon that he was. Richie wrapped an arm around <br/></p>
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Imagine Richie giving someone a lap dance to black widow by iggy azalea
<p>He gives a lap dance to each of the losers to that song and they all have different reactions:</p><p>• Mike is sat there like ‘really dude?’ but eventually starts laughing and they both giggle over it</p><p>• Ben is kinda awkward because ‘holy shit I’m getting a lap dance’ but he’d eventually get into it and hold Richie’s hips and go bright red when Richie gets into his lap</p><p>• Bev is fucking cackling the entire time, blushing and shoving at Richie’s shoulder but lowkey loving it</p><p>• Bill is rapping the entire song <i>perfectly</i> to hype Richie up </p><p>• Eddie is pretending to hate it but lowkey looking Riche up and down the entire time</p><p>• Stan is the one that actually makes Richie blush during it because he doesn’t say anything, just sits there all smug and smirks at him</p>
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Unpopular opinion, but my opinion that no one will pry from me, stan, besides Beverly and maybe mike, gives off the most top energy, being a switch at BEST. he just screams controlled dom to me, with a splash of sadist bc he likes BDSM. Tis why stoizer is my fave ship, bc richie talks so much game but only stan can really make him put his foot in his mouth and fuck him to tears until hes begging. Thats my tea for the day
<p>Stan is <i>the</i> top, he tops all the tops. He’s the kinkiest one out of the losers but is super hush hush about it except for when he starts dating Richie, who is shook to find out all the stuff he’s into, but Richie is legit up for anything and will try anything once so Stan has <i>lots</i> of fun with him </p>
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🎪
<ul><li>okay ive said this earlier but Richie loves <strike>two </strike>three things:<br/></li><li>Eddie</li><li>Prince</li><li>His car</li><li>and when Richie first got his license, <i>maaaan</i> did that boy tear up every street in Derry</li><li>Call this boy a speed racer but just like his mouth, his car got him nowhere slow</li><li>Richie was quick, just like his car</li><li>which <i>(though sometimes i do lean to the truck)</i> was a bright red 1963 ford mustang</li><li>That ‘stang was affectionately called “Darling Nikki”</li><li><i>(</i>if you don’t know, Darling Nikki is an ICONIC Prince song off of Purple Rain about a nymphomaniac who has hella kinky sex <i>imsorryikeeptalkingaboutprincebutLISTEN.)</i></li><li><i>ANYWAYS</i> you can <i>SEE</i> why that name would be appropriate.</li><li>but, even though Richie doesn’t know SHIT about cars, he’s driving that shit all around Derry</li><li>if there are tire tracks on any street Richie Tozier most likely put them there</li><li>or Henry Bowers</li><li>who he drag raced against <i>QUITE</i> often</li><li>Eddie would complain constantly about it because when Darling Nikki needed to be fixed, she was taken into <i>his</i> garage, because Richie, like I said, is a dumbass and doesn’t know shit about shit.</li><li>But one night when Richie and Eddie are coming back from eating at the diner, Bowers pulls up to him at a stop light</li><li>and the look just screams for a challenge </li><li>“Richie I swear to god if you–”<br/></li><li>he gets cut off by Richie loudly revving his engine, and Bowers does the same</li><li>and once that light turns green they are SPEEDING down the road, tires squealing all the way</li><li>Eddie is going fucking <i>apeshit</i>, screaming that they’re gonna crash</li><li>but when he looks at Richie <i>ohmygoddddd</i></li><li>Richie never looked sexier in his LIFE and Eddie is floored like the damn gas pedal</li><li>something about that daring fire in his eyes but made Eddie grin devilishly.</li><li>“C’mon baby, <i>faster</i>!” </li><li>Eddie’s cheering all the way, arms up in the air as they speed down back roads, eventually passing Bowers.<br/></li></ul>
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Beverie? For the moodboard 💕
<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1280" data-orig-width="1280"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/eefc39538760e13ec4843a28243f9663/tumblr_pn4l8tmZ7e1szlfb5_540.jpg" data-orig-height="1280" data-orig-width="1280"/></figure><p>sorry this took so long!!!! i made a <a href="https://open.spotify.com/user/21vbmrpjguq6hht5fntwzgyhq/playlist/1J5wWofKxvf0sTXTcKHkAJ?si=FFzG48NgTHqPGfBfLAZsJg">playlist</a> too! </p>
Tags: 

Post id: 183569319833
Date: Tue, 19 Mar 2019 15:27:26
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/183569319833/contrary-to-popular-belief-in-reddie-the-person
Slug: contrary-to-popular-belief-in-reddie-the-person
Reblog key: 4DJ23H86
Reblog url: https://richiebubba-deactivated20190722.tumblr.com/post/183568584989/contrary-to-popular-belief-in-reddie-the-person
Reblog name: richiebubba-deactivated20190722
contrary to popular belief, in reddie, the person who slaps ass the most is eddie. he slaps richies ass whenever he can. they can be in public but eddie won&rsquo;t give a shit. smack
<p>FACTS. Eddie’s the one with more cake but he’s also bolder </p>
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D P W for stozier if u havent done those
<p>uhhhhhh heads up this one is <i><b>very</b></i> nsfw</p> <p><a href="http://birdboyinthedeadlights.tumblr.com/post/173138026039/d-p-w-for-stozier-if-u-havent-done-those" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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okay if you&#039;re still doing nsfw power hour ( even though it&#039;s about to be saturday for me ) maybe just maybe can i get some mike + eddie? you can do whatever you want, however you want just love me some kasplon
<p>YES I’M STILL WORKING ON THESE. NO, PLEASE DO NOT SEND ANYMORE IN. </p><p>Anon, thank you for your patience. Here, have some soft, slow late night Kapslon sex. </p><hr><p><b></b></p><p>“O-oh fuck,” Eddie whispers as Mike kisses his neck gently. They’re still, so still that Eddie can feel his muscles breathing. Mike doesn’t dare move a muscle, not until Eddie gives him that signal. That extremely important signal. Eddie doesn’t give it to him, not yet. He just clutches at the skin of Mike’s back, desperation willing his body to relax, to breath.</p><p>Mike inhales against Eddie’s collarbone and some of the tension bleeds away. They breath together, synchronized in like the beeping of Eddie’s old watch. </p><p>“Eddie,” Mike whispers back and it’s a chorus, a symphony to Eddie’s ears. It drifts up, up, up into the air and takes the rest of Eddie’s tension with him.</p><p>Eddie taps twice on Mike’s shoulder blade and Mike pulls out halfway and slowly rolls his hips back in. It draws something cold out of Eddie and replaces it with warm, something physical that just grows hotter and hotter as they move together. Eddie’s hips roll back to meet Mike’s keeping their leisure paces as Mike continues to mouth at his skin. </p><p>Mike’s name stutters off of Eddie’s lips and it’s agonizing, the way the pleasure is being drawn out. It isn’t fast, it isn’t quick, it isn’t immediately gratifying. Instead, Mike is keeping his tempo, slowly drawing every second out and forcing Eddie to feel, really feel, every single movement. </p><p>There’s something dizzying in the way Mike says Eddie’s name, too. He whispers it, irreverent and beautiful and oh god, Eddie is close. How the fuck is he close? How long have they been going at it? Eddie is so dissolved into their movements, so lost to every single nerve ending that there’s no way he could have ever paid attention to the passing hour. By the time they’ve hit forty-five minutes of lazy, agonizing, slow rolling sex Eddie knows he’s falling apart. </p><p>“Mike, Mike please,” Eddie says and Mike looks up at him with shining eyes. He’s close, too. Eddie knows it. Slowly, mike reaches between them and wraps his hands around Eddie and pumps and Eddie’s mouth falls open, his head falls back, and the world falls away. </p><p>Mike’s hips stutter just a hair faster and he hits that wonderful spot over and over again and not so suddenly Eddie feels his climax hit. The best part, he distantly thinks, is that slow sex gives a slow orgasm. Eddie feels like he’s on cloud nine for another hour. He feels Mike throb and spill into the condom, feels Mike press kiss after kiss on to his face, and feels him clean them both up gently as he slips away into a peaceful sleep with his boyfriends arms wrapped tightly around his side. </p>
Tags: nsfw, oof lovey dovey making love is 100%

Post id: 183550181588
Date: Mon, 18 Mar 2019 18:04:21
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/183550181588/for-the-au-thing-stanlon-and-artistmodel
Slug: for-the-au-thing-stanlon-and-artistmodel
Reblog key: CpYOBchP
Reblog url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/183539629792/for-the-au-thing-stanlon-and-artistmodel
Reblog name: tinyarmedtrex
For the AU thing: stanlon and artist/model?
<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1280" data-orig-width="1223"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/549a0765cbef343a96338add7d255121/tumblr_pojnbro1RQ1vt6z4a_540.jpg" data-orig-height="1280" data-orig-width="1223"/></figure><p>The sun was dull. The stars stopped shining. Any sort of feelings had left him once his pity party was over. But the minute he saw him he knew;</p><p><b>he found his muse.</b></p><p>Or</p><p>Stan losing interest in his art until he quite literally fall onto Mike and suddenly becomes obsess. <strike>Richie may or may not have stretched his leg out after noticing how much the Jew stared.</strike></p>
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21. &ldquo;No, i&rsquo;m not letting you go. It&rsquo;s too early to get out of bed.&rdquo; For Reddie! Please!!!! -Amy ❤️
<p>Eddie turned to his boyfriend, intending to quickly kiss him before getting out of bed and going for a run but as his lips left Richie’s Richie’s arms tightened around his waist. “Don’t go,” Richie mumbled, his head moving to nuzzle Eddie’s shoulder.

</p><p>A smile crept on Eddie’s face. They didn’t get to wake up together very often, one of them was always working a morning shift. This week had been worse than normal. Eddie had been working doubles all week, meaning that he hadn’t been able to work out or see Richie. He was excited to go for a run and then spend the rest of the day with his lanky boyfriend. But first he needed to get out of bed. </p><p>He kissed the top of Richie’s head, his hands running over Richie’s arm. “Babe, I’ve got to get up.”</p><p>““No,” Richie replied petulantly, rubbing his face into Eddie’s skin. “I’m not letting you go. It’s too early to get out of bed anyway.”  </p><p>“Richie,” Eddie started, trying to pull away but Richie’s grip only tightened. “I’ll be back before you’re even out of bed. Promise.” </p><p>“Or you could just stay in bed. Skip getting up all together.” Richie offered, leaving several kisses on Eddie’s shoulder. </p><p>With a sigh he looked at Richie, who planted his chin on Eddie’s arm and looked up at him, pushing his bottom lip out into a convincing pout. “Don’t leave me baby, the bed is big and scary without you.” Richie said, making his eye grow wide from faux fear. </p><p>“You could come with me.” Eddie said, already knowing the answer. </p><p>“And risk breaking these chicken legs? No deal darlin’. Plus,” He pressed a lingering kiss to Eddie’s bicep. “We can work up a sweat here.” </p><p>Eddie pretended to think about it for a second before grinning and nodding. With an excited squeal Richie launched himself onto Eddie, kissing him soundly and starting to run his hands over Eddie’s chest. Eddie decided that some things were worth skipping a work out for. </p>
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hey if ur requests are open, could you write something where richie and bev are supposed to be having dinner or something , but bev is running late. meanwhile eddie is waiting for some guy, who doesn&rsquo;t show, and he keeps telling the waitstaff that the guy will come. richie sees, pretends to be the guy, bev shows up. a good first date and endless teasing from bev ensue. i rlly want it but i don&rsquo;t trust myself to write it andjfkdkkd
<p>

Thank you for the prompt Anon! I hope you like it! (also, you should totally still write this too! If you have an idea you like you should always a least give it a shot!) </p>
<p>Rated G (except for Richie’s mouth)</p>
<h2><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14520066/chapters/34599522">Read on AO3. </a></h2>
<p>Richie tapped his long fingers on the table, continually glancing at the door while he waited for Bev. This was ridiculous, he had been half an hour late and he’d been waiting nearly another half hour. Leave it to Bev to upstage his fashionable lateness.</p>
<p>He pulled out his phone, checking to see if she had sent anything beyond ‘Be there soon! XOXO’ over forty five minutes ago. No, of course not. Richie would bet money that she had gotten distracted by her new boyfriend, Ben or Bill, something like that. None of them had met him yet, which only lead to Richie teasing her endlessly about mystery boy’s exotic coin collection or something else embarrassing. She would just laugh and tell Richie that once he found someone she would happily go on a double date.</p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/174899253422/hey-if-ur-requests-are-open-could-you-write" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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reddie angel/demon au? (you can decide who&rsquo;s the angel and who&rsquo;s the demon haha)
<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1280" data-orig-width="1280"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/2dc623a2a33e18f6c60350a96f838579/tumblr_poj6e2NriO1qhid6c_540.png" data-orig-height="1280" data-orig-width="1280"/></figure><p><i>Eddie is an angel who is fed up with the rules of heaven. Richie is a demon who offers him a way out. But at what cost? Angel Eddie, demon Richie au</i></p><p><i><a href="https://reddies-spaghetti.tumblr.com/ask"><b>Send me an au and I’ll make a moodboard and a short summary!</b></a></i></p>
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Ghost AU XD
<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1280" data-orig-width="1280"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/29afc14ab0674be07619b48a7f536aac/tumblr_poizk1oJ4L1qhid6c_540.png" data-orig-height="1280" data-orig-width="1280"/></figure><p><i>Now I already have a ghost Eddie au, so I’m gonna give you a sneak peak to the new chapter that I’m working on!</i></p><p>*****</p><p>“So is Joseph your boyfriend now?” Eddie asked a few nights after Richie’s double date. The question had been playing on his mind since that night, but due to the tensions that had arisen in the house, Eddie had held his tongue. However, he was unable to hold his curiosity at bay any longer.</p><p>Richie looked up from the book he was studying and stared at Eddie has though he had grown another head, “What? No!” He shook his head vigorously. “No, it was just…a one time thing.”</p><p>They were in Richie’s room, sitting far enough apart from each other, but still relatively close. Richie was sprawled out on his stomach, and Eddie was sitting by the headboard. “Oh,” Eddie nodded, understanding exactly where Richie was coming from now that he had elaborated. The question that followed though, was not one he expected to leave his lips, “Was he good?”</p><p>“You mean in bed?” Richie asked, his eyebrows raised slightly as he watched Eddie carefully.</p><p>If Eddie could blush, he was sure his cheeks would be bright red at that point. Under Richie’s intense stare, he wished that he could take back the question that had been burning against his lips, but he couldn’t. It was out in the open now and Eddie had to deal with those consequences. “Yeah, I mean in bed.” </p><p>Richie blinked a few times and sat up, crossing his legs in front of Eddie, “Well, he was okay I suppose. I’ve had better, but I have also had worse. Why do you ask?”</p><p>It was that question that Eddie had been dreading, after all the question was rather inappropriate. It mainly stemmed from his curiosity, wondering what it was like to be with another person, to completely give yourself over, as it was something he never had the opportunity to experience for himself. </p><p>He gave a light shrug in response and looked down at his hands, “I guess…I’m just curious.”</p><p>Realisation settled on Richie’s face and Eddie could see the lump form in his throat as he swallowed. There was silence that stretched out between them until Richie finally spoke up, “I can tell you, if you want me to.”</p><p>“Tell me?” Eddie whispered softly and if he had a heart, he was sure it would be beating out of his chest at a rapid rate.</p><p>Richie nodded his head, “You might no longer be living, but you clearly can still feel things. People do say that talking is one of my high points, so let me talk. Let me describe to you what is it like to be with another person.”</p><p><a href="https://reddies-spaghetti.tumblr.com/ask"><b><i>Send me an au and I’ll make a moodboard and a little summary!</i></b></a></p>
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Okay so I&rsquo;m re-reading IT (as you do), and there&rsquo;s this one bit I can&rsquo;t put my finger one. Eddie is giving a description of the trainyards and neilbolt (because they&rsquo;re very important to the story) but then he includes this bit about getting a lobster and his mother cooking it, and this doesn&rsquo;t affect the story or add to it or anything, so I was wondering if you think it has a deeper meaning??
<p>Omfg ANON! I was literally JUST thinking about this part last night, for some inexplicable reason??? It’s so funny that of <i>all </i>the things I got asked about today, it’s this random lobster story! I’m shook.</p><p><b>So background for those who don’t remember or haven’t read the book:</b> Eddie likes to hang out by the train tracks near Neibolt street, as we all know. Eddie describes how great the tracks are and then randomly launches into this inner monologue memory in which a drunken worker throws a crate with four lobsters in it at Eddie and says “Take ‘em home to yer mum! Compliments of the Southern-Fucking-Seacoast-Bound-for-Welfare Line!”. So Eddie takes the crate home. Sonia freaks out because lobsters are expensive and gets mad when Eddie refuses to try it. So she calls her friend over and they spend all night eating and gossiping. The next morning Eddie gets up for school and his mom is still asleep, snoring and farting.</p><p>ANYWAYS. I love every single one of Eddie’s weird childhood anecdotes, because they’re always only loosely related to the actual topic he was originally thinking about, but they also offer some pretty good insight into his life. At first I didn’t think there was any deeper meaning to this one other than to offer a window into Eddie and Sonia’s relationship, but then I got to thinking that <b>what REALLY matters in this story is that the Lobster Train is the LAST running train Eddie ever saw on those tracks. </b></p><p>Hear me out: Eddie is terrified of the lobsters, but he basically thinks <i>‘well the guy said they’re for my mom, so I HAVE to bring them home’ </i>and does as he’s told. This shows that even though he’s scared of what’s inside the box, his fear of his mother trumps that. And their interactions at dinner are interesting as well - Sonia gets angry that he refuses to eat any of the lobster because <i>she</i> feels like this is their one opportunity to eat like fancy rich people <i>for free</i> and <i>he’s </i>being ungrateful. She taunts and nags him about it throughout the meal until he’s so upset that he has to use his inhaler, at which point she finally stops.</p><p>What I love most about this part of the book are the parts before and after the lobster story, in which Eddie thinks wistfully about the trains and lists off all the places they went, the cargo they carried (like cool cars!), just going over and over the whole train system in his head. Then, after the company goes under, he walks the abandoned tracks and literally<i> cries </i>over the weeds growing there and the seagulls overhead doing what he cannot -<i> leave. </i></p><figure data-orig-width="654" data-orig-height="227" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/8b0a4f44a7b1f809f692c8df86c965be/tumblr_inline_pdded5hixS1qlb5cr_1280.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="654" data-orig-height="227"/></figure><p>The trains shutting down hurt Eddie’s heart because it took away the <i>one thing</i> that allowed him to fantasize about leaving Derry/Sonia and being free. They symbolized his freedom. So the Lobster Train being the last one he ever saw running because the company went broke, was basically the universe saying <i>“HAHA tough luck kid, no freedom for you, you’re stuck here listening to your mother snore and fart for the rest of your life.”</i></p><p>AAAAANNDDDD I just made myself sad.</p><p>

(<b>Sidenote:</b> that story is also the most <i>convoluted</i> segue into thinking about Richie in all of Eddie’s chapters. Because he goes into this WHOLE thing about trains and lobsters and his mom, only to end the story by thinking about how Richie calls farting ‘Getting Off a Good One’. The mental gymnastics Eddie does in order to randomly mention Richie is astounding sometimes.)

<br/></p>
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The best thing about Eddie is that he cans be soft and still remain masculine and enjoy masculine activities, never understood how him being soft ever causes a commotion.
<p>I love Eddie and his complexity?? Stephen King is, imho, better at writing storylines and plots than characters and relationships. It’s not a criticism, just something I noticed in reading his works. A lot of his characters are very, very similar- borderline recycled. (Like the constant presence of an author main character, or the whole Richie Tozier/Teddy DuChamp giggle.) </p><p>Eddie is one of- I personally believe- Stephen King’s best characters. Definitely up there with Mike Hanlon and Dolores Claiborne. Because he is a complex character, in canon. A lot of characters we’ve <i>made</i> complex in fanon (Like Bev and Bill) but are actually kind of trope-y in truth. But Eddie isn’t like that. </p><p>He isn’t exactly a completely stand alone character, he shares a lot of parallels to Carrie White (and I <b>love</b> that for him!) with the whole overbearing mother, the killing of his youth bullies, etc. But I truly think Eddie might be one of the most detailed characters King has ever written in regards to subtlety and details. Mike Hanlon, Dolores Claiborne, all the characters I’d consider strong and well done characters by King are all… obviously well done. You could <b>not </b>come out of reading <b>their</b> stories (mmm Mike is the main character of IT, and Bill Denbrough can fight me.) and not see how good and important those characters are. </p><p>Which makes Eddie… almost better. Because he goes so much deeper than his surface character?? You know?? Because yeah, he’s soft and “fragile” but takes reading the story a second time to really see how much detail and development and built up go into Eddie Kaspbrak. Which is rarity in Stephen King’s story-centric writing. And that’s also why I think it’s important that people keep in mind how important it is that Eddie is strong AND soft. Because that’s what makes the character so great, you know? Because he’s one of (frankly) few three demionsal characters that King has created, and for fandom to reduce him to less than that is an injustice to the actual narrative. </p>
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Eddie HCs?
<p>Eddie my angel!!! my love!!!!!</p><ul><li>Eddie Kaspbrak LOVES thunder storms! </li><li>When he was a little babey boy, he and Frank would sit in their open front door/on the porch watching the rain come down. </li><li>After Frank dies, Sonia doesn’t let Eddie sit outside during storms anymore because she claims it’s too dangerous and too much of a risk of getting sick/struck by lightning. But Eddie still sits up in his room and listens to the wind hitting his house, watching the rain hit his windows. </li><li>For his sixteenth birthday, Stanley got him one of those tiny kind-of portable white noise machines that played sounds of rain and wind and thunder. Eddie would let anybody who listened for the rest of his life that it was the best present anybody ever got him. </li><li>At a sleepover at Bill’s families lake house there was a pretty big storm out there and Eddie got So Excited. It was somehow the first time since his dad died that he wasn’t either in school or at home during a real good storm, and he literally <i>begs</i> the Losers to go out running around in it. </li><li>Richie kisses him for the first time that night, rain and wind so loud that Eddie doesn’t hear Richie telling him he loves him, and Eddie loves storms 10x more.</li><li>The night Eddie Kaspbrak leaves Sonia Kaspbrak’s house for the last time, it’s storming like crazy. He walks around for nearly half an hour, just letting the cold rain wash drench him right through, and for a moment feeling like for the first time that he was being washed clean. </li><li>He turns up on the Toziers front porch, dripping and grinning from ear-to-ear, drops down onto one knee and asks Richie to move to New York with him in a level of dramatics that only Richie could appreciate. </li><li>Of <i>course</i>, Richie says yes. He gets Eddie a change of clothes, taking him onto his own front porch. They wrapped around each other with blankets and hot tea, watching the storm rage until the streets flooded and Eddie fell asleep on Richie’s shoulder. </li><li>When they’re grown, and married and happy, Eddie and Richie take their kids out onto their porch and watch thunder storms together whenever the chance arises. </li></ul>
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for the hc thing, how about richie have a panic attack out of nowhere (maybe it&rsquo;s a genetic thing bc that can happen) and eddie walking him through it since he&rsquo;s had a plenty full
<p>Hi, I took this as an excuse to write some of my <b>Richie + Sensory Overload </b>headcanons because I love my boy and I love self projection!! </p><ul><li>Richie’s attacks are almost always a result of sensory overload unless it’s a rare situation of true panic. His signs start off pretty subtle, with him getting really quiet. Snippy. Not wanted to talk or socialize. Being kind of a dick to people who try to interact with him, which has resulted in a few fights with Bill or Stan. The Losers pretty quickly learn that when Richie starts to get quiet/give one word answers, to kind of just leave him alone. </li><li>He’ll step into serious irritation after that. Anybody so much as looking at him will prompt an eye roll or a mutter of “fuck” under his breath. It does not matter what this person says to him, it’ll piss him off. The more overloaded he is, the more likely he is to say or do something he absolutely should not. For a very long time, Richie doesn’t recognize these as symptoms of anxiety attacks. </li><li>It’s not until he starts to feel the tightening in his chest, that Richie recognizes with an “oh shit, i’m having a panic attack”. He doesn’t full on hyperventilate that way Eddie does with his panic attacks, but he’ll occasionally wheeze and cough because… his chest is tight lmao. </li><li>Once that passes- and it does- and Richie hasn’t had a chance to isolate himself from social situations, it’s almost like his own life form is too big for his physical body and he needs to let something out. (“There needs to be less of me.”) </li><li>And that’s when Richie starts to cry. And oh, he <i>cries</i>. Once Richie starts crying, it’s almost impossible to get him to stop. It does not help that Richie cries when even mildly furstrated, and nothing makes him more furstrated faster than feeling as though he’s crying for no reason. </li><li>Everybody always backs RIGHT OFF when Richie starts to tear up. They can see it in his face, just moments before it happens, and they know that Richie hates when people see him cry. If things are on Richie’s side, he’ll be at home or one of the Losers houses, and he can just go to another room. </li><li>Eddie doesn’t so much “help Richie through” his anxiety attacks because he knows that the presence of anybody around him will just heighten Richie’s sensitivity and make it worse in the long run. So Eddie stays away until he’s sure that Richie will be feeling more comfortable in his own skin again. </li><li>But he always goes to him, after, if he knows Richie’s had an attack. He’ll go over to Richie’s with some Reese’s Peanut Butter Cups or some other sweet that he’ll usually lecture Richie for eating too many of. He’ll ask Richie if he wants to talk about it, and Richie usually says no, because most times Richie doesn’t really <i>know</i> what happened. And Eddie gets that. Been on the other side of it more than his fair share of times. </li><li>So Eddie let’s Richie pick the movie, and they curl up in Richie’s bed with Eddie occasionally kisses Richie’s head until Richie feels like himself again ❤️</li></ul>
Tags: is this me?, yes, hc, i adore mah boy
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my fav reddie hc is their first kiss&mdash; like itd def start with richie tickling the shit out of eddie for not laughing @ his joke &amp; he just stops to look at eddie&rsquo;s flushed cheek with his hair matted &amp; a dopey grin on his lips &amp; eddie&rsquo;s looking at richie with kind eyes and playing with the curls at his nape &amp; they just start leaning closer without realizing it &amp; they kiss &amp; its full of teeth clanking &amp; short breaths with hand holding and murmured names &amp; giggling but its what they&rsquo;ve always wanted
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HC wherein Richie and Eddie are always so close to each other that they know everything about each other&#039;s bodies even before they&#039;re properly dating,,, and the first time Eddie blows Richie it doesn&#039;t last long at aLL because he knows exactly what to do and he&#039;s very smug about it until Richie returns the favor and turns out he&#039;s just as good at it as Eddie is
<p>
<a href="https://jacksbrak.tumblr.com/post/180297689705/nsfw-power-hour">I’M HAVING AN NSFW POWER HOUR</a>

<br/></p>
<p>Anon, you are so fucking spot-on, what a good HC. I’m ;_; yes.</p>
<p>NSFW below the cut, too.</p> <p><a href="https://jacksbrak.tumblr.com/post/180301375135/hc-wherein-richie-and-eddie-are-always-so-close-to" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: nsfw, ish, y e s, they really did that, they really are perfect, huh
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oh pls I beg for more of sweet eddie givin a mopey richie little tickles and hugs it&rsquo;s my weakness
<p><b>A/N: my favourite trope in the whole wide world! for those of u guys who aren’t totally familiar with it in this piece richie is suffering executive dysfunction! its a symptom of adhd and its a little period of time where the individual suffers ‘chronic difficulties in executing daily tasks’.</b></p>
<p>“Richie, Richie, Richie,” Eddie’s little voice always strains to sing in the mornings - a song to wake his boyfriend up just as much as it is to have him snoozing deeper. A song like a happy, hay farm hen, to let Richie Tozier know with the birds half of how loved he really is. </p>
<p>It’s part of their gentle, sunrise routine, now that they sleep most nights together; now that Eddie will go kitty-cat-crawling out of his bathroom window with a sneaky, butter-up chin kiss to his momma and a pink paisley pillow left wedged under his covers, now that he’ll stuff his clothes up in his backpack and press note after note of  ‘went out early ma’ all sticky green on the headboard. And by the time his head’s gone whizzing under every star down the sidewalk, and his boyfriend’s crooning at him like a pigeon to, “c’mon up, tiny baby!” from the Toziers’ brown-beam window ledge, it’ll be morning. Eddie’s favourite; the warmest part of the day, where it’s all so easy to pretend that they are married and far away, and that they have all the time in the world. Where Richie will grind his teeth in his sleep and Eddie will nuzzle the knobble of his jaw all giggly to stop it, and the day is fanned out clear in front of ‘em and everything’s perfectly calm and slow and okay.</p>
<p>So Eddie’ll swipe the soft end of his pinky finger ‘round the curve of Richie’s funny, snuffly nose with all this gratitude high in his tummy, and push a curl or two away from his ear, and keep on warbling, </p>
<p>“you’re lookin’ mighty pretty, and waking you up’s a pity, but your legs keep kicking up my bum ‘n’ your breath is smellin’ shitty.” </p>
<p>The second little chunk of Richie and Eddie’s morning routine extravaganza is at this point where Richie starts drooling on his boyfriend’s fingers, and Eddie will give him a clip ‘round the ear and cackle like crazy, and Richie will blush beetroot as he blinks awake and makes sense of it all, before snorting it off and pulling Eddie’s tiny, morning-curled head up against his heart. The part where they go and eat French dippy toast in ketchup and poke their feet at each other under the breakfast table through funny soccer stockings - apart from on the mornings where they don’t. Apart from mornings like this one, Saturday morning, where Eddie’s little voice comes peeking up around the covers like a happy cockerel as soon as the sun does, too, and all it gets back is a teeny tiny whine.</p>
<p>A bad morning; they’ve had their fair share of these, as well, you see.</p> <p><a href="https://lovedrichie.tumblr.com/post/183433610819/oh-pls-i-beg-for-more-of-sweet-eddie-givin-a-mopey" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: fic rec, god they're so cute, c u t e, and eddie would take care of him wonderfully, adorable, sweet, perfect, oof
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NSFW headcanon: Richie and Eddie are cuddling eddies the little spoon and wakes up before Richie and feels his morning wood agaisnt his ass. What ever shall he do
<p>I’m a bit drunk so I can’t write a full oneshot for this but OKAY:</p><p>- So Eddie and Richie are roommates right and they have separate bedrooms, obvs, but a lot of the time they’ll pull their sofa bed out properly so they can make a huge fort when watching movies together</p><p>- This means they always fall asleep together covered in blankets and wake up super flushed and embarrassed because oh, Richie is basically on top of Eddie and Eddie’s arms are wrapped around him??? How did <i><b>THAT</b></i> happen?</p><p>- Anyway so one night they’ve fallen asleep and Eddie wakes up at like 5am for some reason and feels something digging into his ass and he’s like ‘wtf’, he then turns to see Richie spooning him and he looks down</p><p>-<i> Massive boner</i></p><p>- At first Eddie is super awkward because what do you do in that situation?? Wake him up? Go back to sleep? Nope, Eddie is horny in the morning too and just decides to grind his hips, just a little bit, for science</p><p>- The second he hears Richie moan into his ear he knows this was a good idea</p><p>- So Eddie keeps going, softly grinding and moving his hand to hold Richie’s that’s firmly attached to his hip, bringing it up to his mouth and kissing his knuckles</p><p>- It takes Richie like a minute to wake up and realise what’s happening and he’s over the fucking moon because his hot roommate knows how to move his hips and his horny ass just grinds back against him</p><p>- ‘Eds, what are you doing?’ He’d ask, his voice super deep and gravely from just waking up, and Eddie just whimpers because <i>how the fuck is his morning voice that hot?!</i></p><p>- ‘We can stop-‘ Richie grinds up into him harder and that shuts Eddie up</p><p>- The two are going at it for like 10 minutes, just grinding and panting and moaning and eventually Richie starts getting a bit frantic because he’s so damn close and he’s already reaching round to jerk Eddie off so he cums too but he needs a little extra push because he’s on the brink</p><p>- And that’s when Eddie sticks his fingers in his mouth and starts to suck, like really going for it, and Richie just stares at him before cumming so unexpectedly that even he’s shocked it happened that quick</p><p>- Eddie just hums around his fingers and fucks his fist until he’s cumming too and they both lie there panting and not knowing what to say, but Richie eventually snuggles into him, trying to ignore how sticky his boxers are, and tilts Eddie’s chin up to kiss him</p><p>- ‘I mean, this wasn’t how I wanted to ask you to go out with me, but, I’d say it’s as good a time as any’</p>
Tags: hc, nsfw

Post id: 183504852048
Date: Sat, 16 Mar 2019 19:31:56
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/183504852048/richie-giving-eddie-a-prostate-massage
Slug: richie-giving-eddie-a-prostate-massage
Reblog key: GUTcc0xR
Reblog url: https://toziertrashmouth.tumblr.com/post/183504803044/richie-giving-eddie-a-prostate-massage
Reblog name: toziertrashmouth
richie giving eddie a prostate massage
<p>This is one of the very few times Richie wants to be dominant and it’s only because Eddie seems super sensitive tonight, so as he’s fingering him and getting him ready for ‘the main event’ as he puts it, he’s squirming around on the bed and pushing back on Richie’s fingers, and something just tells Richie to go deep and start rubbing. So he holds onto Eddie’s hip and pushes his fingers as deep as he can, making Eddie moan and press his face into the bed, and Richie seems to find that spot inside him pretty quickly </p><p>And then he presses his fingers <i>down</i> and Eddie gasps</p><p>‘Right there.’ He moans and Richie smirks at him, having him right where he wants him before curling his fingers and rubbing. Eddie has never had this done to him before so he’s like <i>oh my god what is happening and why does it feel so damn good</i> and he looks over his shoulder at Richie like ‘dude how did you do that?!’ and his boyfriend just keeps going</p><p><i>And going and going and going</i></p><p>And Eddie is a mess at this point okay likes he’s shifting about on his stomach and trying to get up but also trying to lie flatter on the bed, he’s pushing his legs apart because christ he wants it <i>faster</i> and <i>harder</i> but he doesn’t know how to tell Richie that</p><p>Thankfully Richie can read Eddie like a book and sits up, presses a hand to Eddie’s back to keep him steady, and goes as rough as he can inside him. His wrist is burning and aching and his fingers will probably cramp in a minute but the way Eddie is whimpering underneath him and biting his fist and just begging Richie not to stop he really doesn’t care and in minutes Eddie is crying out and cumming on the duvet and Richie pulls out like ‘shit, you really liked that, huh?’ And Eddie fucking <i>tackles</i> him to the bed</p>
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SUBTOP RICHIE AND POWER BOTTOM EDDIE!
<p>Having power was something Eddie wasn’t used to. He had been under his mother’s thumb since birth and even when he moved away - after three tries, mind you - he still had her voice in the back of his mind telling him what to do. But when he met Richie, talk, lanky, clumsy, beautiful Richie, her voice started to fade into the background. </p><p>And when he first started having sex with Richie, her voice completely vanished. </p><p>He realised that now, sitting up with his back arched, hands splayed across Richie’s chest, and his thighs shaking as he rocked back and forth on his cock. He never felt like he was under someone else’s control when they were like this, especially since Richie laid there - hair sprawled out behind him like a dark halo, his eyes hooded and his mouth open in a pout that Eddie wanted to kiss…or stick his fingers inside so he had something to suck on - and letting him do whatever he wanted to him.</p><p>Eddie moaned, his voice pitched and whiny, and bit down on his lip, rolling his hips forward and feeling Richie’s cock shift further inside him.</p><p>‘Fuck, that feels good.’ He sighed, looking down with a loving smile at his boyfriend. ‘That feel good, baby?’</p><p>‘Uh huh.’ Richie whimpered, eyes glued to Eddie’s hips. ‘F-feels…<i>oh</i>.’ Richie bucked his hips a little, pressing into Eddie’s prostate. The smaller man shuddered and bared down, wanting to feel it again, and Richie whines underneath him. ‘You feel so good…so fucking <i>tight</i>, Eds.’ </p><p>‘Hmm, you like that?’ He purred, his hands running over his chest and up near his collarbones. If he had less of a keen eye, and paid more attention to his own pleasure, Eddie would’t have noticed the hitch in Richie’s breath when his fingers ghosted over his throat. Eddie stopped and looked down at him, the gears in his head ticking away as it slowly dawned on him. ‘Richie, baby?’ He said quietly, hit thumb running over his Adam’s apple. ‘Is there something else you might like me to do?’</p><p>‘Hnng, I don’t…’ He trailed off, his entire body tending as Eddie’s fingers inched closer and closer to where he needed them. Wrapped around his throat. ‘It’s…weird.’</p><p>Eddie scoffed at him. ‘Everything you say is weird, babe.’ Then he saw the look on Richie’s face and he softened, leaning his body down to look him in the eye. He cupped his face and kissed his nose, smiling at him softly. ‘Baby, I want to make you feel as good as I can, okay? I wanna know what feels good and what doesn’t. So,’ he kissed Richie’s nose again for good measure, ‘do you want me to choke you?’</p><p>Richie whined drom deep within his throat and his eyes fluttered closed. ‘Yeah.’ He breathes and Eddie’s heart started to beat faster as he brought his fingers down around the sides of Richie’s neck, his thumbs meeting in the middle and laying side by side over his throat. ‘Oh shit.’</p><p>‘How hard?’ Eddie whispered, going back to rocking his hips. Richie choked back a moan. </p><p>‘Hard. Really hard.’ Eddie raised an eyebrow in surprise but began to add more pressure to his throat as the rhythm with his hips increased. Richie’s eyes squeezed shut and scrambled to place his hands on Eddie’s hips. He needed something to hold on to. </p><p>‘God, Rich. Look at you.’ Eddie bit down his lip, a his escaping him when Richie’s cock pressed against his prostate again, the head rubbing firmly against it and making the coil in his belly tighten. ‘You think you can cum already?’</p><p>‘Uh huh.’ Richie choked, his breathing coming out in spurts from where Eddie was pressing down. His head was getting fuzzy and it only added to the pleasure he was already experiencing. ‘Gonna…cum…so…fucking <i>hard!</i>’ His back arched off the bed when Eddie squeezed around his neck and dick at the same time. ‘Eddie!’</p><p>‘I know baby, I know.’ Eddie panted, his own orgasm quickly approaching. ‘Cum with me, okay?’ Richie nodded then whined desperately. Eddie knew to lean down and kiss his boyfriend, it was a way to ground him, to keep him in the moment. And he would never so no to kissing Richie. </p><p>Their orgasms hit them harder than either of them expected, and Richie whimpered the entire way through, Eddie biting on his lower lip to keep himself from being too loud as he spilled out over their stomachs. They rode it out together, the waves slowly calming down and their breathing no longer laboured. Eddie let go of Richie’s neck and was instantly bundled up in his boyfriends arms. </p><p>‘Yowza.’ Richie sighed, and Eddie giggled, kissing at his neck and snuggling into his chest. ‘You gotta choke me out more often.’</p>
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Eddie kaspbrak
<p>More Eddie 😃 </p><ul><li>If Eddie Kaspbrak isn’t immediately good at something, he gives up <b>on the spot</b>. Thankfully, he’s usually pretty good at stuff… sometimes he’s not. </li><li>Six year old Eddie Kaspbrak falls off his big boy bike all of one time, and he stomps his feet and vows to never ever get on that monster ever again. </li><li>Eleven year old Eddie Kaspbrak can’t immediately speak French fluently the first day of class, and decides he doesn’t want to speak the stupid language anyway. Makes Richie do all his French homework for the next five years. (Coincidently, this doesn’t apply to Latin or Spanish, both of which Eddie teaches to himself during summer vacations where he’s forced to live at his aunts houses.) </li><li>At thirteen, Eddie thinks maybe he wants to be a photographer when he grows up when the first photoshoot ever has ends with blurry and badly framed pictures, his $750 camera - which Sonia happily bought with the idea of her son having a safe recreational past time - is never touched again. </li><li>Eddie begs and pleads with his mom to buy him a guitar for two years, until she finally cracks and gets it for him for Christmas when he was fifteen, only for Eddie to realize how much work went into  learning before he could even think about playing a song. He never even bothers to learn the notes. </li><li>(Maybe Richie fiddles with the guitar whenever he’s at Eddies, and he learns to play it so Eddie still thinks the Christmas gift was worth wild.) </li><li>In college, Eddie drops out of his Psych major when he realizes that it involves doing actual science and math. He looses a whole year to a General Degree until he could pin point another degree that is as far away from math as he could get it. </li><li>In other words, Eddie Kaspbrak has no patience for learning anything that isn’t his 100% decision to learn. </li></ul>
Tags: hc

Post id: 183495829713
Date: Sat, 16 Mar 2019 11:29:12
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/183495829713/reddie-spanking
Slug: reddie-spanking
Reblog key: Ci0I9wer
Reblog url: https://toziertrashmouth.tumblr.com/post/183486683454/reddie-spanking
Reblog name: toziertrashmouth
reddie spanking
<p>Richie looked down at the sight in front of him, Eddie naked and on all fours, elbows bent so his hips and ass were lifted into the air; on display just for him. And he smiled.</p><p>‘You look really pretty like that, Eds.’ He murmured, running a hand from in between Eddie’s shoulder blades, down the centre of his back, and resting on his right ass cheek. Eddie chuckled at the star struck look on his boyfriends face and wiggled his hips for added effect. Richie groaned, his hand squeezing the soft skin, and he bit down on his lip. ‘You are actually going to kill me.’ </p><p>‘Not before we have fun, though, right?’ Eddie teased. ‘Otherwise, I’d have to get myself off.’</p><p>‘I’m better at doing that anyway.’ Richie winked. But instead of Eddie agreeing, like he assumed he would, he merely shrugged at his boyfriend.</p><p>‘I wouldn’t go <i>that</i> far.’ Richie dramatically gasped and smacked a hand across Eddie’s ass, making his boyfriend gasp in surprise.</p><p>‘Cheeky bitch.’ Richie grinned, draping his body over Eddie’s back and pressing him into the bed. ‘You know I’ve perfected the art of making cum.’ Eddie sighed in relief as Richie began slowly grinding against his ass. He reached a hand up to hold the back of Richie’s head, bringing him down for a deep, sensual kiss.</p><p>‘I guess you are an expert by now.’ He whispered against his lips. ‘So get up and do your job, Tozier.’ Richie bit his ear lobe before kneeling back up, spanking his ass again for good measure. </p><p>‘Your wish is my command.’ </p>
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I&rsquo;m so sorry about the awful crime done against your brothers and sisters. My heart is with you and yours.
<p>May Allahﷻ grant them paradise, ease the pain of their families, and make our mosques more full than they’ve ever been before. We fear no one, we will continue to go to mosques, wear our hijabs, and be proud of being Muslims. We do not fear people, we do not fear guns, and we do not fear death. They can kill Muslims but they can’t kill Islam.  </p><p>And honestly, to be killed for being a Muslim is a death I wouldn’t mind. </p><p><br/></p><p><i>“And do not ever assume that those who are slain in Allah’s cause, are dead;</i></p><p><i>in fact they are alive with their Lord, receiving sustenance.”</i></p><p>[Quran 3:169]</p>
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For your reddie nsfw headcanons: Eddie sending Richie nudes on Snapchat then acting normal when they hang out
<p>Eddie wasn’t one for taking nudes; really, he wasn’t. But sometimes he felt a little more confident in himself than usual, his hips looking wider and his ass looking firmer, and he just so happened to be wearing his favourite pair of tight boxers that day. So if anything, it was fate to take those stupid pictures. </p><p>He had first started by standing in the mirror and trying out different angles. One where his hip was cocked out, another where he was turned around and looking over his shoulder at his ass that he managed to perfectly angle in the mirror to really capture the roundness of it. He smirked at the photos, saving a couple of them, before trying some where he was kneeling on the floor, hand down his boxers, and covering his face with the camera. As he was about to take them, however, he got a snap from Richie. He grunted, opening their conversation, and read the messages he had been spammed.</p><p><i>From Rich🤓: HEY</i></p><p><i>From Rich🤓: WHAT ARE YOU UP TO</i></p><p><i>From Rich🤓: Stop leaving me on read you bastard</i></p><p>Eddie laughed, typing back a reply pretty quickly, just wanting to get back to his mini photoshoot.</p><p><i>From Edddddddddddddie💕: Okay chill! Nothing rn, just playing around on my phone, you?</i></p><p>He then clicked the camera button again, going back to his poses. He took a couple but promptly deleted them as they didn’t seem as nice as the ones he had taken before. He frowned, then had an idea. He held down the record button before covering his face with the phone once more, not wanting to see his features in the video. Eddie then reached down to the waistband of his boxers, pulling them down at a teasingly slow pace. He was already slightly hard from earlier on when he had been watching porn before being rudely interrupted by Ben asking what he wanted for dinner. He was still semi-hard, though, and that was enough for him. </p><p>He took hold of his cock and pulled it out of the confines of his boxers, stroking it slightly and moaning as the pleasure from before filled his body again. Eddie set a slow pace, knowing he had only a few more seconds left of the video, before twisting his wrist so a louder moan escaped his throat. The video ended and he watched it back, unsure if he was embarrassed by it or not. It was the most intimate thing he’d done and he wasn’t sure if he felt good about it or not. But he decided to save it to his phone, just in case, and his thumb pressed the save button. Or so he thought. </p><p>Without realising, his finger had glossed over the ‘send’ button on the opposite side of the screen, and Eddie watched in horror as the screen faded from the video to a white chat screen. The chat he was in with Richie. </p><p><i>Edddddddddddddie💕 has just sent a video.</i></p><p>‘Oh fuck!’ He dropped his phone, unable to look at it, and felt his entire life flash before his eyes. ‘No, no, no, NO!’ He covered his face with his hands and groaned loudly. He felt his entire body flush red and just when he thought it couldn’t get any worse, he heard the familiar chime of a new snapchat erupt from his phone. </p><p>Eddie gulped, but tentatively turned his phone over so he could see the screen. Richie had replied, and he stared at the words for a long time before he felt a smirk appear on his lips.</p><p><i>From Rich🤓: uhhhhhhhh what am I doing? Well…I’m bout to jerk off to that tbh</i></p><p><i>From Rich🤓: Wanna FaceTime?</i></p>
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Reddie having sex while eddie is on the phone
<p>‘Oh god, oh <i>god</i>, Rich!’ Eddie was moaning above him, hips bouncing up and down and sending Richie into overdrive. Below him, Richie had a tight hold on Eddie’s hands, fingers interlocked and his eyes staring at his boyfriend in wonder and awe. </p><p>‘Yeah, baby, fuck me just like that!’ He moaned back, thrusting his hips up a little bit to make Eddie shiver. Even though he was the one under Eddie’s control, it was fun to see him squirm from time to time. He liked making his boyfriend sigh and rock back against him when he went particularly deep or hit a certain spot Eddie can’t from whatever position they’re in. </p><p>Eddie bit down on his lip as he started to pick up the pace, fucking himself down onto Richie’s cock and gripping his hands with such force Richie was worried he might break some of his fingers. But that would just be a hilarious story to tell the others when they visited him in hospital, so he didn’t complain. Instead, he threw his head back and let Eddie do whatever the hell he wanted to him. </p><p>Just as they were getting into it, but more specifically as they were getting <i>closer</i>, a buzz of a phone went off beside Richie’s head on the bedside table. </p><p>‘Fuck,’ Eddie groaned, slowing his bouncing down to get a look at his phone screen. ‘Who is it?’</p><p>Richie reached over to take the phone and looked at it, trying to shake off the sex haze that had taken over his brain. ‘Uh, it’s Sta-‘</p><p>Eddie snatched the phone from his hand, his bouncing starting up again, and accepted the call. And Richie felt his entire body heat up.</p><p>‘Hey, what’s up? Nah, not much, you?’ He panted, and Richie was a little afraid of how nonchalantly Eddie was talking considering he had a cock in his ass. </p><p>‘Eds!’ Richie hissed from below him, ‘What are you-‘</p><p>‘Hold on, you okay babe?’ Eddie smirked down at him as he turned his attention to his boyfriend. Richie looked an absolute mess and he loved it. They had been going at it for a while now so his hair was sticking to his face and a sheen of sweat was on his forehead and biceps. They had been so busy with work and studying for finals that they hadn’t had much quality time. So Eddie got them to book the weekend off to ‘catch up’ as he called it. </p><p>This had been hour three of catch up time.</p><p>‘Babe, as hot as it is, you’re on the phone with my childhood best friend whilst I’m balls deep in your ass.’ Richie stage whispered, but then bit back a moan as Eddie rocked his hips forward. ‘You’re such a little-‘</p><p>‘Richie? No, no, he’s fine! Just working out. See, I’ll even give the phone to him.’ Eddie smirked, holding his finger to his lips as a sign to not give away what they were doing. Reluctantly, Richie took it. He pressed the phone to his ear and swallowed.</p><p>‘H-hey, bud! How’s tricks?’ He asked as calmly as he could.</p><p>‘Hey, just wanted to call and make sure breakfast was still on?’ Of course Stan would be interrupting sex to ask about food. Richie nodded, then remembered Stan couldn’t actually see him, and laughed through the receiver. </p><p>‘Tomorrow at that new coffee house, yeah?’ He asked, resting a hand on Eddie’s warm, soft hip. ‘Yeah I just gotta pick up so-<i>oh fuck!</i>’ He exclaimed as Eddie began his torturous bouncing again. This time, he pressed his hands onto Richie’s chest and tossed his head back, really putting on a show. He even went as far as to bite his lip and give Richie what he liked to call the ‘fuck me’ eyes. And Richie almost came right then and there. </p><p>‘You alright? You sound like you’re in pain?’ Stan asked. Richie squeezed Eddie’s hip in an attempt to calm him down but if anything it made him speed up.  He glared up at him before going back to the phone.</p><p>‘Not in pain!’ Understatement of the century. ‘Yeah just-<i>uh</i>-dropped a weight on my f-foot.’ Both Eddie and Stan snorted at the same time.</p><p>‘Rich, you don’t use weights.’ Stan pointed out. </p><p>‘Look I really have to go so, like, can we wrap it up before another <i>weight</i> falls on me?!’ Richie swatted at Eddie’s wandering hands that were starting to make their way into his hair. The little bastard knew that was a weak spot, and the moment he caught some curls between his fingers and tugged it was all over. Richie moaned, properly this time, and the line went silent.</p><p>‘Are you…<i>please</i> don’t tell me you two are <i>screwing</i> right now.’ Stan begged. Richie tensed his face and body up in embarrassment, and also in an attempt not to cum. </p><p>‘I mean…we aren’t <i>not</i> screwing.’ </p><p>‘ARE YOU FUCKING SERIOUS-‘</p><p>‘See ya, Stan!’ Eddie exclaimed, grabbing the phone, ending the call, and tossing it to the other side of the room. </p><p>‘You’re such an ass!’ Richie laughed, gripping Eddie’s hips and tickling him. ‘He’s never gonna talk to us again!’</p><p>‘Oh quit being such a baby!’ Eddie teased, leaning down and pecking him on the lips. ‘In all serious, though, did that make you uncomfortable? I was…kind of in the moment and didn’t really think so-‘</p><p>‘It was kinky, I’ll give you that.’ Richie chuckled, but pulled his boyfriend close, rubbing hide nose against his lovingly. ‘I’m good, sweetness. Thanks for asking though.’ Eddie beamed. </p><p>‘Good. Now carry on fucking me.’ Richie didn’t have to be told twice. </p>
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Can you do a reddie prompt where Richie and Eddie are friends and one day Eddie is like hella horny and he doesn&rsquo;t know what to do. So he calls Richie and starts to get himself off to Richie&rsquo;s voice. Richie realizes what he&rsquo;s doing and makes Eddie cum with dirty talk (and lets just say they are more than friends afterwards)
<p>me? posting two days in a row? more likely than you think</p>
<p>thank you sm for the request!! yall know i love writing dirty talk, so i had a lot of fun with this one lmao</p>
<p><b>words:</b> 3,005</p>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/18113975">read on ao3</a> or below!!</p>
<p><b>nsfw </b>below the cut</p>
<p>It all started with a sleepover at
Bill’s house. Richie had won the game they’d all been playing that night,
meaning that he got couch privileges while the other six slept on the floor.
Eddie was tossing and turning, unable to fall asleep. After two semesters at
college sleeping on the softest mattress topper he’d been able to find at Bed,
Bath, and Beyond, sleeping on the thin carpet and cement floor of Bill’s
basement was beginning to appear unrealistic. Giving up, Eddie huffed and got
up, dragging his pillow and blanket over to the couch where Richie was fast
asleep. Eddie dropped his pillow half next to Richie’s head and half on top of
it, rousing him from his sleep. “Scoot over,” Eddie whispered as he gently
shoved Richie’s shoulder.</p> <p><a href="https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/183459703617/can-you-do-a-reddie-prompt-where-richie-and-eddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Reddie w subtop richie I will one you my lifeblood
<p><b>nsfw below the cut</b></p> <p><a href="https://honeybeehanlon.tumblr.com/post/178651917154/reddie-w-subtop-richie-i-will-one-you-my-lifeblood" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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The Losers admiring Eddie in his little dungarees fixing up one of their cars.
<p>When Eddie first discovered his love for cars, he didn’t expect it to be as dirty as it was. He didn’t really mind all that much when he got down to it, it was just oil and a bit of dirt that got under his fingernails but with enough scrubbing in the shower he could get it all out and be pristine again. </p><p>As he got older he started to read up more on fixing cars and would go to the library with Mike and Ben whenever his mother would let him leave the house, taking out books that he could take notes on in his room and memorise engines and car parts and the different types of tools to use. It all came in handy when Richie’s first car, a beat up truck, started to splutter and stumble down the road one afternoon in the hot July sun. </p><p>The losers were all groaning and sweating in the stuffy car as the air conditioning had been busted for weeks, and they were all excited to go to the water park in Bangor to cool off and have some fun before they head off for college. But now, they were just sweating their asses off in Richie’s truck and grumbling to him about it. </p><p>‘It’s not my fault the stupid fuckin’ hunk of junk ain’t movin’!’ Richie would protest, rubbing at his sweaty forehead and sighing. He had no clue how to fix it, his dad never taught him about cars and even when he did explain the basics Richie hadn’t been listening. He’d been thinking about being able to have somewhere to take girls or guys on dates to make out with, and that was way more important at the time. </p><p>Eddie, sat in the passenger seat, had just rolled his eyes and opened the door to get out. ‘Pop the hood, Rich. I’ll have look at her.’ Everyone turned to stare at each other in confusion. </p><p>‘Uh, what do you mean?’ Beverly asked and Eddie shrugged at her.</p><p>‘I might know how to fix her. The engine?’ He rolled his eyes when no one reacted. ‘Richie?’ Richie just nodded dumbly and popped the hood. </p><p>‘You gonna get her all nice and greasy for me Eds?’ He managed to joke when Eddie disappeared in front of the car. It took 5 minutes of Eddie tinkering and huffing, and the losers warily glancing at each other, for his voice to appear again. </p><p>‘Okay, fire her up!’ Richie chuckled, not quite believing he’d fixed it, but the second her turned the key in the ignition the truck roared to life, then purred  as Eddie slammed the hood back down with a cocky smile on his face. Everyone had been stunned silent. Eddie returned to his seat, wiping the sweat from his brow, and smiled. ‘Whatcha staring at me for? Go on, get us to paradise!’</p><p>When Eddie graduated college he managed to get a job at a local mechanic shop, and spent all of his time working on cars. It was a dream come true, being able to fix thing with his bare hands, making customers smile when they saw their car all shiny and brand new. It was exhilarating. </p><p>For the other losers, it was torture. Eddie would spend a lot of his time off in their huge garage fixing up his old 1967 Impala, his pride and joy, and they would all take sneaky glances at him because, well, Eddie fixing up a car was a sight to see.</p><p>Beverly and Bill both snuck in one hot summer to Eddie shirtless, dungarees loosly on his hips and unbuckled, and his abs on full display. They had practically drooled over their friend in the doorway of their garage until Eddie had wheeled himself out from underneath the car and jumped in fright. They had never run away so damn fast.</p><p>Mike and Ben were more subtle about their staring, offering to bring Eddie lemonade and snacks as he worked. They couldn’t help but admire as Eddie thanked them for the drink, titling his head back and taking big, long gulps, some trickling down his chin and across his already shiny collarbones. Ben had flushed so red Eddie asked if he was catching a fever, going as far as to touch his cheeks and forehead with his hands. Mike had almost doubled over with laughter.</p><p>Stan and Richie were by far the most obvious pair when ogling Eddie. They were his boyfriends, after all, so they could do so without the secrecy. But that didn’t stop Stan from admiring Eddie from afar, bending over in his damn dungarees and fixing up the engine in Bill’s car one day. He’d tilt his head and get as many angles of Eddie’s ass as he could, smirking st him, before tiptoeing over and pressing himself across Eddie’s back. Eddie knew he had been there the entire time and smirked. No one needed to bend over this much and stick their ass out when tinkering with an engine. </p><p>Richie had basically dropped an entire box of Beverly’s shop stock when he saw Eddie taking his sweaty, white t-shirt off in the garage. He had been fixing up the impala again and was covered in oil, hands and face dirty and greasy but he still looked damn ethereal. Richie had stopped walking mid step just to see Eddie’s muscles flexing underneath his shirt and then to be put on full display for him. And it hadn’t helped that ‘American Woman’ has been playing through Eddie’s speakers. The sight was almost pornographic, Eddie taking a water bottle and pouring some on his face, shaking his hair out and sighing at the cold water dripping down his torso. </p><p>Richie had hastily yelled at Stan to follow him and the two cornered their boyfriend before slamming the button to shut the garage door, concealing them before they had picked their giggling boyfriend up and pressed him against the impala for some well needed fun.</p><p>Eddie never admitted he did all of this on purpose. He’d keep that little secret with him.</p>
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uhhh w bottom richie? hells yeah
<p>but.. but.. but… think about this. top!richie just pleasuring eddie, his baby boy. fucking him so hard, telling him how much of a good boy he is. tying eddie down or choking him, fingering him hard and making him cum so many times with just his fingers and eddie can’t help but cry in pleasure. richie still telling eddie how good he is, that he’s the best boy. then richie pins him face down on the bed, fucking eddie so slowly and deeply, teasing the fuck out of eddie until he’s screaming that he wants more and more. so richie gives it to him, gives it to him hard and rough. eddie’s ass all red, littered in handprints because richie just loves eddie’s ass so much. and then it ends into street aftercare </p>
Tags: gotdanm, i fuckin love bottom richie, but honestly either of them getting totally wrecked?, yyyeeeeaaahhhhhhh

Post id: 183435848683
Date: Wed, 13 Mar 2019 19:03:54
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/183435848683/domestic-stanlon-at-the-zoo-with-their-cutie
Slug: domestic-stanlon-at-the-zoo-with-their-cutie
Reblog key: UT8E3k0O
Reblog url: https://xandertheundead.tumblr.com/post/183431287285/domestic-stanlon-at-the-zoo-with-their-cutie
Reblog name: xandertheundead
domestic stanlon at the zoo with their cutie patootie baby child
<p>“Help,” Stan mouthed at Mike as Sammy tugged on his sleeve, begging for more quarters. </p><p>Mike was too busy snapping pictures to respond, laughing at both his husband and Sammy, their daughter. She was delighted, running over to the animals and petting them with obvious delight, squealing as the goats headbutted her and the ducks waddled over, quaking their demands for more food. Stan, on the other hand was in hell, he didn’t want to touch the animals and one of the zebras had taken a liking to him, following him around as he chased Sammy. <br/></p><p>“You’re on your own love, I may have to leave you here for Stripes.” Mike called from the other side of the fence, not bothering to conceal his laughter as Stripes the zebra nudged Stan’s hand, looking for snacks.</p><p>“Fuck you.” Stan mouthed again before trying, with no luck, to push Stripes away. </p><p>Mike let him suffer for a few more minutes, taking more pictures that he secretly decided would be on their Christmas card, before going in himself. </p><p>“Come on Stan, I wouldn’t leave you. You know that.” He said, kissing his husband’s forehead and leaning down to scoop up their daughter. She pouted at him, sticking out her lower lip which Mike playfully tweaked, making her giggle. </p><p>“Papa wants to leave to see the birds, do you want to go see the pretty peacocks?” He asked and she nodded, starting to rattle off all the bird facts that Stan had taught her.</p><p>“Birds have feathers!” She declared as they left the enclosure. “And they fly!”</p><p>“That’s right.” Mike put her down, grabbing the hand sanitizer and rubbing it over her small hands before turning to Stan. “Do you want me to rub some on you too?” He asked, squeezing the bottle seductively. <br/></p><p>“Har har.” Stan replied, grabbing the bottle and pouring a generous amount on his hands. “It’s disgusting in there Mike, she’s going to need a bath tonight.”</p><p>“Nah,” Mike bent down, easily lifting the small girl to his shoulders. “A little dirt never hurt anyone, right Cupcake?” </p><p>She bobbed her head in agreement. “I like the dirt papa.” She told Stan, grinning toothily at him.</p><p>Stan shook his head, looking from her to Mike. “I should have stayed with Stripes.” He muttered. “He appreciated me.”  </p><p>Mike laughed and leaned over, kissing Stan soundly. “I’ve got something he’ll never have.” Mike told him and Stan raised a questioning eyebrow. “Thumbs.” Mike replied. “And the ability to buy everyone ice cream.”</p><p>“Ice cream!” Sammy shouted, bouncing on his shoulders. “I want strawberry!”</p><p>Stan rolled his eyes but slipped his hand into Mike’s, bumping his shoulder. “You’ll spoil her.” </p><p>“I hope so.” Mike replied as the three started walking. “You both deserve to be spoiled.” Stan gave him a small smile as Sammy began excitedly pointing out every animal, naming the ones she could and asking about the others. Mike give Stan’s hand a squeeze and Stan bent over to kiss his cheek, all of them ready to enjoy the rest of their zoo day. <br/></p>
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hi hello!! was jw, would u ever write nsfw reddie with mike wheeler thrown in? or like maybe they all met at college &amp; became close friends, and after a party or something they somehow end up having a threesome lmao but it feels natural to them and they&rsquo;re so into it hhh 🤤
<p>i’m so into this concept omg. also i’ve never written wheelzierbrak before so I hope you like it!! (also sorry this took forever the sophomore slump is very real unfortunately) (for this same reason I have not proofread this so my apologies in advance for that lol)</p>
<p><b>words:</b> 7,491 (once again we learn that cami cannot write anything short lmao)</p>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/18101636">read on ao3 </a>or below!!</p>
<p><b>nsfw </b>below the cut</p>
<p>Mike leaned a little further than
he needed to into Richie’s grip as he escorted him back to his room, held
Eddie’s hand a little tighter than necessary. He was undoubtedly trashed, his
social filter washed away with all of the vodka he’d had that night. “Guys,
this is so much fun,” Mike grinned as he leaned his head on Richie’s chest, Eddie
searching Mike’s pockets for the key to his apartment. Lucas and Dustin were
having a “guys’ weekend” just the two of them, and Will was at his boyfriend’s
house for the weekend, leaving Eddie and Richie to make sure he got to bed safe.
Sober Mike had insisted he would be fine by himself, but sober Eddie and Richie
knew better and already had clothes packed, as they knew drunk Mike would want
them to stay with him. Mike was the clingiest, most affectionate drunk out of
all of their friends, and Eddie and Richie had admitted to each other the night
before that they both adored it. They were more than happy to take care of him.
</p> <p><a href="https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/183433179452/hi-hello-was-jw-would-u-ever-write-nsfw-reddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: nsfw, fic rec, wheelzierbrak, *white person voice* oh wowee, *shouts from distance*, N O I C E, d u d e, my dude, i love them, and this
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could you maybe write a little soft cute thing for the cult au (which i love so much, by the way) if you have any time? if you&rsquo;re busy though, that&rsquo;s totally okay. i love your writing so much! &lt;3
<p>Richie was stressed. He couldn’t exactly pinpoint what the hell was going on with him. The crops weren’t as good as they were last year, his followers were definitely noticing that something was wrong. He couldn’t pinpoint when this began. He was feeling fine ever since his lover came back into his life, so what else was there to do?</p><p>Sex was excellent. He and Eddie had sex every single morning and every single night– it was ritual at this point. He would have Eddie on his lap during every meeting, he would keep Eddie close whenever he could, he just needed to touch him and he would be fine, right? </p><p>But the more he saw Eddie he felt something strange. His heart felt pained as though he wanted something else. But there couldn’t be more than this. Living in this field with his lover for the rest of his days until they’re both reborn so they could repeat the cycle over and over again– that’s why he and his lover were created. But why did it feel so wrong?</p><p>He had been avoiding Eddie that day, and Eddie seemed to have caught on. They hadn’t had sex that day nor has Richie even spoken of him. Eddie could tell that everyone seemed to be on edge because of this, and he didn’t know what to do but to confront Richie. He had never done that before, but he never felt the need to. He had been there for two years and all Richie needed was for Eddie to be by his side and everything was okay. Clearly this wasn’t the case.</p><p>Richie paced back and forth in his room, and he tensed when he heard the door opening and quietly clicking shut. “Richard?” Eddie murmured softly, and Richie didn’t bother replying. “Something is troubling you, I can tell.” He said, but Richie remained quiet. “Do you need me to lie down for you?”</p><p>“That’s not what I want at all, pet.” Richie murmured quietly. He looked down at his feet and sighed heavily. “Something is wrong with me. Whenever I see you– I feel this strange feeling… It’s unpleasant and I haven’t the slightest idea as to what it is.” He mumbled, slumping down in his old wicker chair and running his hands over his face.<br/></p><p>Eddie stood before him and sighed quietly. “Will you please try to explain it a little bit more?” He asked.</p><p>It took a long moment before Richie was mumbling his woes to his lover. “I feel as though there’s some sort of… of wall? Something between us that I’m unable to pass. I’m unable to get closer to you– and I fear that I will be unable to reach your soul completely.” He snorted to himself a bit, rolling his eyes and gazing up at Eddie again. “It seems silly, doesn’t it? It’s not your place to hear of my thoughts–”</p><p>“I think it’s because you never really speak to me.” Eddie interrupted, as he kneeled down in front of Richie’s chair. He rested his head against Richie’s knees, his eyes closed as he hummed to himself. <br/></p><p>“What do you mean?”<br/></p><p>“You and I do not speak. You don’t know who I was before I came here in this life. I’m not the same soul that I was when we were first bound together, Richie. I’ve walked through so many lifetimes and, although you seem to be the only one to remember them, you don’t realize that you’ve loved different forms of me.” Richie’s hand trailed along Eddie’s neck until he tangled his fingers into Eddie’s pretty sun kissed hair. “You haven’t given yourself time to get to know my mind. You’ve only really wanted to fuck.” <br/></p><p>Richie cringed at that. It <i>may </i>have been a little true. He pulled Eddie up and into his lap and held him close. Richie was born into this life as a normal man, only when he first saw Eddie did he realize who he really was. He never had the heart to truly tell him of this memory from only a few years ago, but–</p><p>“I don’t know why– but,” he sucked in a breath a looked away from Eddie, letting his head fall against his lover’s chest. “I have memories from when I was only a man in this life, and I changed when I saw you. Memories came back in ways that caused pain. I realized who we were to each other but I wasn’t able to take you like I did before. This… <i>modern </i>society is something that I wasn’t ready for, unfortunately.” <br/></p><p>Eddie snorted a little bit, pressing soft kisses against Richie’s head. “All you have to do is talk to me a little bit to feel better. Come to bed, you can tell me all about the you that lived in this life.” Richie was going to command Eddie to stay with him where they were, but he stopped himself. A part of him wanted to stop controlling Eddie’s personality and to let him flourish– he wanted to see what his lover could do. He grumbled quietly to himself and let him be taken to bed as Eddie began to talk to Richie about all the things of the modern world that Richie may remember from his vague memories as a human being.</p><p>——</p><p>basically, richie is feeling stressed and wound up because eddie just follows his orders and doesn’t really have a personality in the cult au. he just does what richie wants and they don’t really talk about themselves??? but richie doesn’t know that it’s bothering him as much as it is until his crops are dying a little bit and his followers start worrying about him.</p><p>richie also has a memory [in his latest life that he’s living now] of himself where he was just a normal human. but whenever he sees eddie in any life all of those past memories come rushing back and he sort of pushes aside his memories as a human being so he can focus on who he was before. hopefully this made sense. if not its fine hhhdhhhh</p>
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reddie, &ldquo;Don&rsquo;t smile at me like that. You know it drives me crazy.&rdquo; :)
<p>I used this differently but it’s still cute! Promise. </p><p><br/></p><p>“Don’t smile at me like that. You know it drives me crazy.” Eddie said, crossing his arms and glaring at his boyfriend. </p><p>Richie continued to grin at him, showing all his teeth as he leaned in. “But my cute little Eddie Spaghetti is here. He came all the way here, climbed into my window and is now sitting on my bed.” Richie leaned in, nudging Eddie’s shoulder with his own. “How the hell else would I smile?”</p><p>“Less annoyingly.” Eddie replied. </p><p>Richie laughed, putting an arm around Eddie and pulling him down onto the bed so they were both lying down, facing each other. “Why’d you come here Spaghetti? Was it just to glare at me?” </p><p>“No.” Eddie said, suddenly nervous. He had been positive that this was a good idea when he’d been walking over but now he wasn’t so sure. Richie seemed to sense his discomfort and leaned in, kissing what he affectionately called Eddie’s stress lines - the crinkles around his eyes, the frown line around his mouth and finally his lips. When he pulled away Eddie smiled at him, feeling more relaxed. </p><p>“Ready to tell me why you’re here?” Richie asked, pulling back but keeping an hand on Eddie’s cheek.</p><p>“I got my letter to UCLA.” He said, pulling the letter out of his fanny pack. “I wanted to open it with you.” Richie had gotten his a week ago and had, of course, gotten in. This was Eddie’s last letter. He’d gotten into other, closer colleges but UCLA was his dream. Not just because of Richie, because it meant getting away from Maine and, more importantly, his mom. </p><p>Richie took Eddie’s hands and kissed his knuckles. “You got in, I know it.” </p><p>Eddie took a deep breath, raising the envelope and ripping it open with his finger. His hands were shaking as he took the letter out, Richie’s hands going to cover his as he started to read. Then a grin spread across his face and he looked up at Richie, giving him a slow nod and seeing a matching one appear on Richie’s face. </p><p>“That smile still drives me crazy.” Eddie told him, now giggling happily. <br/></p><p>“You better get used to it Eds, you’ll be seeing it every damn day in California.” <br/></p>
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Amelia. My love. My darling wife. Can I please have some SFW Stozier showering together?
<p>“For the last time I don’t need your help in the shower.” Stan told Richie as he followed him to the bathroom.</p><p>“How exactly are you planning on washing your hair with a broken arm?” Richie asked, leaning against the door frame as Stan struggled to get his shirt off. </p><p>It kept getting caught on his cast and after a minute Stan gave up and looked at his boyfriend, sighing. “Fine. I may need some help.”</p><p>Richie grinned and crossed over to Stan, helping him out of his shirt and the rest of his clothes. “No funny business.” Stan told him, holding out his arm so Richie could put a bag over it to keep the cast from getting wet.</p><p>“I will behave like a schoolgirl at church.” Richie promised, shedding his own clothes. </p><p>“I don’t know if that’s actually a good thing…” Stan said, both stepping into the shower as Richie turned it on, the warm water spraying over him. Richie stepped behind him, grabbing the soap and starting to lather Stan’s torso and back, gently rubbing the soap across him. </p><p>“See? I am the picture of innocent.” Richie told him, carefully avoiding Stan’s crotch and ass as his hands roamed. He insisted that Stan lift his arms so he could get everywhere, even avoiding his ticklish spots. </p><p>“Mhm.” Stan replied but Richie could tell that he was relaxing, the tension draining from his shoulders as Richie rinsed the suds off. </p><p>“Now we wash your hair.” Richie told him, grabbing the shampoo and pouring some onto Stan’s damp curls then starting to work it in, his fingers scratching Stan’s head. Stan let out a low groan, leaning into Richie’s touch. </p><p>“Richie, that feels good.” Stan purred, his eyes closing. </p><p>Richie chuckled. “I can tell.” He cupped his hands, grabbing some water and pouring it over Stan’s hair, repeating until the shampoo was washed out and Stan’s curls were clean. </p><p>Once that was done he kissed Stan’s neck. “See, a PG shower. Now you’re all clean and cute.” </p><p>Stan turned to him, kissing Richie softly. “You did it. I’m impressed.” </p><p>Richie smiled at him, reaching around to turn off the shower. “You sound disappointed.” </p><p>Stan shrugged. “Maybe.”</p><p>Richie laughed then gestured down, “Well, we are already naked.” </p><p>Stan hummed his agreement as he kissed Richie again, letting Richie pull him close. </p>
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Mike E3!
<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="762" data-orig-width="789"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/38317ecc47400aecd3de61752c640478/tumblr_inline_phe2urn2sV1sp069n_540.png" data-orig-height="762" data-orig-width="789"/></figure><p>I hope you don’t mind that it’s only a sketch! I might clean it up and color later &lt;3 I also believe in vegan Mike so his lambs would keep their tails.<br/></p>
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Bottom Mike hour pplease? \_&ouml;_/ Any ship honestly. I just need needy subspace Mike. Bonus point if it&#039;s in a public space too :&#039;)
<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="151" data-orig-width="678"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/bb3511e7af7b1eb71a1735d00bf90c19/tumblr_inline_pmoa4vikXE1w31vwa_1280.png" data-orig-height="151" data-orig-width="678"/></figure><p>Jo is out here coming for my fucking throat. Public attack number one man.</p><hr><p>Mike could feel the bindings of the books on the palms of his hands. Some were hard plastic cases, other smooth leather bindings. If he tried hard enough, he could concentrate on each of the different feelings, on each sensation on his skin. He doesn’t want to, though. His head is too cloudy, his body too responsive.  </p><p>Ben’s behind him, casually three fingers deep as Mike’s spread out against the bookcase, arms propping himself up and ass stuck out behind him. He’s completely naked and Ben is completely clothed. He hasn’t even lost his belt yet, which is, like, completely unfair. </p><p>“Ben,” Mike grits. His hands grip one of the books as Ben hits his prostate head on, sending flames licking up his spine and down his legs. </p><p>“Yes, bun?” Ben answers and he’s got a gentle smile on his face. He looks content, like he could do this all day. Mike knows he could, too. He would drive Mike completely up the wall and not even mean to do it. </p><p>Well, he probably means to do it but he’s never meant it maliciously. No, Ben has to be one of the gentlest people Mike has ever met. And even when he has complete control over the situation, everything he does is with kindness and care. </p><p>“How much longer?” comes out in a rasp of a whisper. </p><p>“Soon,” is all he says and he keeps working. It’s torture, driving Mike to the brink of what he needs. It’ll never be enough, he needs so much more than this, and that’s precisely why Ben keeps it up. He knows that if he works at it long enough then Mike might slip away. And boy it’s fucking working. </p><p>In the darkness of the library, after the doors have been locked and the systems have been shut down, in-between the stacks, Ben slowly but surely milks every ounce of rationality out of Mike. </p><p>It’s like he’s been nudged right to the edge and instead of being pushed over, he’s kept there. It feels so good. The world around him starts to fade into a pleasant fuzz, the reality dripping from his forehead as he floats higher and higher into space. Every brush against his prostate, every nerve ending on fire, every torturous minute in heaven drives Mike past his breaking point. And once he’s finally crossed that threshold there’s no going back. </p><p>“Baby, Benny, please,” Mike begs, words softly slurring, “I need it. I can’t anymore. I need you, please.”</p><p>Ben obliges, slowly drawing his fingers out and lining himself up. He doesn’t even take his pants off, just shimmies them low enough to get himself out. He moves at his own leisurely pace, dragging himself up the crack of Mike’s ass several times before pushing himself in. </p><p>“You look so good like this, bun. All spread out for me. Letting me take such good care of you,” Ben whispers as he thrusts in fully, stilling for a moment to drag out the pleasure of being filled so completely. “I love taking care of my boy.”</p><p>“I love it when you take care of me,” Mike babbles back. They go back and forth like this, Ben whispering questions of praise and Mike answering. All he can feel is Ben around him, on him, in him. All he can hear is Ben’s voice floating through the air around him. Everything is just Ben, Ben, Ben. </p><p>Mike feels his mouth go cottony dry as his brain shifts to static. He thinks he’s talking. He things he can feel the words, “more, more, please, harder, please,” in his mouth but he’s not sure. He must ask for something, though, because Ben’s suddenly really giving it to him. The stack he’s gripping shakes and loose books rattle as Ben pounds into him, takes his neglected cock in his hand and strips it for everything it’s worth. Mike cries into the quiet air, loud and uninhibited, and then suddenly the entire world is dark. He goes from feeling everything in the entire universe to nothing at all. </p><p>When Mike comes back down, he’s propped up against the stack and Ben has a glass of water in his hand. He presses it to Mike’s lips and gently has him drink. Ben showers him with praise and kisses as he helps him stand and dress and Mike swears he’s never loved someone so intensely. </p>
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B2 for Mike, Stan and Eddie!
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Richie can&#039;t fall asleep without Eddie next to him 🤩🤩
<p>VALID.</p><p>Richie doesn’t realize how bad it is until he’s in his mid-twenties and his career starts taking off. Richie tries to take Eddie on as many business trips and tours as he can, but Eddie has medical school. So more often than not, Richie is alone.</p><p>Richie can’t even lie his head down to rest without Eddie cuddled up next to him. He’s wide awake and restless, pacing motel balconies with a cigarette hanging from his gently parted lips and Eddie’s exhausted voice on the other end of a corded telephone, urging him to rest.</p><p>Eddie will never admit it, but when Richie’s gone, his sleep schedule is just as bad.<br/></p>
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CONGRATS LUCE! For the requests, can I get uuuhhh some cute Eddie&amp;Mike headcanons
<ul><li>I like to imagine that Eddie and Mike are just a really pure, soft, loving couple<br/></li><li>They give one another so much support in everything that
they do, and it is so unconditional. 
Mike will know that Eddie is wrong when he’s arguing with Richie over
something really trivial, and he’s still behind his boy 10000%.  Eddie is always there to hold Mike up when he
wants to dabble in some new hobby, or when he needs to vent about his
life.  So much encouragement!!!!<br/></li><li>Their thing is baking together!  One time at a rummage sale, Eddie comes across
a massive cookbook entitled “1001 Dessert Recipes from Big Patty’s Kitchen.”  Neither are quite sure who Big Patty is, but
Eddie insists that they can’t leave without it. 
They make one recipe a week, and plan on eventually making their way
through all 1001 recipes.  Eddie is
always careful to follow the instructions to the T, but Mike experiments a
bit and will add a bit of nutmeg or coconut because <i>it’s missing something</i>.  It
drives Eddie crazy sometimes, but Mike just laughs and plants a kiss on his
nose.<br/></li><li>For Christmas one year, Eddie buys Mike a polaroid camera!  He wraps it carefully in red paper dotted
with smiling snowmen in green scarves, and even spends a good thirty minutes
tying the bow just right.  It’s so prettily
wrapped, and Mike makes sure to open it slowly, undoing the tape holding it
together rather than ripping it because he can tell how much effort Eddie put
into it.  When he realizes what it is, he’s
moved to tears because <i>it’s perfect</i>.  Soon, Mike has stacks of polaroid photos
everywhere, and he doesn’t go anywhere without his camera strapped across his
shoulder.  He loves to take candids of
Eddie, and he keeps his favourites in his wallet.<br/></li><li>Eddie’s one of those people who’s perpetually cold,
especially his fingers and toes!!  Mike?  Mike is a furnace- he radiates warmth.  Mike will wrap Eddie’s hands in his and blow
on them to warm them up, and it never fails to make Eddie blush.  Mike teases that the only reason Eddie’s with
him is because he’s <i>warm</i>.  <br/></li><li>Really, Mike doesn’t mind at all.  He’s the biggest cuddler, and so he’ll take
any opportunity he can get to wrap himself around Eddie.  His favourite way to fall asleep is on his
back, Eddie nestled into the crook of his shoulder and his head resting on Mike’s
chest.  <br/></li><li>They’ll have a date night at least once a month, and they usually
end up going mini-golfing because Eddie is <i>really
fucking good at mini golf</i>.  Eddie’s
first time going was with Mike. Mike had thought he’d be real smooth and show
Eddie how to put by holding him from behind, you know, <i>real Casanova stuff</i>.  But before
he even has a chance to put on the moves, Eddie puts a hole-in-one on the first
course.  His boy is a natural, and while
he’s disappointed he missed out on the <i>classic
let me show you how to hold the putter</i> move, he thinks it’s adorable how excited
Eddie gets when he beats the par.  Now they go all the time, and the loser has to buy the winner ice cream.  Mike ends up spending a lot of money soft serve vanilla waffle cones.<br/></li><li>Eddie loves watching Mike read, and he’ll lay his head in
Mike’s lap and look up at him as he’s pouring over some old paperback he found
at the thrift store.  Mike’s lips move ever
so slightly along with the text, and Eddie finds this to be one of Mike’s most
endearing qualities because <i>it’s just so
pure.</i><br/></li></ul>
Tags: 

Post id: 183359178173
Date: Sun, 10 Mar 2019 12:23:52
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/183359178173/this-is-so-dumb-but-could-i-have-some
Slug: this-is-so-dumb-but-could-i-have-some
Reblog key: VyG2tNI6
Reblog url: https://richiebubba-deactivated20190722.tumblr.com/post/183356359369/this-is-so-dumb-but-could-i-have-some
Reblog name: richiebubba-deactivated20190722
This is so dumb but could I have some Angel!Eddie!!!!! Or like Eddie with powers or something idk and Richie just being in total awe of him
<p><b>A/N: god almighty I love this request so much! here is all the magical eddie and head over heels richie you could ever want!</b></p>
<p>“Shoulder-blades are the little humps where your angel wings used to be,” Richie tells Eddie over tuna-and-sweetcorn sandwiches, cross-legged and runny-nosed in the quiet, sandy corner of the schoolyard. The trees are thatched up like rosaline beyond their heads, and there’s a gym lesson after lunch printed neat into their schedules, and, for now, there is almost nothing to worry about. For now, the world is a clean, pink soup bowl; all things clear and round and easy to spot, including the great, velvet-spine picture book between the rings of their knees - the page of it labelled clearly ‘all about the fae’. “If they stick out a ton it means you were a very powerful angel and if not much at all a shitty one. Did you know?”</p>
<p>Eddie looks up over farmhouse crust with young, silver quarter eyes and says, “I didn’t. Where have our wings gone? Why?” </p>
<p>Twelve years old is one the most frightening years of Eddie’s life. He’s inching up a teeny tiny bit too tall for his shorts, this year, even the long, clean cotton ones that tickle ‘round his knees and never squeeze his tummy too sore, not even after he’s eaten his potatoes for dinner, and for some of his socks and underwear too. He’s started learning French at school and can count right up to ten, with a wobble here and there (“duh…twah…c-cat?”), and he’s starting to run faster than a lot of the boys in his gym class, even the big, tough ones that all pinch him on the hip and hide his things in the locker room, and his mom’s starting to squeeze his shoulders before bed with a warble of, “now that you’re getting old, little chicken…” That great, transparent soup bowl he’s been swimming through all his childhood is tipping and slipping and emptying out from under his feet nowadays, it’s changing. It’s teaching Eddie more and more by the day, as he grows, that he is not much like other children. And this, naturally, is terrifying. </p> <p><a href="https://lovedrichie.tumblr.com/post/183339776544/this-is-so-dumb-but-could-i-have-some" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: your writing makes me so;;, nostalgic?, if that makes sense, fic rec, i fuckin lloooovvveeee this
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What about the recreating the first date one for reddie?? Only if you want❤️
<p>“It has to be perfect.” Eddie muttered, glancing around to be sure he had everything. “It has to be.”</p><p>“You know he’ll love it even if it’s not, right?” Bev asked, leaning against the door frame. “You could have just answered the door naked and he’d be thrilled.”</p><p>Eddie turned to her, glaring. “Not the point.” He glanced up at the clock. “Now shoo. He’ll be here soon. Thank you for all your help!” He said as he pushed her towards the door. </p><p>While a shrug she left, leaving Eddie alone with his nerves. Tonight was their five year anniversary and Eddie had insisted on planning the evening. He and Richie had made it through college and now both had jobs and their own apartments. Eddie had wanted to live on his own after graduation, to try out independence. Richie had teased him, saying he’d be over all the time anyway. And, while that proved to be true, Eddie had still liked being on his own. Especially now, as he was able to work through some of his anxiety alone before Richie arrived. </p><p>It wasn’t long before he heard a knock on his door and someone singing loudly about a Spaghetti Man to the tune of ‘Rocket Man’. Smoothing down his shirt again Eddie answered the door, smiling up at his boyfriend.</p><p>“You look fucking cute,” Richie said, bending down and kissing Eddie as he handed him some flowers. “Are you sure we have to celebrate ? I’d much rather rip these clothes off you.” He trailed a hand over Eddie’s shirt, stopping at the top button.</p><p>Eddie slapped his hand away. “Yes! We do! I put a lot of effort into it.” </p><p>Richie nodded, pulling his hand back innocently. “Well then lead the way to this mystery date.” </p><p>He turned but Eddie grabbed his hand. “We’re actually staying in.” He said, starting to feel nervous that this date wasn’t good enough.</p><p>Richie turned back. “So we are having loud, crazy sex all night? Perfect.”</p><p>“No!” He squeaked. He lead Richie through his apartment and to the area outside where he had set up a projector and air mattress. Next to it was a greasy fast food bag, complete with two milkshakes. Richie stared at the scene as Eddie fidgeted nervously. “I wanted to recreate our first date- when we got McDonald’s and watched the drive in from the top of the hill? But there’s not a drive in around here so the apartment manager let me do this. I got the same movies too…” He trailed off and Richie still didn’t speak. “It’s stupid isn’t it? You wanted to go out and do something fancy not some lame-” The rest of his sentence was cut off by Richie’s lips pressing against his own. </p><p>When Richie pulled back Eddie saw that he had a huge grin. “Eds, this is perfect. That night was one of the best nights of my life, sitting in my truck bed with the cutest guy in school while we guessed what the actors were saying as we ate fries? Come on, what more could I want?”</p><p>“You like it then?” Eddie asked. </p><p>Richie nodded. “I love it.” He lead Eddie over to the mattress, both laying down on it. “This is amazing. You’re amazing.” He kissed Eddie again. “Happy anniversary Eds.” </p><p>Eddie finally relaxed, leaning against Richie. “You too.” What Richie didn’t know was that at the bottom of his fast food bag was a list of apartments that Eddie had found. Both their leases were up soon and Eddie was finally going to ask Richie to move in with him. But that was for later, right now Eddie was happy to be nestled against his boyfriend, letting Richie feed him spoonfuls of milkshake as he started the movie. </p>
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idk if your still taking fluff prompts but; Even in kindergarten, Eddie loved cars. he would bring in magazines and tell his friends all about his favorite ones. Now, he loved hotwheels but his mom always said no because she thought that they were dangerous. So, little richie talks to his mom and begs her to buy him some hot wheels. he ends up giving them to Eddie as a gift, still in the package and everything. 5 year old eddie loses his shit
<p>This is so cute!!! </p><p>Richie picks out the coolest looking cars and carefully wraps them (as carefully as a five year old can) so he can give them to Eddie. Eddie definitely thinks it’s going to be a prank or something gross until he unwraps it, seeing the shiny cars and their little wheels. He and Richie spend the rest of the day making race tracks and playing with the cars. </p><p>Bonus: Eddie saves them and in their first apartment he has a whole shelf dedicated to all the hotwheels Richie got him over the years. </p>
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I&rsquo;m not going to stop poking you until you give me some attention / While i do enjoy the silent treatment, i wasn&rsquo;t aware i had done anything to you for reddie pls
<p>Ok not gonna lie, I read this and thought that you were saying I was ignoring you and that was really confusing for a minute. </p><p><br/></p><p>“Eds, Eds, Eds, Eds.” Richie was dancing about Eddie, trying to get the smaller boy to look at him but Eddie’s gaze stayed resolutely straight ahead. Eddie didn’t look at Richie until the other boy stopped directly in front of him, putting his hands on Eddie’s shoulders. “Eds, what’s wrong? Tell ol’ Richie baby.” </p><p>“Nothing.” Eddie replied, sidestepping Richie’s grasp and continuing his walk home. His arms were crossed and Richie could see that his jaw was set. He’d been like this since lunch, ignoring Richie and refusing to talk to him. </p><p>“Listen Eddie darling, while there’s nothing I love more than the sound of my own voice-” Richie crept closer again, continuing to look at Eddie even while the other boy ignored him. “I’m really not loving this silent treatment. So please, tell me what I did!” Eddie kept walking. “I’m not above begging!” Richie glanced at the street, seeing that they were nearly to Eddie’s house. If he went inside Richie would lose him so he dropped the act, just walking alongside Eddie, hoping that if he could stay quiet Eddie would finally speak up.</p><p>It wasn’t working. They crossed the street to Eddie’s block and he still hadn’t  even looked at Richie. He was about to drop to his knees and plead when Eddie finally spoke, so quiet that Richie barely heard him. “Samantha asked you to homecoming.” </p><p>Richie shrugged. “Yea, she stuffed a note in my locker. So?”</p><p>“So?” Eddie rounded on him, now furious. “So?! Are you going to say yes?”</p><p>He grinned, finally understanding the issue. “She’s pretty foxy.” Eddie opened his mouth, looking ready to spew fire and Richie took Eddie’s hands in his own. “BUT I have a much foxier guy that I’d rather go with. Assuming he’s speaking to me?” </p><p>At those words all the fight died in Eddie. He looked embarrassed now, his eyes falling to the ground as he mumbled, “You never asked me.”</p><p>“I just assumed we’d go together.” Richie stopped to tip Eddie’s chin up, making him look at Richie. “Eddie, darling, love of my life, would you do me the honor of going to homecoming with me? We can dance the night away amongst the crepe paper.” </p><p>Finally Eddie cracked a small smile as he nodded. “Yes. I’d love to.” </p><p>Richie bent down, placing a light kiss on Eddie’s lips. “Me too.” </p>
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Stanlon in the 69 position. 😋
<p>Hi, this has been in my inbox for so long, like <i>months</i>. Obviously, NSFW Ahead,</p><ul><li>Okay so a concept, I don’t actually love 69ing for Stanlon. I feel like they would be much more into simultaneous oral on their sides instead. Like I just feel like Stan would hate being on the bottom of 69 because he feels so trapped (not that he doesn’t trust Mike with all his heart, it just freaks him out).</li><li>And with Stan on top, it’s too awkward of an angle for Mike to suck him off and finger him. So they much prefer for them both to be on their sides, both of them sucking the other off. </li><li>They both like to tease each other, starting off with light touches and small licks. Mike is the first to break because he loves all the breathy moans Stan lets out when he finally wraps his lips around Stan’s cock</li><li>And I mean likewise because c’mon, Mike makes some gorgeous sounds, too. </li><li>Right when they get into a comfortable rhythm with each other, that’s when Mike coats his fingers with lube and teases them over Stan’s hole. </li><li>Stan’s concentration is shot. All he can do is rest his head on Mike’s thigh, letting all his moans vibrate over Mike’s length. </li><li>You’d think that Stan would be the first to come because he’s being fingered <i>and </i>sucked off, but no, it’s actually Mike who comes first because Stan is letting out a constant stream of pleasured sounds and Mike finds them irresistible and all the vibrations over his dick make him come first.</li><li>But lets be real, it’s not like Stan is far behind him at all. </li></ul>
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you said to send out headcanons and i&rsquo;m possibly too late, but i absolutely love the idea that the losers had some sort of tradition where once a year or something they&rsquo;d try to bake all together and obviously, it would end up in a big mess, but i just?? like, the losers laughing and being happy, and probably blaming richie for ruining the cookies or something just makes me all warm inside!
<p>1) its never too late to send me headcanons! 2) that is soooo cute!!!!! richie always talks himself up leading up to it every year only to catch something on fire jdfjds bill would also be strangely bad at it so everyone tries to make him and richie just watch but they never succeed. i think bev and eddie and mike would b rly good at it and look forward to it every year! they have a like shared pinterest where all they do is save recipes fjdfkjs </p>
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I saw a quote about how Jane Austen is a white author for white readers and like I get it totally cuz like with the exception of mentioned romani in Emma and a few mentions of the slave trade in Emma and Mansfield Park, it just had me curious as the the roles of colored people back then? I know Jane Austen had some pretty liberal views about race but like with slavery on british soil recently abolished but still going strong in English territories and America, what was the general opinion?
<p>Look, I’ll level with you, I was born and raised in a colonialist nation and as far as I’m aware all my ancestors could be traced to a pretty tight section of northern Europe, so that’s that on that. And Austen is, in many respects, peak Englishness, and of that certain class which often had the foundations of its prosperity in the exploitation of colonized peoples and places. There’s really no escaping that context. The institution of society in which Austen was living and writing was, without a doubt, racist in ways both blatant as well as insidious, and she would have operated on the same benefits of privilege which white, Christian, English-speaking people still do, today.</p><p>So the slave trade was abolished in the British Empire by an act of Parliament in <a href="https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Slave_Trade_Act_1807">1807</a>; (though slave-trading was merely punishable by a fine at this point which would be a negligible amount to an established slaver, and the crime only became a felony in <a href="https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Slave_Trade_Felony_Act_1811">1811</a>,) however slavery itself was not abolished until <a href="https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Slavery_Abolition_Act_1833">1833</a>; and the British Empire being<i> the British Empire</i>, I’m not gonna be handing out many backpats for their glacial rate of progress here in unfucking what they fucked. The Navy established the West African Squadron to patrol the west coast of Africa and suppress the trade, and the Anti-Slavery Society was formed in 1823 in London. It is believed, however, that the slave-trade continued in clandestine operations throughout the Empire for many more decades, and legislation was enacted or updated in a patchwork application which did not result in immediate and joyous liberation for former slaves, and slave-owners were recompensed for <i>their</i> ‘loss’, rather than any effort being made at reparation being made to those who had been enslaved.</p><p>
I don’t know that I can tell you in a succinct fashion, in a tumblr ask-answer, what The General Opinion was. In theory you could suppose that many proud Britons talked a good game about emancipation and abolishing the slave trade…while continuing to smoke tobacco, eat sugar, and wear cotton sourced from plantations. (Some more ardent abolitionists did make an effort to abstain from the use of these products as a means of protest, but they would be a decided minority.) And one could absolutely be against slavery in principle and still be a ragingly blatant racist supremacist in every other possible respect.<br/></p><p>Likely, if asked directly, many people WOULD manage to say something to acknowledge slavery is a dreadful sort of thing, of course; but the more one digs into how the profits of the slave trade and plantations were disseminated through most of British society, it suddenly gets a lot closer to home. How do people react to being reminded of their privilege, today? I know the internet tends to bring out the worst/loudest responses, so the pessimist in me feels like a lot of people would dig in their heels and start acting like the worst thing in the world is to even admit that they have benefited from tacit racism inherent in the system rather than doing any self-reflection, coping with their white guilt without pestering POC to help them do so, and taking steps to redress structural power imbalances by performing acts of allyship and amplifying marginalized voices. But then I like to think that there are people doing just that–quietly, very likely imperfectly–but making the effort to grow, all the same.</p><p>The institutions were stronger back then, of course. People–particularly those in power–could get away with much more open excess of wretchedness than we would condone, today. We’re still working to dismantle the Old Boys’ Clubs and cultures of shame and superiority that shut out so many from equal opportunities to flourish and be happy; but perhaps I naively console myself in thinking that there have always been good people around, and their stories don’t seem to get spread half so quickly as the negative ones. Most of us want to recognize humanity in each other, and have it recognized in ourselves.<br/></p><p>In Austen’s day I suppose it would be easier to be ignorant, is the problem. For better and for worse, it was probably startlingly easy to cut oneself off from outside opinions, and even news, in a bucolic bubble, surrounded by the same sort of people for generations. Once change begins, though, who’s to say where it ends? Sometimes it’s easy to admit to being wrong, to change one’s mind, and breathtakingly simple to try to do better the next time. Say a south Asian journeyman comes to work in the village and make a home, or his lordship’s son returns home newly married to a black lady–this is your community, and these are your neighbours, and there’s no earthly reason not to show some grace and a warm welcome. (Though some places are so insular that anyone so much as from the next parish over might be viewed as a Stranger.) I won’t pretend it’s a bed of roses and everyone rolled out the welcome mat, but people of colour existed and lived full and varied lives before, during, and after Austen’s time–and unfortunately period dramas and adaptations largely tend to filter out this fact when it comes to casting, even for background actors, giving a false sense of segregation in historical populations which quite frankly was not the case. There have been rich and influential black people living and working in England for hundreds and hundreds of years.<br/></p><p>I know I’ve probably missed some good points or made some of mine poorly, but I’m one very underqualified blob of mayonnaise. I’ll recommend Gretchen Gerzina‘s <i>Black England</i> for further reading (sometimes I’ve seen it called <i>Black London</i>, but I believe it’s the same text published under different titles.)<br/></p>
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hanzier bottom richie - any kinks you want (except watersports ew wtf) maybe spanking? but rough. i&rsquo;m excited about this nsfw power bour!
<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="145" data-orig-width="661"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/df8955a37f12b44c01566b6492f989ed/tumblr_inline_pmn1agfChj1w31vwa_540.png" data-orig-height="145" data-orig-width="661"/></figure><p>Here you both go, some bottom Richie Hanzier needy slut dirty talk loving</p><hr><p>“God, Mike, fuck me, please,” Richie moaned, face pressed into the pillow and effectively muffling some of his voice. Mike was currently behind him, rocking relentlessly into him. Richie prided himself in his stamina, knowing he wouldn’t come too early, and he loved it. He could really last like this, and so could Mike. It let him really sink into the pleasure, really fucking enjoy the feeling of Mike slamming into his prostate</p><p>The best feeling, though, was the drag of Mike’s cock in and out of him. He loved to feel it, loved when Mike pulled all the way and out and pushed all the way back in. That feeling, just the absolute drag of Mike’s cock was intoxicating. And Mike knew it. He made a point to alternate between swift, rough thrusts and slow, deliberate ones. </p><p>“Mikey, baby, give it to me. I want it to bad, I want you so fucking bad,” Richie babbled. Mike grabbed onto his hips harder, rocked in full motions harder. </p><p>The echo of skin on skin bounced off the walls of their bed room and Richie was certain that the neighbors would know what was going on just from that alone. it was so loud, so distinct. Just skin on skin, the way Richie liked it. </p><p>“Yes, fuck, yes,” Richie rocked back to meet him, his own hips rising off the bed and dragging his sensitive cock over their sheets. “Mike, god, you’re so amazing. You’re so deep, I love it so much. I could live with your dick in my ass for the rest of my life.”</p><p>Mike laughed above him, running his hands down Richie’s spine and keeping up his own motions. There was a thin sheen of sweat on both of them and the air changed from cool and comfortable to hot, sticky, charged. </p><p>Suddenly, Mike pulled out, pressing his hand down on the center of Richie’s back to keep him in place and he gently stroked himself, admiring the view of Richie’s worked up body. </p><p>“Baby, please put it back in,” Richie whined because no, this wasn’t what he wanted. This wasn’t what he needed. He wants the blinding pleasure of his hot ass boyfriend absolutely destroying his asshole. “I need it, please. You feel so good. You fill me up and now I feel so empty.”</p><p>“Yeah, baby?” Mike finally answered, voice rough and strained. The voice of a God who was treating his loyal follower very, very well. “You like it?”</p><p>“I love it, Mike. You know I love it. I love it when you’re so deep inside, when you’re rearranging my fucking organs.”</p><p>Mike laughed again, a full belly laugh that could have wrecked the mood if they hadn’t known their way around each other so well. “My dicks not that big, Rich. It’d kill you if it was.”</p><p>“I’d die a happy man, then.”</p><p>Mike smiled and, without warning, flipped Richie over and bent on of his legs up toward his chest. He slipped back in and immediately picked up a brutal pace, folding Richie in half and leaning over him. </p><p>Richie couldn’t hold back the string of incoherent words that fell from his lips from finally, finally being filled again. Mike inside of him, it felt so right, so natural. So fucking good. </p><p>“Baby, baby, baby, god yes. I’m yours. Your cock is so good. You fuck me so good. Never stop fucking me, please. Never take your dick out.”</p><p>Mike picked up the pace, reaching down between them to strip Richie’s cock in time with his own thrusts. “You’re such a fucking slut, Richie. You know that?” Richie just nodded in response. “But not for anyone else. Just for me. Me and my cock, yeah?” Another nod. “We take such good care of you. No one else can fuck you this good.”</p><p>Mike drags his cock out slowly for emphasis, relishing in the high whine Richie lets out. It doesn’t take long for Richie to spill between them, pushed over the edge by Mike’s words and his deliberate actions. Mike doesn’t stop fucking him, though. He keeps going, riding Richie through the overstimulation as the pleasure morphs into a sick, addicting pain that Richie can’t get enough of. “You’re such a slut that you let me fuck you even after you’ve come.”</p><p>“I am,” Richie gasps, tears springing to the corners of his eyes. “I’m your slut, Mike, please. Give me your cum. I want it so bad.”</p><p>And well, Mike could never deny is baby. </p>
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<p>- alright richie’s the bum who heard in his third period class that there’s a party that friday. richie totally wasn’t invited and neither was his friends but that didn’t stop him from borrowing his parent’s car and going to the house anyways</p>

<p>- 3 beer pong tables outside, a crowd of ppl passing around a blunt, and some drunk doing a keg stand</p>

<p>- eddie pulls on richie’s sleeves and says something like “hey maybe we should get out of here? this isn’t really our scene”</p>

<p>- richie almost, ALMOST says, “yeah, you’re right,” until some beer pong olympian champion fucking dunks a redemption shot and the crowd gathered around cheers</p>

<p>- opposing team groans and says “mike, that’s the 5th time you’ve won tonight!” boy, supposedly mike, is getting tons of high fives and praise. richie can’t back down now</p>

<p>- he eagerly turns back to the losers, and they all in unison with unimpressed faces say, “go ahead”</p>

<p>- he beats mike EASY at his own game in his own house and the crowd is fucking stoked, even the losers. stan owes beverly 15$ because he bet there was no way richie would win</p>

<p>- mike accepts defeat like a good sport and the losers all decide to stay and hang out. mike hangs out with richie for most of the night, arm slung around his shoulder and he introduces him to all his friends as “the new beer pong champ”</p>

<p>- because he never learned his name</p>

<p>- cue a week later and richie is still wearing a plastic crown with sticker jewels that mike knighted him with that very night. richie brags all week and the losers hate it, but they kinda love it, too</p>

<p>- “hey king tozier, are you wearing that dumb crown to my game tonight?” stan plays baseball</p>

<p>- “you, sir, are but a peasant,” richie begins, “but i’m sure you would be more than grateful if i attended your game tonight with all of my majestic being”</p>

<p>- “GOSH shut UP RICHIE” - eddie probably</p>

<p>- richie indeed wears the plastic crown to the game that night. he also is the loudest one in the bleachers, cheering for every hit stan makes. stomping his feet and clapping along with the band draws a lot of attention, you know?</p>

<p>- some one in particular notices him and says “hey, cool crown”</p>

<p>- arrogant richie doesn’t turn when he says “uh DUH why do you think i wore it?”</p>

<p>- he only turns a moment later when the kid clears his throat and richie notices it’s mike, the guy from the house party. turns out they have lunch together and mike overheard richie would be at the game, as richie overheard about the house party</p>

<p>- mike probably buys richie a pretzel at the concession stand and asks for a chance to win the crown back and richie is SMOOTH.. as fuck and says he can have it back if he agrees to go on a date with him</p>
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<p>hnnnng one of Richie’s partners will bring his lover and his lover takes a liking to Richie [lets call his lover Martin]. Martin will demand to be taken there whenever there’s a contract so he can talk to Richie because there’s something about Richie that makes him so manly [Richie is just blunt]. Eddie notices that this guy comes over often– too often… why is he coming over so often? Eddie is steamed by it, he doesn’t like it one bit– no he does not. </p><p>During an event Richie hosts, that <i>guy</i> is there again. He’s wearing a glittery, sheer suit that would look <i>incredible</i> if it were on Eddie. He sees him grab a flute of champagne and shamelessly walk over to Richie. He’s too touchy, laughs too much, and Richie doesn’t seem at <i>all </i>displeased. Eddie is pissed.</p><p>Eddie’s glass shatters in his hand from how angry he is, but Richie is too focused on looking at this guys nipples through his shirt to even notice. Once one of his guards is sure that there isn’t any glass in his hand, he makes his way toward Richie, with intent to kill.</p><p>It takes Richie a moment to notice Eddie, but when he does, he instinctively wraps his arm around him. “Oh! And who might this be?” Martin asks, clearly displeased. </p><p>“Oh! I’m Eddie, Richie’s husband.”<br/></p><p>“Oh, you never mentioned you were married, Richie. How interesting!” Martin said curiously, his eyes flicking over to Eddie’s and winking. <br/></p><p>“It never came up.” Richie replied as he sipped his champagne. <br/></p><p>“Richard, may I steal you for a moment?” Eddie asked softly, biting his lip and gazing up at him with <i>those</i> eyes. Richie was quick to swallow whatever remained in his glass before handing it to Martin.<br/></p><p>“Do something with this, will you?” He mumbled as he followed Eddie wherever he was led. Eddie gently tugged him outside until he was at the valet. He mumbled a few things to the man before the man rushed off to retrieve a car. <br/></p><p>Eddie glanced up at Richie and rolled his eyes when he felt Richie’s erection pressing up against him. “It hasn’t even been a minute yet, Richie.”</p><p>“Why is it strange to want to have sex with my husband?”<br/></p><p>“Well I don’t know– you seemed a little preoccupied with a certain <i>slut</i> in a certain <i>suit.”</i> he mumbled, smiling gleefully when the valet came back in a shiny red sports car.</p><p>“Did you buy another car for yourself?” Richie murmured as he was tugged along. Eddie gleefully snatched the keys from the man and climbed inside, “Something like that.” He murmured, driving off the second Richie sat down in the passengers seat.</p><p>They didn’t drive far, only a few streets away from their home where Eddie knew it was dark. He parked and quickly wiggled his way over onto Richie’s lap. He pushed the seat back and sat nice and pretty over him. “You were checking him out.” Eddie murmured as he unbuttoned his pants and managed to shimmy out of them as Richie groped at whatever he could. </p><p>“I was not.”<br/></p><p>“I saw you ogling him!” Richie sat up and began to press soft kisses against Eddie’s neck, but was immediately shoved down. “Let’s just fuck and go home.” Eddie mumbled flatly. He began to unbuckle Richie’s belt before Richie stopped him.<br/></p><p>“Are you jealous?” Richie asked.<br/></p><p>Eddie could strangle him. “All you want is a twink– <i>obviously. </i>It doesn’t have to be me as long as he’s cute and pretty–” Richie couldn’t help the snort that escaped him. He pulled his hard cock from the confines of his pants and pressed it against Eddie’s hole. </p><p>“You think I only want a pretty face? Am I that shallow?” He pondered as he pushed Eddie down to sit on his cock. “We had sex an hour ago and you’re still wet for me,” Richie murmured, and Eddie’s breath was hitching with each movement. <br/></p><p>“I love you. I loved you the moment you spoke to me at that shoddy restaurant you worked at– I could have collected a harem of men years ago. But I’ve stayed with a man who takes all of my money to purchase whatever he wants, leaves across the country whenever he’s upset with me, and tries to kill me every so often.” Richie’s hands held Eddie’s hips down as he rolled his hips up gently. “Who would ever want someone that isn’t you?” He asked, his tone dead and serious. <br/></p><p>Eddie could feel his face flush. He made a quiet noise as Richie stopped their movements altogether. “This is Martin’s car.” he grumbled, and Richie’s eyes seemed to almost brighten at that. But Eddie knew that it was almost indistinguishable from his usual demeanor– only he could see that mischievous side of his lover that seemed to be the same blankness that everyone else saw. </p><p>“Let’s not waste any time then?” Richie murmured. He sat up and wrapped his arms around Eddie, and Eddie was quick to shake his head.<br/></p><p>“No– Richie you<i> know </i>what this does to me–” he squealed when Richie picked him up and slammed him back down onto his lap. He gripped at Richie’s curls and screamed as Richie impaled him ruthlessly on his cock. He could feel the hot drag of Richie’s cock fucking into him as fast as Richie could. It was so good in a way it wasn’t supposed to be– Eddie couldn’t handle the stimulation whenever Richie grabbed him and just fucked him down just how he wanted. <br/></p><p>“Richie– I’m gonna come fuck, <i>fuckfuck, baby</i>–”</p><p><br/></p><p><br/></p><p><br/></p><p>Richie shook the hand of everyone as they departed. His face was its usual cold demeanor as he wished everyone a goodnight. Eddie stood at his side and smiled at everyone who left their home. Martin was the last to leave. He brushed by Eddie and took Richie’s hand. “It’s always so lovely to see you, Richard.” He said softly, smiling when he and Richie shared a long bout of eye contact together. “Won’t I see you again soon?”</p><p>“We’ll see.” Came his reply. </p><p>Martin giggled and glanced over at Eddie, who was still smiling too bright. “I hope sooner rather than later, goodbye!” He left the mansion and Eddie stood at the top of the steps to watch Martin go. The valet opened his car door and he sat down, and Eddie waved when Martin what he and Richie had done to his car. Before Martin could come back up, the doors of their home were closing and two men stood outside as guards.</p><p>Eddie and Richie might’ve definitely left their come on his front seats and might’ve definitely pissed in the back seats just for the hell of it.</p>
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<p>Mike rolled over, grunting softly as Eddie crawled into bed. Eddie had been trying to be quiet but Mike still woke up when he entered the room.<br/></p><p>“You’re late.” Mike told him groggily, throwing an arm around Eddie’s waist and pulling him close. Eddie snuggled against his boyfriend, grabbing Mike’s hand with his own. “And cold.” He added, moving until he was fully flush with Eddie, his much warmer body full pressed against him. </p><p>“I know, my shift ran late. And it’s raining outside.” He told Mike, running his thumb over Mike’s hand. Mike’s palm covered most of Eddie’s stomach and it was reassuring, grounding him after a long day of talking to sick and stupid people. </p><p>Mike hummed his response, planting a kiss at the base of Eddie’s neck and nuzzling his hair. “Don’t leave the bed again then.” </p><p>Eddie chuckled. Somehow Mike ended up being even sweeter when he was only half awake. “Yea babe? Are we just going to live here forever?”</p><p>“Exactly.” Mike agreed, kissing Eddie’s shoulder over his shirt. “We’ll get food delivered and we have netflix on our phones. What more to do we need?”</p><p>Eddie felt himself relaxing as Mike pressed lazy kisses against his shoulder and neck, each one melting the stress away a bit more. “What about work?” </p><p>“You can do home visits.” </p><p>“You know that means I’m supposed to visit their homes, right?” Eddie asked, giggling. </p><p>Mike nipped at Eddie’s neck, changing the atmosphere slightly. Eddie whined at the touch, and at how Mike’s fingers were roaming under the elastic of his pajama bottoms. “Well that’s dumb, we’ll have to change that. Pioneer this new way.” </p><p>Eddie flipped around so he was facing Mike and crawled on top of him, kissing him as he did. “I love you Mike.” He said, lifting himself up so he could stare down at his amazing boyfriend. </p><p>Mike’s hands found Eddie’s hips and he smiled up at him. “I love you too Eddie.”</p>
Tags: 
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I love your superhero Story! Could you explain everyone&rsquo;s powers a little more?
<p>Oh boy, Anon. You sure know how to get me talking! Okay, get ready for powers word vomit.</p><ul><li>Ben - has the ability to move and control metal with his mind. Because of this he is a well known architect, his use of metal in his building’s considered art. He is extremely powerful, though sometimes especially when scared or startled, can lose control which can cause issues.</li><li>Bev-  is our strong woman. Out of all the losers she is the strongest when it comes to strength (even over Eddie) and her skin is able to withstand quite a beating. Because of this she is able to use her strength to break apart concrete and other strong materials with just her bare hands/fists.</li><li>Mike-  has the ability to communicate and control all plant life and animals. When animals talk to him he goes into an almost trance like state, though it’s not for very long and he can usually break out of it if the situation needs him to pay attention. He can sometimes venture into an animals mind for too long, causing him to have a few remaining thoughts and feelings in his head for a few minutes after. Stan and his garden is out of this world.</li><li>Stan - Has the ability to phase or quantum tunnel. This means he is able to pass through any solid object, even living people. He has worked <i>very </i>hard<i> </i>to<i> </i>control this ability, phasing through walls and floors when he was younger and many times while in his sleep. </li><li>Richie - has the ability to control water and anything containing it. At the start of his ability he was only able to control a few gallons at a time, but with practice and training he is now able to manipulate entire large bodies of water e.g. the Hudson River in chapter one. Because of his ability he has to drink a ridiculous amount of water to stay hydrated. A regular human should drink about half a gallon a day where Richie needs two gallons.</li><li>Eddie - has the power of the stars. His body contains thermonuclear fusion like the stars in space and because of it has immense power. Because he is half human, the energy is more uncontrollable than if he were full alien which means he very easily can let his powers overtake him if he doesn’t focus or becomes overwhelmed. He has incredible strength (though not as much as Bev) and can use his energy to fly.</li><li>Bill - Was named Athena’s champion and was gifted Silver when he ventured into the Underwolrd to get his little brother back. Bill has no powers, but he is well versed in multiple fighting styles along with being a gifted tactian and leader. Silver, Athena’s gift, is a sentient metal that transforms into whatever Bill wills it to. Though it has no gender Bill calls Silver by she/her pronouns.</li><li>Georgie - has the ability to talk to and summon the dead, though that last power has yet to be figured out due to his brother not wanting him to use his powers that often. Because of his close tie to death, Georgie is able to mentally travel to the River Styx and talk to or retrieve any soul he needs.</li></ul>
Tags: !!!!, hc, i love this world

Post id: 183319641558
Date: Fri, 08 Mar 2019 16:14:03
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/183319641558/richie-has-a-super-sensitive-nervous-system-so
Slug: richie-has-a-super-sensitive-nervous-system-so
Reblog key: jaX2tINx
Reblog url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/183313907447/richie-has-a-super-sensitive-nervous-system-so
Reblog name: tinyarmedtrex
richie has a super sensitive nervous system, so he&rsquo;s always scratching at his skin and stretching his limbs at awkward angels (i.e pulling his knee up to his chest and standing on one foot for no reason) and the skin on his nose is always dry and red from rubbing at it. if he&rsquo;s itchy, it&rsquo;s practically unbearable until he scratches it. he also is in constant movement while sleeping, needing to move between bending his knees and having them straight out and that&rsquo;s just a random thing i believe
<p>Aww itchy fidgety boy. <br/></p><p>Can we talk about how Eddie tries to help him find a lotion that helps and isn’t scented (because that makes things worse) and isn’t oily and how it takes forever but finally they find something and Richie is all heart eyes for this boy who stuck with him through all the itchy unhappiness? <br/></p>
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Reddie going as Regina George and Aaron Samuels for halloween? Richie wears the playboy bunny outfit and Eddie borrows Mike&#039;s football jersey.
<p>This is brilliant. </p><p>Richie shows up in the skimpiest outfit he could find with Eddie on his arm (the jersey is big enough that he had to tie it at his waist). Richie talks in Mean Girl quotes all night and carries a fake Burn Book. They win hands down for best costume. Iconic. </p>
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uh uh uhhhh reddie power bottom richie
<p>NSFW Power Bottom Richie ahead (combined with some daddy kink from another prompt)</p>
<hr><p>“What did I tell you?”</p>
<p>Eddie lets out a groan, removing his hands from Richie’s hair and bringing them to cover his face in frustration. He focuses all his attention on keeping his hands to himself and keeping his hips pressed against the bed. But it’s so much harder than he could ever imagine when Richie’s perfectly bobbing his head down his length and playing with his balls. </p>
<p>“What did I say?” Richie asks again, his voice firm as he teasingly runs his tongue along the underneath of his cock. </p>
<p>“If I don’t keep my hands to myself, I don’t get to fuck you,” Eddie recites with a soft whimper, placing his hands back by his sides and tightly gripping the sheets. </p>
<p>“Good boy,” Richie murmurs teasingly, swirling his tongue around the head while peering up at Eddie from beneath his lashes. He moves his hands up and down Eddie’s chest, before finally settling them back on his hips. Smirking around Eddie’s dick, Richie slowly sinks his lips down until they’re wrapped around the base, swallowing around the length.</p> <p><a href="https://oldguybones.tumblr.com/post/183271668650/uh-uh-uhhhh-reddie-power-bottom-richie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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*flops over* boy oh boy do I feel sick today, got any sick Stranger/IT kids head canons?
<p>I’m sorry you’re not feeling well! I’m also sorry this took me a little bit to get to. But have some Max Mayfield high school HCs!</p> <p><a href="https://reddie-for-anything.tumblr.com/post/183248576806/flops-over-boy-oh-boy-do-i-feel-sick-today-got" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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BILL IN D4 -FLIPS TABLE-
<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="923" data-orig-width="605"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/fed96852198efe12012ee7e6b423fede/tumblr_inline_pnwy3g9mUH1sp069n_540.png" data-orig-height="923" data-orig-width="605"/></figure><p>I saw a nice picture of Drew Barrymore and used that pose for this wonderful dress.That was fun. Never thought I’d draw Big Bill in a dress, but the blue makes it WORTH IT.<br/></p>
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hi, so this is kinda a promt for reddie&iquest;? &quot;why did you do that?&quot;/ &quot;i don&#039;t know i just really wanted to kiss you&quot; (they are not in a relationship yet)
<p><b>“Why did you do that?”</b></p><p><b>“I don’t know, I just really wanted to kiss you.”</b></p><p>Eddie thinks that Richie’s mouth would maybe taste like pick ‘n’ mix, and other times coca cola, and that it would have ulcers the size of gumballs up and down the bottom lip; he thinks maybe it’d be like kissing a glass-screened, movie theatre sugar buffet. All chewed up and swollen and chapped and lovely.</p><p>“Just a teeny tiny kiss,” he whispers every weekend, to those funny, lucky criss-cross charms his mamma taped to the wall. “Just one, before I die.” </p><p>He’s thought about that wonky mouth when he was tiny, even; when Richie would curl it up all love-heart shaped to blow bubbles on the way home from school, and stretch it to giggle at how fast and bright they popped again. Eddie would think about giving it teeny tiny birdie kisses, like the ones he fluttered at his mamma from ‘round the back of her pink, paisley chair at bedtime, back then. Think about tapping it with the pale side of his thumb. And when he got a little bit older, past fourteen at least, he thought about pressing something more loving, and long, and honey-flavoured ‘gainst Richie Tozier’s lips - maybe having a little explore of ‘em with the tip of his tongue, or seeing how long they’ll stay locked in between his own. A daydream, covered in cuts and fat-free banana cake on Eddie’s sixteenth birthday. Only a week from then, ‘til they’re finally, finally within the reach of his pinky fingers, those lips; ‘til Eddie will finally be able to tell you that Richie Tozier’s mouth tickles worse than mohair, and tastes just like jubilee tomatoes.</p><p>They’re sitting at the far end of the barrens, today, when it happens. Where the jack pine trees thatch thicker than ever and the stream’s all skinny and shallow; ice cream cones running down their wrists, toes skirting the water and the curves of each other’s. “…And then sometimes there’s orange fish and blue fish…and…even teeny purply ones,” Eddie’s chittering, temple brushing Richie’s shoulder and cheeks like pink angel-cake. Dangerous. “They’re the shyest. They’ll come and kiss your feet if you’re quiet.”</p><p>Richie turns to look at him in one, curly twitch of his neck that Eddie sometimes thinks is a little bit of a force of nature. How he tip-taps his fingers or jogs his knees or draws his shoulders up right ‘round the lobes of his ears, s’all more like leaf-tails peaking out of soil, than a teenage boy’s restless bones, more like stones in a stream; there is so much earth in Richie Tozier. So much dirt and green and aching, groaning love - even when he’s got that god-awful yellow sun-hat on, like today, the one his mom makes him wear in August to protect the skin on his nose. A pink cast ‘round his wrist from falling tummy-first off a vaulting box in gym, a drawing of a slug penned into the top of it, and a little bit of snot under his nose. Heaven, Eddie thinks. </p><p>“They’d better stay away from me, then, me ‘n’ my feet. Got a verruca, little banana,” comes his candy-necklace voice. “Mom said I’ll hafta wear funny rubber socks next time I go swimming so it doesn’t fall off in there and contaminate the whole of Derry.”</p><p>“Oh, Jesus Christ. That’s really vile.”</p><p>“Yeah? You into it?!”</p><p>They do a lot of sitting down without much talking, nowadays; just letting the very outer crooks of their knees brush against each other, and watching, and humming, and laying. Those are the times when kissing Richie is all Eddie can manage to think about at all - even worse, when they touch. When they’re somewhere just quiet and pink enough that it barely even counts. When all the growth spurts and hairy shins and funny, dirty dreams that seem to have been knitting a little bitta tension between them for the last three years are all wound back into dust, for a single, gentle, lace of the fingers in the dark. Silent, and brutally embarrassed, but holding hands; Eddie wonders if now is maybe one of those times, as his shy fingers pull at the ditch of Richie’s wrist and he asks,</p><p>“You gonna eat your ice cream yet?”</p><p>Richie shakes his head, watching Eddie’s chin with deep interest. Eddie knows Richie doesn’t mean anything when he stares; the Toziers tell him very gently when he’s ‘round theirs that it’s just a harmless itty bit of his ‘condition’, but Eddie prefers it as just a harmless bit of his soul. He likes Richie’s stares and funny, whining noises, and flappy fingers. He likes all of him. “You can have some of it if you want, tummy’s a bit queasy. And you’re the birthday-baby!”</p><p>“Birthday was last week, Richie,” Eddie giggles. Temple crooks a little closer.</p><p>“I don’t care. I think it should all be special, cake everyday, like the week after Christmas where you just sit around and nap and eat a lot of cold ham, even though it’s long gone.”</p><p>It is now becoming the most teeniest, tiniest bit apparent that Richie is not staring at Eddie’s chin. At least not anymore; eyes gone wonky and fishy over the heat of the last few seconds and are now, very neatly, planted on his bottom lip. Eddie thinks his tummy’s ‘boutta come falling out of his tush, when he sees it - feels his fingers still around that wrist and all the bones in ‘em start to reel. This happens most days, actually; a little pause, a brush of knees, a funny look. Always has the pair of them stock still and achy as they try ‘n’ work out what to do about it. </p><p>“I just usually eat m’mom’s chocolates…she’s vegetarian, so…” Eddie says very faintly. “Whatcha doing?” </p><p>Richie shifts his weight from left to right, ice cream running down so thick and far it’s almost reached his elbow. He’s wearing a t shirt, even though he says he hates doing it nowadays ‘cause his arms are covered in teeny tiny goose-pimples and rashes and eczema, a green one with a picture of a smiley-faced grizzly bear over the chest. Eddie told him earlier that he thought that was ultra brave, and that he liked the picture. Sent Richie’s cheeks bright as the sunshine. </p><p>“You got a little bit of…” Richie touches his own lip, for Eddie to copy. Trying to tell him there’s a little blot of something there. Eddie skates his fingers ‘round his mouth at top speed. </p><p>“There’s nothing, you goose.”</p><p>“Sure is. Strawberry. Gotta lick it.”</p><p>The taller boy leans forward at this point, further and faster than the pair of them can cope with for a moment - faster than anything human can really cut through a tension like this. Usually hafta take it in slow-mo when their hips bump in the corridors, eyes catch all heart-shaped from opposite sides of the science classroom. And, to make matters about eight-million times worse, the wonky hand Richie uses just now to point is the one absolutely covered in dilapidated chocolate ice cream, sending a great, big slug of it melting all over Eddie’s Cupid’s bow - Oh, Jesus Christ, Eddie draws back with a groan. </p><p>“Aye, why did you do that?!” He squeaks. </p><p>Richie gives a little wince at his own clumsiness, mopping his wrist up on the stiff, print of that grinning bear’s face to get the rest of the cream off. He drops his things all over the floor everyday, at school; pencils under the cracks of his desk, lunch at the foot of his locker. Sometimes the snide-faced boys in their grade try and snatch it all up before he can bend down and fill his hands again, just to drive him half mad. Just to giggle when Richie gets down on his knees and starts breathing funny ‘cause he can’t find that one, very specific green fountain pen he’d wanted to use in English later, the third cookie he was so sure he’d tucked in his box last night; Eddie thinks he’d hit those boys very hard if he was strong enough. </p><p>“I don’t know…I’m not sure, I…” Richie struggles. Eddie wonders for a moment if he shouldn’t have scolded him at all; wonders if he’s about to go into one of his big, long, melodramatic mumbles about how it’s ‘cause he’s just so pea-brained and stupid and silly, and his motor skills are bad, or something similar. Wonders if he should just plug that chocolate ice cream right up into the boy’s mouth, to save the pair of them the trouble. But when Richie blinks and draws up that wrist again, cheeks all jittery, he doesn’t say anything like that. No, he just curves his felt tip lips right open, goes all cross-eyed and says very shyly,</p><p>“I don’t know, I just really wanted to kiss you.”</p><p>Oh, holy moley. </p><p>Eddie thinks his eyes are twisting in on themselves too, as he copies that funny little blink; as he takes in the crooks of Richie’s face, and replays it five or six more times just to know it wasn’t the breeze, just to know he hadn’t gotten so sweaty and desperate for something, anything, that his brain had delivered it to him purely outta pity. Makes to do a little triple-check, “pardon?”, but it’s barely come out before the pair of them are leaning in like swans, and he’s given up entirely on being certain.<i> If it’s a daydream, so be it,</i> Eddie thinks as Richie’s nose flutters closer, and it all goes kaleidoscope-coloured. <i>It’ll be my favourite.</i></p><p>And so they kiss, covered in chocolate ice cream. S’only a teeny tiny, butterfly breath of one, as Richie’s lips come in shyer than a schoolgirl and he pulls away after half a second, heavy eyes shooting Eddie a terrified little look. But Eddie thinks that, after eight dizzy, pink years of watching and waiting and wondering and wincing, he can’t be anything close to scared anymore, and pulls that curly boy of his dreams right back in. Pulls him in to tell him ‘bout all those coloured pictures of him that live on the backs of the eyelids, all the night he’s sat up in bed with his cheeks in his hands just praying that Richie Tozier’d somehow fall in right next to him, with a single float of the lips. Like sun in a stream, that’s how they move. And he knows it’s all just fine when Richie’s spidery, sticky hands come up to cup ‘round the underside of his jaw; when the muscles in his shoulders go nice and loose and he holds Eddie with all that gracelessness never so far away. </p><p>Eddie hears against the curves of his own, desperate lips, as his hands travel up gingerly into Richie’s heat-crazy hair, a teeny tiny whisper of, “thank you.” One that he can only giggle at, giggle at with the lightest little heart in the world, and repeat, under his breath, nothing short of a million times. He is grateful, really; for chocolate ice cream, and that sun-hat ticklin’ his ears, and Richie Tozier, in all his silly glory. He is grateful to know love like this. </p>
Tags: this is poetic and gorgeous, fic rec
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Ey it&rsquo;s me the anon who sent in the long ass Eddie grieving from the abortion shit, I got another one. So I don&rsquo;t know if you remember but there was once a post that talked about a girl in Eddie&rsquo;s friend group who started eyeing Richie up and Eddie immediately told her if she even talks to him she&rsquo;ll be disassociated with their group. So here&rsquo;s this idea (1/?)
<p>When Eddie mates with Richie, he’s desperate to hide the truth, and everyone is a little dumb because they can’t figure it out. But let’s say that the girl who wanted to hit on Richie decided to try and get with him anyway. One day she starts getting close and flirting with him only for her to smell him being mated and Eddie. Eddie all over him. (2/?)</p><p>And well, she’s pissed. She stomps off to find Eddie and corners him behind the bleachers. She threatens Eddie and tells him that if he doesn’t end their relationship as mates (so she can date him idk it’s a bit fuzzy you can change it) she’ll tell the whole school about who Eddie was really mated to. Eddie is even more pissed because absolutely no one ever threatens him, and it wasn’t gonna start with a horny teenager (3/?)</p><p>So one day at lunch, the girl is smirking as she noticeably eyes up Richie again and Eddie is like “hell no”. So he calls Richie over like “hey, you in the Hawaiian shirt! Come over here” and Richie does, very confused because Eddie never associated with him at school? And when he gets there Eddie kisses him straight on his lips and whispers “come over after school okay babe?” And Richie dumbly nods because wOw. Eddie is evilly smirking back at the girl too. Then they fuck at home (4/4).<br/><br/>OOOOH boy I love this. This would be the moment that they finally out themselves. At first Eddie is pissed because it’s not like that girl is going to just accept being a social outcast and just try to be with Richie. But then Eddie sees them walking through school together and Richie looks like he’s having a good time and Eddie is beyond annoyed. But he tries to ignore it. It’s not like Richie’s going to just dump Eddie and leave him?</p><p>But the more Eddie thinks about it, the more paranoid he becomes. What has he done in the relationship besides be a jerk to Richie? Should he even call what they have a relationship? All they really do is fuck, does he even talk to Richie about his interests? Are they even dating? Have they ever gone on a date before? Eddie is angry at himself for even thinking that they had something in the first place.</p><p>He would gripe about this to Stanley who would try to listen [because he’s the only one that that really knows about them] and he would just be like “solution: claim him.” and that’s all Stanley had to say. Eddie would be scared to do it but what does he really have to lose? He and Richie had been doing this for months now, he’d been having a good time? Richie’s really nice and caring and he’s someone that he can vent to and Richie helps him with his problems. They sometimes hang out but Eddie never thought to call them dates. Were they dating? Eddie didn’t know. <br/></p><p>He would see this girl and Richie walking around school the next day and Eddie would be furious because whenever he saw them, his friend would smile and Richie would walk by Eddie and act as though they don’t speak. </p><p>So Eddie would sit at lunch with his group and this girl, silent and annoyed because she’s talking about Richie openly now and how often they hang out. In a fit of sudden rage he would look out at lunch area and spot Richie. “Hey, Curly!” He would shout, and Richie would be glancing up because he heard Eddie’s voice but he didn’t think he would be talking to him. He would look around and then see Eddie lock eyes with him. He would point to himself and mouth “me?” and Eddie would roll his eyes and nod. </p><p>Richie would slowly walk over and look at the large group of people sitting with Eddie before his eyes fell back to his secret lover. Eddie would coax him to bend down at little because Eddie is a brat. When Richie ended up getting down on one knee and looking up at Eddie, Eddie would grab him by his curls and pull him in for a kiss. Richie’s eyes would close and he’d press back just as much before they’re pulling away and smiling too much. “I missed you.” Eddie would say quietly, and Richie would be beaming up so much.</p><p>“God I missed you too,” Richie would mumble before pressing a kiss against Eddie’s forehead and standing back up. Eddie’s friends would silently look at Richie and Richie would just smile a little. “Well uh. Hello. I’m Richie, Eddie’s boyfriend. I don’t think he talks about me too much.”<br/></p><p>“How long have you two been dating?” One of Eddie’s friends would ask. And Eddie would splutter a little bit because they never officially started dating because there was never really a “hey wanna go out?” sort of question ever brought up. <br/></p><p>But Richie would sort of smile a little and shrug. “Since September uh, third I think? It’s been a few months and we didn’t really want to tell anyone about it but here we are.” He would say with a sly smile. “He gets a little jealous sometimes, even though I only ever talk about him to everyone I talk to.” Richie would be glancing at the girl in the group who was silently glaring at Eddie the entire time. “Do I know you?” He would ask the girl [honestly just to make eddie laugh a little bit] and the girl would be steaming with rage because mere MOMENTS ago she had been talking about how she had richie wrapped around her finger. </p><p>The group stopped speaking to her after that.</p><p>—–</p><p>hopefully that was okay???</p>
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eddie in 1c?
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i saw you&#039;re taking requests and if you&#039;re cool with this ship maybe some stanlon smut? like where stan is being good for mike and mike is like praising him and yeah
<p>“That’s it, you’re doing so good baby, so good for me.” Mike
praised Stan from his position behind him.</p><p>Stan was quivering beneath him, laying with his face pressed
to the mattress and his hips high in the air. His arms were reached back to
hold himself open like Mike had instructed.</p><p>Mike was two fingers deep in Stan, pumping in and out of him
at a torturously slow pace. Mike loved stretching Stan open, always reveled in
the noises he could pull from his boyfriend, or the way his thighs would start
to shake after a while of teasing.</p><p>Mike knew Stan was ready for a third finger, had been for a
while, but he loved dragging this part out for as long as Stan could take it.</p><p>“God, so pretty, Stanny.” Mike ran his free hand down Stan’s
spine soothingly.</p><p>Stan choked on a whimper when Mike hit that delicious spot
inside of him, stroking it for only a moment before pulling away.</p><p>“Mikeeeee-” Stan started to complain.</p><p>“I know baby, I know.” Mike responded by finally slipping a
third finger in alongside the others. There was barely any stretch, yet the
feeling had Stan arching his back, moaning at the fullness he felt.</p><p>Tears flowed freely from Stan’s eyes, mingling with the
drool he couldn’t be bothered to care about. He was an absolute wreck, fucked
out of his mind, but that’s how Mike liked him.</p><p>“Love watching you come apart on my fingers.” Mike mumbled
more to himself than anything.</p><p>Stan knew that he needed more to get himself to the edge. As
skilled as Mike’s fingers were, he still hadn’t mastered the art of prostate
orgasms. He wanted so desperately to grasp his cock, give it the attention it
craved, pull himself close and closer to release. But he knew he could get
better if he just held out a bit longer.</p><p>The teasing went on for another ten minutes. Ten long minutes
of Stan feeling like he was coming apart at the seams, melting down into a
puddle of pleasure, no longer human but just a receptacle for Mike’s fingers,
his tongue, his cock, whatever he chose that Stan deserved that day.</p><p>Just when he started feeling like he couldn’t handle any
more, Mike’s soothing words broke him out of his bubble.</p><p>“Ahhh, someone seems ready to cum. Do you want to cum, baby?”</p><p>Stan didn’t have the energy to form words, only a choked-out
moan escaped his raw throat. Mike chuckled lightly in response. His strong arm
folded around Stan’s body, using it to maneuver Stan on to his back as his
other hand stayed buried inside the ring of muscle. The jostle caused Mike’s
fingers to reach spots he hadn’t reached before, causing Stan’s hole to clench
down around them.</p><p>“Can’t believe cupid sent me an actual angel for Valentine’s
Day…” Mike said softly, pushing a few stray curls back from Stan’s forehead as
he observed Stan’s softened features.</p><p>As if he couldn’t hold back any longer, Mike hastily lowered
himself to be leveled with Stan’s crotch. His fingers, which had stilled when
they’d flipped over, now resumed their pace.</p><p>With a cocky smirk, Mike leaned forward to take the head of
Stan’s cock in his mouth. The new feeling was overwhelming, causing Stan to
buck up unintentionally.</p><p>Stan looked down at Mike apologetically, lowering his hips
back to the bed and sighing contently when Mike’s arm came to lay over his
abdomen, holding him down securely.</p><p>Mike was good with his fingers, but he was even <i>better</i> with his mouth. Soft plump lips,
a skilled tongue, and zero gag reflex made for a quick trip straight to
euphoria every time Mike sucked him off.</p><p>“Fuck. Fuck fuck<i> fuck</i>-”
Stan was quickly getting lost in the combination of Mike’s mouth and his
fingers, moving in tandem to pull him closer and closer to the edge.</p><p>Stan let both his hands find purchase on Mike’s head,
fingers tangling into the tight black coils and pulling slightly just as he
knew Mike liked.</p><p>“I’m gonna cum.” Stan warned softly. Mike made a noise of
understanding that reverberated through Stan’s cock, causing him to hit his
peak.</p><p>Stan went silent, mouth open in a quiet scream, hips erratically
trying to fight against Mike’s hold. Mike fingered him through his high, swallowing
a few times as Stan came down his throat in hot spurts.</p><p>When Stan stopped squirming, Mike slowed his fingers to a
stop and popped off his cock with an accomplished smile. Mike met Stan’s shy gaze
before he quickly threw his arms over his face to hide his growing blush. Stan
always got shy after sex, and it never ceased to make Mike’s heart swell with
adoration.</p><p>“Such a good boy.” Mike placed a kiss to Stan’s hip bone
before crawling back up the bed and peeling Stan’s arms away from his face. “My
good boy.” He added quietly, before leaning into kiss Stan deeply.</p>
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52 and 39 reddie for prompts if you&#039;re still doing it💞💞💞
<p><b>52: can we cuddle? &amp; 39: i wish we could stay like this forever</b></p>
<p><i>A/N: I truly considered writing some NSFW at the end of this but I chickened out lol </i></p>
<p>Richie waltzed into their dorm room with more confidence
then he actually felt. Eddie looked up from his Chemistry textbook and pushed
it away, smiling up at him. That stupid smile never failed to make Richie’s
heart skip a beat and his stomach tense up for a moment. Richie had been
completely and unashamedly crushing on Eddie Kaspbrak since he was nine years
old, and he’d never had any qualms about letting anybody know. He’d told Eddie
himself when they were fifteen. Eddie had assured him that while he didn’t
return those feelings, he still loved Richie and they would always be friends.
Richie hadn’t let that upset him for too long, brushing it off pretty easily
because he knew it had been the best possible outcome he could have had. </p>
<p>Stan and Beverly had both told Richie that he’d been playing
with fire by keeping things the same with Eddie after his confession. They
promised that it was good that Eddie wasn’t freaking out, that they were still
friends and that should stay friends, of course, but they believed that Richie
should distance himself from Eddie. That Richie was just going to get himself
hurt if he let himself keep staying friends with Eddie the way they’d always
been friends. That even if Richie <i>thought
</i>he knew where they stood, but he was still somewhat getting his hopes up
with Eddie.</p>
<p>Stan and Richie had had the biggest fight of their life
after Richie had told him he was going to be rooming with Eddie at UCLA. Stan
had never yelled at Richie so harshly before, and Richie had never shot back
such nasty, horrible things. They’d gone <i>weeks
</i>without speaking to each other, right up until graduation when they’d both
burst into tears at the sight of each other in the caps and gowns and been
thrown into a hug. Neither of them ever apologized for the things they said,
never fully addressed it ever again. It was obvious that Stan didn’t approve of
the rooming agreement, but it just became another thing in their group of
friends that nobody ever talked about.</p> <p><a href="http://stephenskings.tumblr.com/post/175314907432" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: how haven’t i seen this before??!!, fic rec, i love some gay idiots, and the buildup to eddie’s confession?, like this is beautiful i can’t even say, they’re just pouring their hearts out and, wow, the hug at the end?, richie’s little sob?
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Tags: fantastic fanart, oooo!!
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How about Richie for 1💘🙏
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<p><b></b>

<b><a href="http://lo-v-ers.tumblr.com/ask">send me a ship and i’ll put my music on shuffle and write a drabble based on the song that comes on!</a></b>

</p>
<p>-</p>
<p><i>i’m only honest when it rains</i></p>
<p><i>if i time it right, the thunder breaks</i></p>
<p><i>when i open my mouth</i></p>
<p><i>i wanna tell you but i don’t know how</i></p>
<p><i>i’m only honest when it rains</i></p>
<p><i>an open book, with a torn out page</i></p>
<p><i>and my inks run out</i></p>
<p><i>i wanna love you but i don’t know how</i></p>
<p><i>- </i><b>neptune </b>by sleeping at last</p>
<p>-</p>
<p>There’s a storm hovering over New York, dark rain clouds pouring buckets upon the city with a ruthless, uncontrollable sense of anger. Mother Nature is furious, it seems, and Richie has plans to stay inside and avoid it at all costs. Just like, he assumes, every single person who happens to be unfortunate enough to be sitting beneath the storm.</p>
<p>He’s proven wrong, however, when a rumble of thunder comes paired with a set of timid knocking at his front door.</p> <p><a href="http://lo-v-ers.tumblr.com/post/183231745336/omg-stozier-song-shuffle" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: wait nooooo killer angst, i wanna  cry, fake-cheating hurt scenarios are 100% man, fic rec, stozier
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youre nb but you call yourself a bitch (bitch is a FEMALE dog btw) why???
<p>i am on the FLOOR</p>
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prompt thingy:::::: stan walking in on bill having some nsfw fun and joining
<p>Alright Anon, I’ve got some NSFW Bill fun for you. </p>
<p><br/></p>
<p><b></b></p>
<p>Stan was exhausted. He had worked late all week and tonight was the latest. He’d had to stay until past 8 on a Friday. All he wanted to do was collapse on the couch with his boyfriend, maybe order a pizza and watch a movie. It was the perfect plan. </p>
<p>	“Hun? I’m home.” He called out as he dropped his keys on their table. Toeing off his shoes he looked around, not seeing Bill anywhere. He had texted Bill to let him know he’d be late but had expected him to be waiting. As he walked through their apartment he wondered if Bill had decided to go to Richie’s party after all, they had been debating about it all week but had settled on a ‘no’, both thinking they’d be too tired for it. Bill had been working long hours too and they hadn’t seen each other all week. </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/183226305622/prompt-thingy-stan-walking-in-on-bill-having" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: nsfw, ‘for round three’ we see ya bill

Post id: 183224587743
Date: Mon, 04 Mar 2019 17:08:34
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/183224587743/ok-unpopular-opinion-but-i-feel-like-eddie
Slug: ok-unpopular-opinion-but-i-feel-like-eddie
Reblog key: 1N8ZCR8q
Reblog url: https://hawkinsbabe.tumblr.com/post/183219484070/ok-unpopular-opinion-but-i-feel-like-eddie
Reblog name: hawkinsbabe
ok unpopular opinion but i feel like eddie actually has a pretty big dick and him and richie switch more often then not and richie isn&rsquo;t always top
<p>I LOVE This</p>

<p>because reddie is such a switch couple. i know that i personally write richie as a top, usually, but honestly subtop!richie or top!eddie is a topic i could talk about all day long.</p>

<p>like imagine eddie topping for the first time? and richie being a moaning, crying mess because he’s never felt someone be so gentle and intimate with his body. he’s never had someone treat him like they want <i>him</i> put first. and eddie is peppering richie’s thighs and face and tummy with small, warm kisses and flicking his eyelashes against the pale skin. (sometimes even blowing raspberries, too, which in turn make richie giggle.)</p>
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Stanlon??
<p style="">

<b><a href="http://stephenskings.tumblr.com/ask">Send me a pairing and I’ll write a short snippet based off whatever song comes on my shuffle!</a></b>

<br/></p><p><b>Stanlon </b>+<b> <a href="https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=nYv-MSO80MA">Hold Me Tight or Don’t</a> </b>by Fall Out Boy</p><p>TW for drug use </p><p>Growing up, Stanley Uris told anybody and everybody who would listen that he would never, never, ever do drugs ever, ever, ever. His body was machine, and it needed only the most proper and pure of substance inside it. Young Stan Uris had vowed to never drink or do drugs, but ate at McDonalds with his friends once a week. At twenty two years old, Stanley Uris was a vegan and washing back an acid drop with a tequila shot in some stingy bar in Mexico. The effort was still there, just a little mixed up now. </p><p>Bill had absolutely refused to come out, something about getting his Great American Novel finished, Eddie was half asleep in the booth beside him, and Richie and Beverly had disappeared once it became obvious that Richie was going through some sort of bad trip. Stan himself was feeling just enough of the effects that he was swaying and watching the stretching of the tenants in his hands. </p><p>Mike’s arm snaked around him in the booth, somehow both making Stan feel as though he was floating away and grounded to the Earth. “Do you want to get out here?”</p><p>Stan widened his eyes, knowing somewhere deep inside that he must look rather owlish with the way his pupils are dilated. “We can’t leave Eddie sleeping in a bar to go have sex! That’s so rude!”</p><p>Mike burst out laughing, sober man among idiots, and pressed a kiss to his boyfriend’s forehead. “We’ll be taking Eddie with us, baby.” Stan made a horrified noise, mouth dropping open and Mike couldn’t decide where he landed between annoyed and amused. “And put him to bed… find Richie and Bev, too. Get you all to bed.”</p><p>“That’s really kinky,” Stan said slowly, pointing at Mike and waggling his hand just to watch it move. “I think… I should sleep and you bring that up to me tomorrow.”<br/></p><p>Mike laughed. “Yeah, Stanny. You should sleep. Sure wish I’d been the one to think of that.” </p>
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Stozier + Bumble Bee
<p>“STAN! STAN I’M DYINNNNGGGG. STANNNN.” </p><p>Taking a deep breath Stan stood, walking to the living room to find his boyfriend holding his arm and wailing. When he saw Stan he wailed louder and held his arm out for him to inspect. </p><p>Stan walked over and took at Richie’s hand. The back was swollen and red. “What happened?” He asked, carefully holding the hand. </p><p>“I was stung! By a vicious creature while I was quietly enjoying a cigarette on the balcony.” Richie was frowning and Stan could see tears in his eyes. </p><p>“Baby,” Stan said, trying to keep calm. He knew that when Richie got like this he needed Stan to stay relaxed and talk him through it. “What stung you?”</p><p>“A bee. A cruel <i>cruel</i> bee.” </p><p>Stan had to press his lips together so he didn’t smile but he nodded. “Okay, we’ll fix it.” He looked at Richie’s hand again. “The stinger isn’t there so we can ice it and you’ll be fine.”</p><p>Stan left, returning with a cold pack and a band aid. He took Richie’s hand again and put the cold pack over it. “You’re fine.” Richie whimpered and now he did smile. Richie looked so pitiful it was hard not to. “Have you never been stung before?”</p><p>“Maggie and Went weren’t big on nature.” </p><p>Stan kissed Richie’s cheek then lead him to the couch, both sitting down. He held the ice pack over his hand for a few minutes then asked, “Does it still hurt?”</p><p>Richie shook his head, looking embarrassed. “I overreacted didn’t I?”</p><p>He nuzzled Richie then grabbed the band aid, putting it over the small bump. “Just a little.” </p><p>Richie chuckled then shrugged. “At least I can always rely on you to talk me down.” He leaned against Stan, looking at the band aid. “Hello Kitty, sexy.” </p><p>“Only the best for you.” He replied, taking Richie hand again and kissing his knuckles gently. “I think you’ll live. Next time don’t sit near the hive and you’ll be fine.”</p>
Tags: they’re so adorable!!, drabble, stozier
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stozier for the music drabble!!
<p style="">

<b><a href="http://stephenskings.tumblr.com/ask">Send me a pairing and I’ll write a short snippet based off whatever song comes on my shuffle!</a></b>

<br/></p>
<p><b>Stozier + <a href="https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=qxW0cPo7F_o"> Come Home</a></b> by One Republic</p>
<p>Stan supposed it had been a mistake, to part with Richie when he left Derry. At the time it had seemed like the only option. Doing long distance wasn’t something Stan was willing to risk everything he had with Richie for. All the years of friendship, everything he’d been through together. He’d figured it would have been better to leave them off they were, all the memories untarnished and wonderful, rather than have them diminished by the struggles of dating somebody across the country. Richie had agreed, and they’d split at the end of the summer. </p>
<p>The issue now, of course, was that Stan was pretty fucking miserable. He’d underestimated how hard it would be to back to being just friends with somebody you’d shared every single first with. With your first love. Every conversation with Richie in the last four months had been stiff and awkward, each one growing shorter and shorter until phone calls turned into texts, and then texts stopped and Stan only ever heard from Richie in their Losers Club group chat. And it stung, worse than anything Stan could remember. He often wondered if it stung for Richie, too, and vowed that one day he would ask.</p> <p><a href="http://stephenskings.tumblr.com/post/183201793952" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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37 &amp; stozier
<p><b>37. Meeting In Prison AU</b></p>
<p><b>A/N: </b><i>Please laugh, <b>I</b> think I’m funny.</i></p>
<hr><p>Richie looked from the dried up desert outside his window, to the metal chains on his wrists and ankles. This wasn’t a very cute look, if he did say so himself. Sighing, he leaned his head back, staring at the roof of the bus that carted him from the city to his new cozy home. Some of the features included around-the-clock security, utilities paid, and possibly a roommate.</p>
<p>Prison didn’t sound so bad.</p> <p><a href="http://eduardokaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/182620565567/37-stozier" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: dude that was fuckin wack, fic rec
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i feel like in the highschool au richie and eddie would make love all the time, and think they&rsquo;re fucking. soft kisses, slow thrusts&mdash;but eddie cant tell the difference because its so good.
<p>They wouldn’t really realize the moment that they’re aggressive, passionate fucking would cool into warm and sweet affair. Like.</p><p>When they first start off it’s a lot. Richie would be fucking Eddie hard while Eddie is gripping onto the sheets, the headboard, Richie’s fucking <i>curls</i> for dear life. He’d be screaming obscenities because that cock is fucking into him hard enough to leave Eddie’s legs trembling long afterwards. It would leave him open and leaking afterwards while Richie would spread Eddie and eat him out until Eddie hit another orgasm. Richie was ruthless in their fucking, honestly. A lot of hair pulling and choking and positions that were new and fun. Eddie would be on his stomach as Richie just rawed him at whatever pace he wanted to, and Richie would be sucking hickies into Eddie’s shoulders and biting at him wherever he could. They usually fucked with Eddie on all fours and Richie just mounted over him like an animal and just fucking each other through thier heats and ruts. They liked to bite at each other and fuck hard– because they weren’t a couple. So they weren’t gonna fuck like a couple.</p><p>But after doing that for so long it would turn into this thing. This thing where Richie is slowing down his thrusts down and just slowly grinding up into Eddie and making Eddie purr in the prettiest way. Eddie would just look up at Richie when he’s trying to get used to having this fat cock stuffed in him and just be like, “Do you want to play rock, paper, scissors?” or he’d be making ugly faces at Richie to make him laugh. And they would realize that this would be more than just sex to them. </p><p>Eddie would be on his back as Richie slowly fucked into him. And he’d be looking up at this guy with his curls falling over his features. His breathing would be ragged as he tried to relax and wait for Eddie to adjust. Eddie would be mewling quietly as Richie thrust into him and he’d just pull him down because he just wanted to be close to him. He needed to be close to him. He would press gentle kisses along Richie’s shoulder before they’re both sort of looking at each other and their kissing. Richie’s lips are so soft and Eddie’s feeling a little needy tonight which makes the alpha in Richie go crazy. Eddie rarely ever gets to be that way so Richie is taking all of the kisses he can get while he still can. And Eddie is smiling too much because everything feels so warm and sweet and Richie’s smile is so lovely and why hadn’t they ever fucked this way before? And Eddie is realizing that avoiding the inevitable was pointless. He was falling for Richie and there really was no stopping it because they were just too good together.</p>
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Eddie loves fucking richie from time to time bc hes so fUCKING LOUD, he sole sound of his moans makes Eddie super hard
<p>it’s not often that richie and eddie switch because eddie is a Hard Sub and he accepts this, him and richie fit perfectly because of it. but one day the craving to have a hole to fuck, to be able to feel the delicious heat of someone clenching around him takes over, and eddie begs richie to let him fuck him. because richie is a fucking Bitch, he teases eddie for a few days, makes him beg, makes him whisper ‘please let me fuck you’ between heated kisses, makes him beg all pretty like when he comes up for air while sucking richie’s cock. finally, richie gives in one day when eddie presses a saliva soaked finger against richie’s hole while eddie sucks him off. </p><p>when eddie first presses in on his first time fucking richie, he almost isnt able to move because the feeling of being surrounded is so good. richie begs him so hard to move, but eddie just stays still and fucking soaks in the feeling of his cock being clenched around. he starts to move after a while, and it’s so much that tears spring to his eyes. now he knows why richie likes fucking him so much. richie is apparently enjoying this as well, because he’s screaming at the top of his lungs. eddie decides to try and take over richie’s role completely, and says ‘look at you. i’m fucking you so good youre screaming like a little whore.’</p><p>richie is so taken aback by eddie’s first attempt at dirty talk that the scream in his throat cuts off and is instead replaced by the desperate sound of begging. ‘please eddie, you fuck me so good. please fuck me harder.’ the sound of richie’s moans and begging encourages eddie to go faster, even fucks richie right through his first orgasm. he keeps fucking though, through the overstimulation his own cock is experiencing. all he wants to do is make his boyfriend feel good.</p>
Tags: nsfw, hc, big oof
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ok i know most of your ot7 HCs are when they are older but do you have any from when they are younger? like right after the Pennywise incident, or maybe during highschool. of course they are not all in a relationship yet but i like the idea of there being strong indicators that they will be eventually. like lots of physical affection, acting like they are all dating even tho theyre not etc etc. ;D
<p>awww babies!!!! </p><p>• yeah so obviously IT fucked em up, uhhh they all get xtra close after that and basically don’t leave each other’s sides </p><p>• richie is super obvious, he loves physical intimacy so he’ll always cuddle with whoever, puts an arm around the others shoulders a lot, when he laughs he like gives em a lil shove, he’s just very touchy all the time</p><p>• high school ben has eyes only for bev, but every once in a while he’ll get caught staring (usually by stan) and gets rlly embarrassed and is like i was just thinking sorry!!! when really he was like wow eddie is a rlly pretty boy</p><p>• mike is just baby he loves bein close to all his friends and he’s such a go with the flow guy that he kinda feeds off the energy of the group. if they’re all super love-y that particular night, he’ll pull bill into his lap or sling an arm around richie or whatever feels right</p><p>• bev is just. so soft n nice and she grabs their wrists a lot and !!! she always is looking directly in the boys eyes as they talk!!!! and it makes a lot of them v flustered. like she’ll be super close and she’s like yeah uh huh !!!! and they say uuuuhhh i’m love u</p><p>• stan, eddie, and bill are probably the least obvious, all for dif reasons</p><p>• stan is just not one for showing a lot of emotion or physical intimacy so it’s hard to tell from an outside perspective</p><p>• eddie doesn’t do much to flirt other than wear short shorts on purpose bc he thinks it’s funny, bc like when he’s still little he has a lot of internalized homophobia and he already looks like a twink so he doesn’t wanna get made fun of at school, and at one point when he first realizes he’s gay he’s terrified the losers will make fun of him or think he’s weird so he goes all Bro for a week and they all say ???? until he breaks down crying to bill and then they all said OHHH ok</p><p>• and bill just cares about them all so fuckin much, and he’s prolly the first to realize that they’re kinda meant to b together. but he’s so scared to lose the friendship or break up the group that he’s extra careful about being flirty or too physical. he is super overprotective however, and the losers tease him all the time for it bc he gets all red faced and huffy when they do </p><p>• they’re all just so rough and tumble that their friendship in their youth is just a lot of running around outside and building things and riding around on bikes. but as they get to high school and their hangouts change from like building moats to getting high in mike’s barn, the tension is a lot more obvious</p><p>• they just fit like pieces of a puzzle, so to them nothing ever really felt unnatural about being touchy feely or even when they started dating, once it was all figured out it was just like. a natural next step.</p>
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3, 16, and 17 for the valentine prompt please!
<p><b>3. ‘‘You didn’t have to get me anything.’‘</b></p><p><b>16. ‘‘Nothing’s too expensive for my queen/king.’‘</b></p><p><b>17. ‘‘I love you more than anything.’‘</b></p><p><br/></p><p>‘Rich? Come here a sec!’ Eddie called from the bedroom, scampering back to the bed and eagerly standing in front of it, hands clasped behind his back firmly and grinning from ear to ear. </p><p>He had been waiting for Richie’s Valentine’s Day present since he first ordered it two weeks ago. Everyday he had checked his email for an update on the shipping - it was coming all the way from London, some fancy engraving store said they’d do it for him at a good price, so yes it would take longer and cost more, but it was 100% worth it - and then everyday he’d run up the front steps to their apartment to make sure the package wasn’t there before Richie got home. </p><p>It had actually been a pretty damn close call the day the box arrived; Richie had been sent home early from the station because he was sick - ‘No radio host can have a fucked voice, Richie’ his bosses words exactly - and Eddie just caught him heading up the steps before he stormed past him, grabbed the box, then carefully helped his sneezing boyfriend inside to feed him chicken soup and stroke his hair until he fell asleep in his lap. Richie had always turned into a total baby when he got sick and Eddie sort of loved it.</p><p>Taking care of Richie was a talent that only he, his mother and Beverly Marsh could master. And Eddie secretly <i>loved</i> it. </p><p>‘But I’m almost done with this quest!’ Richie’s voice was distant, all the way from the living room and just about reaching a louder volume than the TV. He had been playing Skyrim for hours - since Eddie had left for work - after his boss gave him the week off, saying that they’ll give his slots to a newbie whilst he rests. </p><p>Richie was only sort of devastated he wouldn’t be able to talk about his favourite flavoured lube over the radio on Valentine’s Day. </p><p>‘It can wait! This is important!’ Eddie rolled his eyes, fingers twitching around the box behind his back. He heard the game being paused, a loud sigh, and a controller being tossed onto the coffee table before Richie’s sock clad feet padded towards him through the apartment. Eddies heart was beating fast enough to burst out of his chest and he wasn’t sure why. He wasn’t proposing, that was being saved for next year, but this present in particular was definitely important enough to be nervous about. </p><p>‘Unless it’s food I ain’t interested, baby cakes!’ Richie said in a sing-songy voice as he appeared in the doorway. ‘And we <i>never</i> eat in the bedroom unless you count me eating your a-‘ he stopped short, staring at the sight before him. </p><p>Eddie was beaming. ‘Surprise, bubba!’ He breathed out. He had kept the bedroom door closed since he came home for a reason, and that had been so Richie didn’t see him throwing petals around the floor and on the bed, or lighting the peach scented candles that he knew made Richie smile the brightest, or changing into the outfit he was currently wearing - a loose fitting light purple sweater, Richie’s favourite, and some jeans that hugged his legs perfectly. He had even styled his damn hair and taken a long, hot, well earned shower all while Richie had been slaying dragons and stealing coins from merchants.</p><p>‘Ed’s…when did you..?’ Richie was totally and utterly speechless, the look of amazement on his face gave that away more than his lack of words, and Eddie bit his lip. </p><p>‘When I got home. I didn’t wanna bother you on your day off until it was ready.’ Richie blinked for a moment before he began smelling the air like a dog that could smell its dinner.</p><p>‘Is that peaches?’ He asked, taking a few steps forward.</p><p>‘Only the best for you.’ Richie’s face split into a grin.</p><p>‘You are the <i>perfect</i> man.’ He exclaimed then bundled Eddie up into his arms, squeezing him and relishing in the giggle he received in return. ‘Baby, you didn’t have to do all of this for me!’</p><p>‘I wanted to.’ Eddie said, gripping the box behind his back in his left hand whilst using his right to cup Richie’s cheek. ‘I like spoiling you. I don’t do it enough and Valentine’s is kind of a perfect excuse.’</p><p>‘You being you is spoiling me enough, honey.’ Richie chuckled, kissing Eddie deeply on the lips. ‘Fuck, you smell so damn good, too. I’m being treated today.’ That’s when Richie paused. ‘Hold up…Valentine’s is tomorrow isn’t it?’ Eddie nodded. ‘Then…why?’</p><p>‘I figured we could celebrate a little early, seeing as I’m doing an all day.’ Eddie’s heart sank at the idea of being in his hospital wing on Valentine’s, but he knew better than to be upset about helping others in their time of need no matter the holiday. ‘And besides…I’ve been too excited to give you your present.’</p><p>‘You didn’t have to get me anything!’ Richie cooed, pinching his lovers cheeks and loving the way he squealed. Then his face fell, and Richie drew his hands back to rest on Eddie’s hips. ‘Ed’s, yours hasn’t arrived yet I…kinda scheduled it to arrived ON Valentine’s Day…’ Richie looked so upset Eddie’s mood almost completely flipped, but he kissed his boyfriends nose. </p><p>‘I can wait for mine. But I can’t wait for yours.’ Eddie then slowly brought his hand out, revealing the tiny box, and the room went silent. ‘Happy Valentines, my love.’ He kissed Richie’s cheek gently as he took the box, turning it over slowly in his hands before glancing at Eddie.</p><p>Eddie smirked at him. ‘It won’t open by itself, babe.’</p><p>‘Okay smart ass.’ Richie scoffed, but licked his lips and snapped up the lid, revealing what was inside. Richie’s mouth dropped open. ‘Oh my god…Eddie.’ </p><p>‘I know you already have a whole bunch of them,’ he replied, Richie holding the silver guitar pick between his thumb and forefinger, the neck chain hanging down around his hand and wrist, making him shiver. ‘But…it’s engraved…something just for you and me when you’re on stage or practising or whatever, you know?’</p><p>Richie’s eyes widened when Eddie mentioned the engraved part, and he turned the pick over to reveal the message Eddie had paid probably a little too much money for. </p><p><i><b>‘For my songbird, keep singing, you’re really fucking good at it. E x’</b></i></p><p>‘This…<i>fuck</i>, Eds!’ Richie almost dropped the box by lifting Eddie into his arms again, spinning him around this time and pressing his face into his hair. ‘This is the best present I’ve ever had! Fuck me, this must have cost a fortune!’ </p><p>Eddie merely pulled back a little and shrugged, smiling at the look of pure happiness on Richie’s face. ‘Nothing’s too expensive for my king.’ He teased, using the nickname Richie often gave him.</p><p>Eddie then took the box from Richie’s hands and put it on the bedside table before grabbing the necklace and clasping it around Richie’s neck, marvelling at how it sat against his collarbone and glinted in the sun. He smiled. ‘Beautiful.’ </p><p>Richie shook his head in awe, lovingly staring down at Eddie, before swooping in to capture his lips once more. This time it lasted a lot longer and felt more passionate than the last, and both of the boys sighed into it. Eddie’s hands wound themselves around the back of Richie’s neck, stroking over the clasp of the necklace, and he licked into his mouth as he felt hands travel down his back and onto the curve of his ass.</p><p>Eddie pulled away and pressed his forehead against Richie’s, taking a moment to catch his breath before things got more heated. </p><p>‘I love you more than anything.’ Eddie whispered against his lips, and Richie shivered. </p><p>‘Right back at ya, kid.’ He breathed. ‘Right back fuckin’ at ya.’ </p>
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Internet friends (eventually a couple) as Reddie?
<p>internet friends ! reddie </p>

<p>wow my first request and im rlly excited to do this!! im going to answer as headcanons but if anyone wants a drabble of a certain moment feel free to ask me. </p>

<p>- ok so how I see it :<br/>
- richie would be on THAT tumblr scene<br/>
- and he’s got HELLA followers, he’s pretty low-key, not too famous<br/>
- but he’s only got twitter and a couple other things <br/>
- because he’s not a huge fan of the other social media platforms<br/>
- at first glance everyone’s like wow look at this grungy hipster who posts pictures of his ripped jeans and himself smoking <br/>
- (but he looks freaking hot doing it so no ones complaining)<br/>
- but if you really go deep into his blog, you’ll see pictures of him with Bev in his Hawaiian shirts or multicolored ones covered in flowers from goodwill<br/>
- and you can catch pictures of him at Pride with Bill and Stan looking goofy in all rainbow <br/>
- and he has got his contacts swapped out for his HUGE glasses with colored frames<br/>
- so richie’s got it all<br/>
- the bad boy persona but trust me, he’s the biggest dork ever <br/>
- meanwhile,,,<br/>
- eddie is pretty instagram famous for modeling !!!<br/>
- because seriously it doesn’t matter how many times people told him he was getting too old for his rainbow shorts or that his clothes were “too girly”<br/>
- he’s not going to stop - rightfully so<br/>
- because gendered clothing is so dumb, and if he looks pretty in his soft “girly” colors then so be it<br/>
- it only makes him want to wear whatever the heck he wants more<br/>
- so one day when richie is setting up an instagram finally - bev convinced him to<br/>
- he goes through who beverly is following to just be caught up with all his friends since it’ll most likely be all people he knows<br/>
- and he comes across ‘ eddieksp ‘<br/>
- and he’s got a lot of followers<br/>
- so richie smoothly taps on his name<br/>
- and his jaw DROPS<br/>
- because what the fuck??? this boy is so beautiful?? <br/>
- his most recent picture is of him in white overalls with a pretty pink sweater under <br/>
- and he’s standing in a field of flowers<br/>
- FLOWERS <br/>
- the sun shining behind him and a soft smile on his face<br/>
- and richie just feels his heart die at the straight pureness of this boy<br/>
- and it turns out he FOLLOWS BEV BACK <br/>
- so richie freaks the fuck out<br/>
- because everyone has been keeping this from him for so long??? <br/>
- so long story short richie gets his instagram all set up n he’s following eddie, but way too nervous to really say anything yet<br/>
- and bev being the smooth little girl she is slyly comments on one of eddies pictures tagging trashmouthtozier like “wow we need to have a photo shoot like this!!” <br/>
- and eddie sees because bev is someone he follows back cus they both model <br/>
- so he creeps trashmouth<br/>
- and HELLO<br/>
- eddie feels himself getting flustered just looking at the picture of richie in a leather jacket but he also finds him so adorable in a throwback picture he has of himself in some Simpson’s boxers with a hoddie, braces, and HUGE glasses which<br/>
- eddie finds this so cute??<br/>
- he squeals when he sees that richie is following him so he follows him back right away<br/>
- RICHIE DIES <br/>
- and literally one day richie won’t shut up about eddie’s new picture of him in these thigh high socks <br/>
- SO STAN TAKES HIS PHONE AND MESSAGES EDDIE<br/>
- thus starts the friendship<br/>
- and it’s some completely normal dm that stan sent<br/>
- just a hey how you doing<br/>
- but richie doesn’t roll that way so he’s like “hey, sorry bout that, that was my friend, what’s up eddie spaghetti?” <br/>
- and eddie is DISGUSTED by the nickname, but also intrigued<br/>
- so he responds with “not much, you really are a trashmouth, huh?”<br/>
- and it’s just so CUTE THO<br/>
- and for a few days it’s just in the dms, bOTH too shy to say something, but richie finally cracks and says hey if it’s easier just message me!<br/>
- and eddie does while screaming<br/>
- and they learn a lot about each-other from where they live and how they grew up n everything<br/>
- THEY HAVE SUCH SIMILAR HUMOR EDDIE FINDS OUT<br/>
- richie will spend so much of his time finding eddie memes that will make him laugh<br/>
- and now they facetime <br/>
- FaCeTiMe<br/>
- eddie was so nervous to the first time it took him thirty minutes to get ready<br/>
- and the only problem is that eddie is living in new york while richie is in california <br/>
- so they haven’t met officially <br/>
- they also haven’t discussed the FLIRTING <br/>
- which happens every time eddie answers the phone <br/>
- “hey, my sweet ass eds, how you doing?”<br/>
- and as much as eddie makes modeling, he really can’t afford to pay for school, rent, and flying out to see richie as much as he’d like to<br/>
- and richie can’t really either<br/>
- but he’s also NOT telling eddie about the extra money he’s making on the side for singing with his band <br/>
- mmm and he’s DEFINITELY not telling how he bought his plane ticket a week ago after he FINALLY saved up enough money for the past six months they’ve started talking <br/>
- he’s hoping he’ll be able to ask eddie out when he gets there, because as much as he likes him, he doesn’t want to go ALL the way to New York just to end up having a whole bunch of unrequited feelings<br/>
- so he’s on the plane all jittery <br/>
- limbs literally shaking<br/>
- and he told eddie he had a show so he wouldn’t be answering for a bit<br/>
- eddie’s like a concert at 11 am?? ok??<br/>
- and richie already dmed mike - eddies close friend and photographer - about his apartment number so he’s all good to GO<br/>
- it’s about 4 pm when he gets off the plane<br/>
- he checks to make sure eddie is home and he is because he responds with his usual “eating ice cream and watching tv after a long shoot today”<br/>
- AND RICHIE IS SO EXCITED<br/>
- so he pulls up at eddies apartment, bag in his hand, literally sweating from anticipation <br/>
- and he knocks on eddies door after literally having to go up 12 stories on an elevator <br/>
- eddies apartment building is vv nice<br/>
- and he hears a “ILL BE THERE IN A SECOND”<br/>
- THEN he gets a text saying “fucking someone is at the door, can’t I eat ice cream in peace.”<br/>
- he laughs a little, looking down at his phone as the door swings open to reveal eddie in a big teeshirt and cute lil red shorts <br/>
- JUST STARING AT THE RICHIE TOZIER IN FRONT OF HIM<br/>
- and richie looks up from his phone at eddie and just smiles<br/>
- and eddie looks so pale like he’s about to FAINT <br/>
- the ice cream carton drops out of his hands as well as the spoon<br/>
- spilling a little on eddie’s clean hardwood floor<br/>
- and richie is starting to say <br/>
- “aww eds im excited to see you to-mmph”<br/>
- BUT HES CUT OFF<br/>
- by eddie is KISSING HIM<br/>
- NO HESITATION <br/>
- and richie can still taste the ice cream in eddies mouth as he swipes his tongue across his bottom lip <br/>
- and they finally break apart <br/>
- and richie is just like<br/>
- wow “what a welcome”</p>

<p>OK IM GOING TO END THIS HERE OR IM GOING TO GET TOO CARRIED AWAY! I REALLY HOPE YOU ENJOYED. </p>

<p>i loved this idea waaay too much and honestly i wouldn’t mind doing more on it because i don’t want anyone to feel like i rushed it or anything, and i hope you liked the take i had on it!! :))</p>
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If Eddie could have any superpower which do you think would best suit him and why ?
<p>I’m sorry this took me so long!! I love this question!! </p><p>My favorite superpower for Eddie is telekinesis. For those who don’t know, this is basically the ability to move objects with your mind. It’s what Eleven has in stranger things and what Carrie White and Matilda have. In literature, telekinesis  is often a manifestation of internal power, “Telekinesis manifests as a defense mechanism in otherwise helpless, abused children. However, when this power manifests depends on the form and degree of abuse.”  Obviously Eddie is described as pretty slight and not all that physically strong at least in his childhood, but he has incredible mental strength and resilience. I think his telekinetic abilities would start at around 8-9, the first time he defies his mother, and gets stronger and more frequent as he grows into a teenager. At first, his abilities only coincide with strong emotions like anger and are mostly uncontroable. When he’s angry at his mom at a young age, the objects around him will start levitating ever so slightly. Eventually, once he knows the occurrences are connected to him, he’ll run to his room to avoid hurting anyone, that’s at around 11-12. He enlists the help of one tiny, all knowing, librarian Mike Hanloln who has brought up the occult and supernatural stuff to the losers on multiple occasions. Mike tells him the word for what he has and Eddie says it aloud the for the first time with an incredible sense of power, for the first time in his life he feels electric and unstoppable. He’s afraid, so afraid, but so free at the same time. He’s so overwhelmed with emotion that tears fill his eyes and he doesn’t even realize, he’s levitating. Mike has to help him come down through breathing and that’s how they first start to learn to control it. By the time he’s 18, he can fully harness his powers and he gets into vigilante justice. But that’s another story :) </p>
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ugh so it was rape, ugh another rape scene, another &quot;I went out of my body&quot; whole thing, and like... A) enough of that, I don&#039;t need more rape in my fiction, and B) there was a chance to address something that doesn&#039;t get talked about, the awkward/uncomfortable hook up where it&#039;s not rape or assault, no one did anything wrong but you didn&#039;t shut it down when you felt like you should, didn&#039;t let the person know you&#039;re not okay, that would have been more interesting -Q
<p>That’s so disappointing. I don’t know why books have to beat the same shit to death over and over again. </p><p>Funny enough, I’m doing a talk on the Me Too movement tomorrow afternoon and one of my talking points is “gray consent” or the phenomena of women (though it could apply to most sexual situations) who don’t necessarily want to have sex, but feel as though its easier to say yes than to say no at this point. I’m using these articles as talking points:</p><p><a href="https://www.nytimes.com/2018/02/23/us/the-metoo-moment-navigating-sex-in-the-gray-zone.html">https://www.nytimes.com/2018/02/23/us/the-metoo-moment-navigating-sex-in-the-gray-zone.html</a><br/></p><p><a href="https://www.nytimes.com/2017/12/16/sunday-review/when-saying-yes-is-easier-than-saying-no.html?module=inline">https://www.nytimes.com/2017/12/16/sunday-review/when-saying-yes-is-easier-than-saying-no.html?module=inline</a></p><p>As well as this journal: </p><p><i>Exploring Sexual Consent and Hostile Masculine Norms Using the Theory of Planned Behavior</i> by Christina Hermann, Christopher T. H. Liang, and Brooke E. DeSipio (I have access to it via a database that requires a log in, or else I would have linked the actual source). </p><p>They’re all super interesting reads and give a lot of insight in to that “awkward and uncomfortable hook up” that happens sometimes. </p>
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☕️ sexualisation of eddie kasbrak
<p>I remember when I first joined the fandom with little traction I talked about this but let’s talk about it again. </p><p>Eddie has been used time and time again as a prop for Richie. He’s hyperfeminized, altered, and morphed. It’s sometimes fetishization, but it’s also self-inserts. People change Eddie so fucking much just make a reader/richie fic and move the fuck on like you’re not fooling anyone. I’m so exhausted of this bullshit oh my god like there are so many instances that have just made Eddie into this thottie bitch running around in booty shorts begging to suck Richie's dick it’s so ugly. Like it speaks so much to how gay men have become a fetish in general and it’s sickening. </p><p><b>SEND ME A ☕️ AND A TOPIC AND I’LL TALK ABOUT HOW I FEEL ABOUT IT</b><br/></p>
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What does it feel like to kiss each loser? Describe, Peck, Slow kiss, make out/ tongue kiss.
<p>I’ll go, Babe. I fucking love kissing, like…I could kiss all day. And talk about it all day, too.</p><p>Bev: With Bev it’s usually lazy making out when we smoke together (although both of us are trying to quit) so I guess maybe just lazy making out in general, now. Bev has really soft lips and she wears chapstick that always tastes good. Bev likes to hold hands when she kisses.</p><p>Ben: Ben is the only one of us who ever really grows any stubble, so kissing Ben is sometimes kind of…scratchy, but in a good way. He’s sweet but firm, and surprisingly knows what he’s doing. Ben is a pretty good kisser, and since that’s all I ever do with him, I can appreciate. Ben’s hands are usually on your back or shoulders.</p><p>Mike: Mike is THE BEST KISSER. That boy knows how to work his lips and his tongue. I mean…he’s like…expert level. Also, he drinks a lot of herbal/fruit teas so he always tastes nice (sometimes like cinnamon which is the best). He likes to get his hands in your hair and I just melt.</p><p>Bill: With Bill it’s usually kind of…messy? He’s definitely a tongue kisser, and so am I, so there’s a lot of saliva involved when me and Bill make out. He’s down for it any time, which I like. I can literally just pop into his room at any time and he’s up for it. If he’s at his desk you can basically just drop into his lap, make out for a bit and then it’s like ‘later, dude’. Bill is a neck holder.</p><p>Stan: Stan is the roughest kisser. It’s like he’s making love to your lips but it’s more like fucking and it’s GOOD. He’s a lip biter, like…if you make out with Stan for more than five minutes you’re gonna have swollen lips and maybe some bruises. Stan sometimes grabs your jaw so he can move you where he wants you.</p><p>Eddie: It took me a while to get Eddie used to kissing with tongues because he hates the idea of having someone else’s germs in his mouth. You ALWAYS have to brush your teeth before you make out with Eddie. But if you get him comfortable enough he’s GOOD. A lot of the time he’ll slide into my lap when he really gets into it and it’s fucking heavenly. He likes to peck at your lips in between the full on stuff, and does all this little, teasing stuff with his tongue that just kills me. Eddie’s hands always get in my hair and he pulls at it.</p><p>(I can’t tell you what it’s like to kiss me, obviously. WISH I COULD, THOUGH)</p><p>- Rich</p>
Tags: 

Post id: 183180248333
Date: Sun, 03 Mar 2019 00:13:07
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/183180248333/bichie-with-a-bichie-adopts-a-baby-after-they-get
Slug: bichie-with-a-bichie-adopts-a-baby-after-they-get
Reblog key: 4GR8N7qB
Reblog url: https://hawkinsbabe.tumblr.com/post/183178807195/bichie-with-a-bichie-adopts-a-baby-after-they-get
Reblog name: hawkinsbabe
bichie with a. bichie adopts a baby after they get married. bill is extremely nervous constantly that their daughter will turn out to be like georgie, who died at 6 years old. richie always comforts his husband when they go to bed and bill voices how he gets so scared of it all. richie will lie on top of bill and kiss his cheek, whispering comforting words. their now 2 year old daughter will walk in and climb up on both of them. bill knows he&#039;ll do anything to keep her and his husband safe
<p>Bill would be a great dad, although he’d be terrified of ending up as neglecting as his own was, but Richie is the goofy dad who keeps him in line and shows him that he’s nothing like the piss of shit that is Zack Denbrough 👌🏻 </p>
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hi, so this is kinda a promt for reddie&iquest;? &quot;why did you do that?&quot;/ &quot;i don&#039;t know i just really wanted to kiss you&quot; (they are not in a relationship yet)
<p><b>“Why did you do that?”</b></p><p><b>“I don’t know, I just really wanted to kiss you.”</b></p><p>Eddie thinks that Richie’s mouth would maybe taste like pick ‘n’ mix, and other times coca cola, and that it would have ulcers the size of gumballs up and down the bottom lip; he thinks maybe it’d be like kissing a glass-screened, movie theatre sugar buffet. All chewed up and swollen and chapped and lovely.</p><p>“Just a teeny tiny kiss,” he whispers every weekend, to those funny, lucky criss-cross charms his mamma taped to the wall. “Just one, before I die.” </p><p>He’s thought about that wonky mouth when he was tiny, even; when Richie would curl it up all love-heart shaped to blow bubbles on the way home from school, and stretch it to giggle at how fast and bright they popped again. Eddie would think about giving it teeny tiny birdie kisses, like the ones he fluttered at his mamma from ‘round the back of her pink, paisley chair at bedtime, back then. Think about tapping it with the pale side of his thumb. And when he got a little bit older, past fourteen at least, he thought about pressing something more loving, and long, and honey-flavoured ‘gainst Richie Tozier’s lips - maybe having a little explore of ‘em with the tip of his tongue, or seeing how long they’ll stay locked in between his own. A daydream, covered in cuts and fat-free banana cake on Eddie’s sixteenth birthday. Only a week from then, ‘til they’re finally, finally within the reach of his pinky fingers, those lips; ‘til Eddie will finally be able to tell you that Richie Tozier’s mouth tickles worse than mohair, and tastes just like jubilee tomatoes.</p><p>They’re sitting at the far end of the barrens, today, when it happens. Where the jack pine trees thatch thicker than ever and the stream’s all skinny and shallow; ice cream cones running down their wrists, toes skirting the water and the curves of each other’s. “…And then sometimes there’s orange fish and blue fish…and…even teeny purply ones,” Eddie’s chittering, temple brushing Richie’s shoulder and cheeks like pink angel-cake. Dangerous. “They’re the shyest. They’ll come and kiss your feet if you’re quiet.”</p><p>Richie turns to look at him in one, curly twitch of his neck that Eddie sometimes thinks is a little bit of a force of nature. How he tip-taps his fingers or jogs his knees or draws his shoulders up right ‘round the lobes of his ears, s’all more like leaf-tails peaking out of soil, than a teenage boy’s restless bones, more like stones in a stream; there is so much earth in Richie Tozier. So much dirt and green and aching, groaning love - even when he’s got that god-awful yellow sun-hat on, like today, the one his mom makes him wear in August to protect the skin on his nose. A pink cast ‘round his wrist from falling tummy-first off a vaulting box in gym, a drawing of a slug penned into the top of it, and a little bit of snot under his nose. Heaven, Eddie thinks. </p><p>“They’d better stay away from me, then, me ‘n’ my feet. Got a verruca, little banana,” comes his candy-necklace voice. “Mom said I’ll hafta wear funny rubber socks next time I go swimming so it doesn’t fall off in there and contaminate the whole of Derry.”</p><p>“Oh, Jesus Christ. That’s really vile.”</p><p>“Yeah? You into it?!”</p><p>They do a lot of sitting down without much talking, nowadays; just letting the very outer crooks of their knees brush against each other, and watching, and humming, and laying. Those are the times when kissing Richie is all Eddie can manage to think about at all - even worse, when they touch. When they’re somewhere just quiet and pink enough that it barely even counts. When all the growth spurts and hairy shins and funny, dirty dreams that seem to have been knitting a little bitta tension between them for the last three years are all wound back into dust, for a single, gentle, lace of the fingers in the dark. Silent, and brutally embarrassed, but holding hands; Eddie wonders if now is maybe one of those times, as his shy fingers pull at the ditch of Richie’s wrist and he asks,</p><p>“You gonna eat your ice cream yet?”</p><p>Richie shakes his head, watching Eddie’s chin with deep interest. Eddie knows Richie doesn’t mean anything when he stares; the Toziers tell him very gently when he’s ‘round theirs that it’s just a harmless itty bit of his ‘condition’, but Eddie prefers it as just a harmless bit of his soul. He likes Richie’s stares and funny, whining noises, and flappy fingers. He likes all of him. “You can have some of it if you want, tummy’s a bit queasy. And you’re the birthday-baby!”</p><p>“Birthday was last week, Richie,” Eddie giggles. Temple crooks a little closer.</p><p>“I don’t care. I think it should all be special, cake everyday, like the week after Christmas where you just sit around and nap and eat a lot of cold ham, even though it’s long gone.”</p><p>It is now becoming the most teeniest, tiniest bit apparent that Richie is not staring at Eddie’s chin. At least not anymore; eyes gone wonky and fishy over the heat of the last few seconds and are now, very neatly, planted on his bottom lip. Eddie thinks his tummy’s ‘boutta come falling out of his tush, when he sees it - feels his fingers still around that wrist and all the bones in ‘em start to reel. This happens most days, actually; a little pause, a brush of knees, a funny look. Always has the pair of them stock still and achy as they try ‘n’ work out what to do about it. </p><p>“I just usually eat m’mom’s chocolates…she’s vegetarian, so…” Eddie says very faintly. “Whatcha doing?” </p><p>Richie shifts his weight from left to right, ice cream running down so thick and far it’s almost reached his elbow. He’s wearing a t shirt, even though he says he hates doing it nowadays ‘cause his arms are covered in teeny tiny goose-pimples and rashes and eczema, a green one with a picture of a smiley-faced grizzly bear over the chest. Eddie told him earlier that he thought that was ultra brave, and that he liked the picture. Sent Richie’s cheeks bright as the sunshine. </p><p>“You got a little bit of…” Richie touches his own lip, for Eddie to copy. Trying to tell him there’s a little blot of something there. Eddie skates his fingers ‘round his mouth at top speed. </p><p>“There’s nothing, you goose.”</p><p>“Sure is. Strawberry. Gotta lick it.”</p><p>The taller boy leans forward at this point, further and faster than the pair of them can cope with for a moment - faster than anything human can really cut through a tension like this. Usually hafta take it in slow-mo when their hips bump in the corridors, eyes catch all heart-shaped from opposite sides of the science classroom. And, to make matters about eight-million times worse, the wonky hand Richie uses just now to point is the one absolutely covered in dilapidated chocolate ice cream, sending a great, big slug of it melting all over Eddie’s Cupid’s bow - Oh, Jesus Christ, Eddie draws back with a groan. </p><p>“Aye, why did you do that?!” He squeaks. </p><p>Richie gives a little wince at his own clumsiness, mopping his wrist up on the stiff, print of that grinning bear’s face to get the rest of the cream off. He drops his things all over the floor everyday, at school; pencils under the cracks of his desk, lunch at the foot of his locker. Sometimes the snide-faced boys in their grade try and snatch it all up before he can bend down and fill his hands again, just to drive him half mad. Just to giggle when Richie gets down on his knees and starts breathing funny ‘cause he can’t find that one, very specific green fountain pen he’d wanted to use in English later, the third cookie he was so sure he’d tucked in his box last night; Eddie thinks he’d hit those boys very hard if he was strong enough. </p><p>“I don’t know…I’m not sure, I…” Richie struggles. Eddie wonders for a moment if he shouldn’t have scolded him at all; wonders if he’s about to go into one of his big, long, melodramatic mumbles about how it’s ‘cause he’s just so pea-brained and stupid and silly, and his motor skills are bad, or something similar. Wonders if he should just plug that chocolate ice cream right up into the boy’s mouth, to save the pair of them the trouble. But when Richie blinks and draws up that wrist again, cheeks all jittery, he doesn’t say anything like that. No, he just curves his felt tip lips right open, goes all cross-eyed and says very shyly,</p><p>“I don’t know, I just really wanted to kiss you.”</p><p>Oh, holy moley. </p><p>Eddie thinks his eyes are twisting in on themselves too, as he copies that funny little blink; as he takes in the crooks of Richie’s face, and replays it five or six more times just to know it wasn’t the breeze, just to know he hadn’t gotten so sweaty and desperate for something, anything, that his brain had delivered it to him purely outta pity. Makes to do a little triple-check, “pardon?”, but it’s barely come out before the pair of them are leaning in like swans, and he’s given up entirely on being certain.<i> If it’s a daydream, so be it,</i> Eddie thinks as Richie’s nose flutters closer, and it all goes kaleidoscope-coloured. <i>It’ll be my favourite.</i></p><p>And so they kiss, covered in chocolate ice cream. S’only a teeny tiny, butterfly breath of one, as Richie’s lips come in shyer than a schoolgirl and he pulls away after half a second, heavy eyes shooting Eddie a terrified little look. But Eddie thinks that, after eight dizzy, pink years of watching and waiting and wondering and wincing, he can’t be anything close to scared anymore, and pulls that curly boy of his dreams right back in. Pulls him in to tell him ‘bout all those coloured pictures of him that live on the backs of the eyelids, all the night he’s sat up in bed with his cheeks in his hands just praying that Richie Tozier’d somehow fall in right next to him, with a single float of the lips. Like sun in a stream, that’s how they move. And he knows it’s all just fine when Richie’s spidery, sticky hands come up to cup ‘round the underside of his jaw; when the muscles in his shoulders go nice and loose and he holds Eddie with all that gracelessness never so far away. </p><p>Eddie hears against the curves of his own, desperate lips, as his hands travel up gingerly into Richie’s heat-crazy hair, a teeny tiny whisper of, “thank you.” One that he can only giggle at, giggle at with the lightest little heart in the world, and repeat, under his breath, nothing short of a million times. He is grateful, really; for chocolate ice cream, and that sun-hat ticklin’ his ears, and Richie Tozier, in all his silly glory. He is grateful to know love like this. </p>
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May I request Steddie smut with bottom Eddie? I never see that with Steddie 😄
<p>Yes you sure can! I’ve never written Steddie before, so this was a neat challenge. Have some cute first time sex &lt;3</p><hr><p>“Are you sure?” Stan asks as he slips the rubber gloves onto his hands? Beneath him, Eddie is lying on the bed shirt off, pants off, boxers off. He’s hard and leaking on his own stomach and everything about him is screaming ready to go but Stan can feel the nerves in the room. It isn’t like they haven’t discussed this before, but it’s different to talk objectively and to exist in reality. </p><p>“Yes,” Eddie says back, and despite the slight tremble in his voice Stan believes him. He leans down to place a chaste kiss on the tuft of hair leading down Eddie’s navel and then presses on, slicked up finger against Eddie and pushes in. Stan can feel the resistance, he can see the discomfort in Eddie’s face, but he goes slow and as soon as he’s up to the last knuckle he goes even slowly pulling out. Eddie winces and then relaxes, sending Stan a reassuring smile. Eventually, they set up a steady pace and work to two fingers, then three. </p><p>And Stan is fucking amazed. He watches as Eddie melts from tense and worried to relaxed and dazes, eyes rolling back every time Stan happens to hit a certain angle, a certain <i>spot.</i></p><p>“Stan,” Eddie gasps, “Stan, I think I’m ready. Please. Please.”</p><p>Stan looks at Eddie, pliant underneath him, and nods. He’s shocked they made it this far. When they talked, it was a mutual decision of if the other couldn’t handle it, they both tapped out. But Stan was thoroughly enjoying drawing all those little noises from Eddie and Eddie? Well, he just practically begged Stan to fuck him. </p><p>Stan nods and slips his fingers out, drawing a small whine from his boyfriend, before slipping on a condom and adding more lube to the equation. He lined himself up before looking at Eddie again, seeking one last affirmation, and pushing in.</p><p>Holy fucking shit, the pressure was amazing. Eddie enveloped him slowly, taking him in inch by steady inch until he was at his hilt. He let Eddie adjust, watching the renewed tension bleed away, before starting shallow, gently thrusts. It took a minute, but eventually Eddie’s grip in the sheets loosened, the twisted expression on his face faded, and he was moaning, eyes half lidded. </p><p>It didn’t take long for either of them to cum. Stan couldn’t take the pleasure, the heat, the friction. He couldn’t hold it in, even though he wanted to, and he spilled into the condom, hips stuttering and Eddie’s name on his lips. <br/></p><p>Eddie was next, his hand on himself pumping furiously as he painted his own chest white. </p><p>And after all was said and done, condom tied and trashed, chests cleaned with a wet rag, they fell asleep wrapped in each other arms. <br/></p>
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scars and sleep intimacy for stanlon
<p>He wakes up to the feeling of gentle fingertips skating over the side of his face.</p> <p><a href="http://lo-v-ers.tumblr.com/post/182660858434/scars-and-sleep-intimacy-for-stanlon" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: 

Post id: 183101378988
Date: Wed, 27 Feb 2019 16:02:31
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/183101378988/for-the-writing-game-how-about-the-prompt-i-love
Slug: for-the-writing-game-how-about-the-prompt-i-love
Reblog key: MGTw2I4v
Reblog url: https://reddies-spaghetti.tumblr.com/post/183097541853/for-the-writing-game-how-about-the-prompt-i-love
Reblog name: reddies-spaghetti
For the writing game, how about the prompt &quot;i love you&quot;??
<p>
you post a prompt, and i’ll write three sentences based on that prompt, set in the same time/setting as my current project </p><p>How about a missing scene from Rattle the Stars? <br/></p><p><br/></p><p>Richie spread the pastries in front of Eddie, watching his eyes eagerly scan the pile. He knew that Eddie hadn’t gotten to eat any of them since he’d come to the castle, going to breakfast too late everyday to grab the treats. This morning he’d made a point to grab a variety and bring them to Eddie so he could eat them on his break. <br/></p><p>Finally Eddie grabbed one that was covered in strawberry jam and sugar, taking a huge bite and moaning. “By the Gods, I think I love you.” Eddie said, stuffing the rest into his mouth in one bite. <br/></p><p>“You- what?” Richie asked, looking at Eddie. <br/></p><p>The smaller man shook his head, swallowing. Richie could almost see the baked good slide down his throat. “I was talking to the pastry, not you.” Eddie gave him a quick smirk before grabbing another strawberry pastry, polishing that one off in three bites. Richie made a mental note about Eddie’s favorites, telling himself that it was for no reason in particular. <br/></p>
Tags: 

Post id: 183101028828
Date: Wed, 27 Feb 2019 15:46:27
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/183101028828/who-has-the-hottest-moans-and-on-the-flip-side
Slug: who-has-the-hottest-moans-and-on-the-flip-side
Reblog key: Wy4o2r5W
Reblog url: https://reddie4thesinbin.tumblr.com/post/183099867256/who-has-the-hottest-moans-and-on-the-flip-side
Reblog name: reddie4thesinbin
Who has the hottest moans? And on the flip side who can stay quiet the whole time? Is there anyone in this group who can stay 100% quiet during sex? If not I challenge you.
<p>Okay, so:</p><p>Eddie = THE LOUDEST and yes it’s fucking hot as fuck like if I saved a sound clip of it I would play it during my Richie Time

™   Eddie just cannot stay quiet, I don’t think it’s possible. If you get him really riled up and give it to him good, he shouts out obscene stuff and it’s amazing</p><p>Ben = I’ve never really heard it properly but sometimes when him and Bev are doing the frick frack in the next room I get a little preview of it and his voice is really low and YES IT’S HOT I would love to be there actually experiencing it first hand (sorry Benno) </p><p>Bev = fuck me up this girl can moan/whine/scream up a storm and YES IT’S FUCKING HOT AS FUCK. I don’t know what Ben does to her in their room but whatever it is it WORKS (also just…girls moaning is just…)</p><p>Mike = Mike’s not really a moaner, but his voice gets all gravelly and all of the noises he makes come from his throat and it makes my legs feel weak and makes me feel kind of…needy</p><p>Bill = this really depends. If Bill is on top, he’s not so loud but he still moans and it sounds FUCKIN BEAUTIFUL (also Bill can give some pretty good dick, anon, ngl) but if he’s bottoming JESUS FUCK he turns into the whiniest, most desperate, begging little bitch that you’ve ever heard/seen and he’s almost as loud as Eddie</p><p>Stan = OKAY so let me tell you something. Stan is probably the one of us who could stay 100% quiet if he really tried, but thankfully for our blessed ears he never does. Stan’s less of a moaner and more of a breather/groaner but he sometimes makes this noise that’s basically a growl and OMG fuck me up right now. He talks a lot, too (I KNOW. SHOCKING) but I mean this man is a fucking dirty talk expert I mean he says stuff that even makes me go ‘huh?’ but fuck me if it doesn’t WORK</p>
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omg pleaseee if possible could u post a sneak peak/ preview of chapter 3 the way you make me feel
<p>I wrote this specifically for you, anon! So thank you for prompting me to write more than I have in like the past week :P Enjoy!!</p><hr><p>Eddie wakes from his nap with a jolt, chest heaving as he staves off a sudden wave of unease. A second later, the loud buzz of his phone against the glass coffee startles him all over again. He reaches out and answers it, with a shaky, “hello?”<b><br/></b></p><p>“Hey,” Richie says slowly, clearly picking up on Eddie’s tone. “Are you okay?”</p><p>“Ummm, yeah, no, I’m fine,” Eddie replies, with a dismissive tone as he sits up and settles onto the couch. “I’m just-I just woke up. Feeling a little disoriented.”</p><p>“Can I bring you some dinner?”</p><p>The question brings a smile to Eddie’s lips. “Yeah, that’d be amazing.”</p><p>“Is there anything I should avoid? Anything that doesn’t make you nauseous?” Richie asks. </p><p>Eddie lets out a quiet laugh. It’s a valid question, considering the circumstances. There isn’t much that doesn’t make his stomach churn, but he appreciates the amount of thought Richie’s putting into his actions. “It’s all a gamble really.”</p><p>When Eddie answers the door an hour later, he’s met with the sight of Richie standing on his doorstep, a pile of take out containers in his arms so high they threaten to block his face entirely.</p><p>“Okay, I didn’t want to risk it by getting just one thing,” Richie announces as he carefully shuffles into the apartment,  “So I got approximately six different cuisines and hopefully at least one of them will sit right.”</p>
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richie tozier from stephen kings it drinks glue!!
<figure data-orig-width="1358" data-orig-height="760" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/8f816f79f8e555f126f6b3dd320ecefb/tumblr_inline_pnfy355j351s7ghgh_540.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="1358" data-orig-height="760"/></figure>
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reddie for the song drabble things plz
<p><b>reddie </b>drabble based on the maccabees cover of <b>i drove all night </b>by roy orbison</p>
<p>-</p>
<p><i>no one can move me the way that you do</i></p>
<p><i>nothing erases this feeling between me and you</i></p>
<p><i>i drove all night to get to you, is that alright?</i></p>
<p>-</p>
<p>In this moment, the street lamps lining the road feel like a guiding light, igniting the way as Eddie flexes his hands against the steering wheel.</p> <p><a href="http://lo-v-ers.tumblr.com/post/183058033256/reddie-for-the-song-drabble-things-plz" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: wow this is gorgeous and i adore it, fic rec
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POV from sex sent me to the ER??
<p>Anything for you wifey. You can read all of Sex Sent Me to the ER <b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/17638394/chapters/41591261">here</a></b>!</p><p>Richie felt… uncomfortable. Well, uncomfortable may have been a gentle way to put it. He actually felt like his entire insides were burning up and his body was a live wire just waiting to explode. He felt exhaustion deep within his bones, a kind of primal embarrassment, and the itching need to not have anything inside of him. It was just easier to say uncomfortable. </p><p>That discomfort did not decrease as his doctor entered the room. In fact, it doubled two-fold. Here he was, desperate for someone to help him out of the situation he created for himself, and in walks the most conventionally attractive doctor that exists on this plane of existence. Just his fucking luck, huh? How the fuck was he supposed to navigate this? What the fuck was he supposed to say in this kind of situation?!</p><p>“What’s up, doc? Are you here to relieve my anal woes?”</p><p>Well, that was just fucking smooth now wasn’t it, Tozier? Out of all the liens he could have used, any voice in existence, any fucking joke on the planet and he went with Anal Woes? That’s not even fucking funny and everyone knows it. <br/>Still, though, Richie laughed silently under his breath as Eddie stopped about halfway into the room and looked up at Richie. “I’m sorry?”</p><p>His eyes were a dark, stormy kind of grey that complimented his skin. They shone under the florescent lighting of this hospital room and god dammit this was not fair. No one should look this hot in a hospital!</p><p>“My anal woes, get it? You know? Because I have a vibrator stuck up my ass?”</p><p>This is just going better and better, isn’t it? Richie could feel the burning heat of embarrassment under his collar but he grinned through it the same way he grinned through everything. Nothing was real unless you gave it away. For all that doctor knows Richie is getting off on this whole thing. For all anyone knows Richie is just a chaotic little shit who takes nothing seriously in his entire life. </p><p>“Yes, I was informed about your, uh,” he trailed of for a moment, small pink tongue poking out from behind his teeth as he chose his words, “situation.”</p><p>Richie barked another laugh at that. This guy really was trying to ease the entire situation and here Richie was, jumping into the deep end with both feet. It’s hardly his own fault, though. He can’t help his obnoxious motor mouth, his unrestrained need to say the first thing to come to his mind. It’s not like there are any secrets in this room, anyway. Doctor Hottie already knows what’s going on and Richie doesn’t have anything to hide. Yeah, sure, this is embarrassing as fuck. Who wouldn’t be emotionally distraught over having a sex toy jammed up their ass, still on, while the world’s hottest being stood in front of them? “You don’t have to dance around the subject, doc. It’s pretty cut and dry.”</p><p>“Right,” Eddie said, and his voice was like fucking honey. Richie gripped the sheets by his thigh tightly as Eddie wandered closer and gestured to all of Richie, “Why don’t you tell me happened, Richard?”</p><p>Well, this was going to be a long night. <br/></p>
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14 for reddie!!! bc we love fluff
<p><b>line 14 for reddie - “your laugh is adorable.”</b></p>

<p><b>taglist:</b> @constantreaderfool @lemonrichie @turtlegodhead @reddiesetrichie </p>

<p>Sometimes when Richie reads, with his nose all crinkled up high between his eyebrows and his long, pink banana tongue halfway down his chin, he forgets what the English language looks like. His ears’ll twitch to remember some of the sounds of it, his fingers the deeper curls of the purple ink; he’ll pore over the fifth neatly printed school worksheet of the day and try to understand the half of what it’s talking about. But it’ll only ever come back to him after class, when he’s almost pigeon-toed his way ‘cross the whole schoolyard, and is out of the thick blue so painfully aware the word he’d spent an hour straining over was ‘caterpillar’. ‘Railway’, ‘thunder’, ‘grass’, ‘cow’, ‘inn’. Painfully aware of what an idiot he is. </p>

<p>“I think your head’s just not in it, Richie,” Mrs. Douglas tells him when he’s fifteen, crossing his legs like he needs the toilet - nervous little habit - and hitting his clumsy hip against her desk with yet another, quiet ‘F’ curled into the corner of his English paper. That one was a real stinker, really; ‘how does the author use literary techniques to describe the grizzly bear?’ had him gnawing his pencil down so far he almost took the tips of his fingers off, too. “I do try to help you know the things you don’t, but whenever I do, you’re far more interested in what’s going on outside, or what you can play with in your pencil case. It seems to me as though you don’t want to get better.” </p> <p><a href="https://lovedrichie.tumblr.com/post/183047384719/14-for-reddie-bc-we-love-fluff" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: oh my god i adore this so much, fluffy bois love each other so much, and richie? always being toldhe’s nothing?, when eddie comes along? and his one comment saves him?, that’s so pure and gorgeous, fic rec
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Can share more headcanons about Eddie with his glasses ?
<p>omg ofc! this got way too long bc i have absolutely no self-control so i put it under a read more. i hope this sparks joy! </p>
<ul><li>ok so eddie first starting realizing his eyesight was getting worse around 10th grade. </li>
<li>but he’s a stubborn little boy and makes himself believe that the teacher writes too small and that’s why he can’t read the words on the board instead of blaming his eyes for being plain shitty.  </li>
<li>he doesn’t want to admit he needs glasses bc knowing his mom, she would go into freak-out mode and think he’s gonna be blind by the year’s end.</li>
<li>also he’s seen how awful glasses can be bc richie wears them and his glasses are always dirty or broken and make him look like a bug (eddie thinks richie looks adorable with his bug eyes, but that doesn’t mean <i>he</i> wants to look like that; he’s already got big eyes as it is).</li>
<li>also richie used to be called four-eyes all the time and eddie doesn’t want another reason for bullies to make fun of him. </li>
<li>so eddie pretends he and his eyes are fine</li>
</ul><p><a href="http://jwilliambyers.tumblr.com/post/183012567536/can-share-more-headcanons-about-eddie-with-his" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Ooooh please elaborate more with chubby stan hcs maybe?
<p>thank you to <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mCgpVISyh0TsUHR3qeWwfrQ">@hawkinsbabe</a> for helping me with some of these bc my big dumb brain gave out on me ilysm also stanlon snuck its way in it just happened I hope you don’t mind also also this got super super long I am sorry </p>
<ul><li>cute patterned button ups are stans Brand and this is the hill I will die on </li>
<li>his favorite is his one with lil birds all over it (thank you to jo for this bit she’s a genius) </li>
<li>(also mike bought him this shirt on impulse when he found it in a store it’s the facts) </li>
<li>anyway </li>
<li>one morning while he was getting dressed to head to mikes, and was buttoning down said bird shirt, he happened to look down and notice that the birds didn’t lay flat like they used to </li>
<li>the ones around his belly were sticking out and stretched looking </li>
<li>he was kinda :( and figured that maybe his favorite shirt had shrunk and he hadn’t noticed </li>
<li>he tried on a few more but they all fit kinda tight as well and he could still see some of his belly sticking out </li>
<li>and he’s never given anyone a hard time or thought less of anyone of any body type </li>
<li>and of course he never would </li>
<li>but looking at himself in the mirror he just felt ….. embarrassed and insecure </li>
<li>and his ocd definitely did not help </li>
<li>his clothes were always straight and neat </li>
<li>this was the opposite of straight and neat </li>
<li>there were creases and wrinkles where it should have been flat and smooth and it wasn’t right </li>
<li>he decided to throw on a hoodie over his clothes and leave it at that </li>
<li>it wasn’t his favorite look but he looked put together enough to calm his nerves though the thought of what was underneath was like an itch he couldn’t scratch </li>
</ul><p><a href="https://reddiesetrichie.tumblr.com/post/183041311481/ooooh-please-elaborate-more-with-chubby-stan-hcs" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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If you had to switch any two characters from It and Stranger Things, which characters would you swap. And what character do you think would handle the others plot the best?
<p>
You didn’t say it had to be the Losers/Party I was putting in each 
other’s ‘verses, so tbh if I could get rid of Henry by putting him in ST
 to get eaten by the demobeasts, I would. But I guess things aren’t that
 simple and I can’t assume he wouldn’t just try to hurt the babies, who 
already have enough assholes to deal with. Similarly I don’t think 
there’s anyone else who’d really be helpful in Derry, that wouldn’t just
 be put in danger/add danger unnecessarily, from ST.<br/></p><p>I feel like my answer will be disappointing and purely show how shallow I am. But…</p><p>There is not a time, ever, that I will choose NOT to put Will and Richie in the same universe. (Ryers owns my soul kbye.) Now… that could mean I pull Will from ST and put him in IT, but the fact that I can get joyzier, wheelzier, and madzier to boot, if I put Richie in ST is justtttt too good to pass up. (So long as he can still have the losers in his life cause lbr I can’t imagine who he’d be without them.)</p><p>I’m indecisive as fuck about the party members going into ITverse. I mean they were shorter one to begin with. But… my instincts say Lucas. Despite the lack of trust he has in others, I think his skepticism and cool logic might actually save these idiots. “Yeah no guys, you all leave Derry; I got this. Let you know if you need to come back…” And 72 hours after everyone else gets outta there, he peaces out too and never looks back. I also feel like Bill and Lucas would be the type to butt heads at first but then realize they’re both big softies and like each other and it would be a greattttt sense of balance that would overcome them. Bill NEEDS a Lucas in his life. I know Stan provides some of that, in mind, but Lucas just has this presence that Bill couldn’t deny.</p><p>As for successfully navigating each other’s plots, I think they’ve all pretty much proven themselves. But due to Ben being a bit more timid and Dustin being chaotic dumb-intelligent, I’m saying they MUST stay put.</p><p>Thank you so much, honeyyy! What are YOUR feelings about this?<br/></p>
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Another Reddie + Random Song Please?
<p style="">

<b><a href="http://stephenskings.tumblr.com/ask">Send me a pairing and I’ll write a short snippet based off whatever song comes on my shuffle!</a></b>

<br/></p><p><b>Reddie </b>+ <a href="https://youtu.be/pSh9gfB9C3A">The Rest of my Life by Sloan</a> </p><p>Richie tossed his phone down on the hotel bed, and pressed the heels of his hands against his eyes. Ever since his bands album had blown up, he’d been hit by what felt like every person he’d ever known in his life. Wanting what seemed to be a chance to catch up but knew truly only wanted money or six seconds of fame. </p><p>Except one. Richie hadn’t swiped that message away. <i>Edward Kaspbrak wants to chat with you! This user will not know you opened this message unless you choose to accept their requests: </i><b>are you okay?</b></p><p>And what a question that was. Was he okay? Richie wasn’t sure, really, and anybody who truly listened to the album would probably say no. And only Eddie Kaspbrak would know what the songs were about, whether they were friends on Facebook or not. </p><p>He hadn’t meant to the lyrics to be so angsty on his songs, and had to thank the upbeat music that he got away with it. They all sounded a little homesick, and Richie could pin-point it to one thing. It was easy to be homesick when your home was a person you didn’t know anymore. </p>
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stanlon for the song thing?
<p style="">

<b><a href="http://stephenskings.tumblr.com/ask">Send me a pairing and I’ll write a short snippet based off whatever song comes on my shuffle!</a></b>

<br/></p><p><b>Stanlon </b>+ <a href="https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=BPk6sJQoA04">Not Ready to Go by The Trews </a></p><p>“NO!” Stan whined, pulling away from Richie and tumbling into Mike. His shirt was half off, nearly completely unbuttoned, and his hair was stuck to his forehead with sweat. For somebody who <i>hadn’t wanted </i>to go clubbing that night, it sure was hard to get him to leave. “I wanna dance!”<br/></p><p>Richie, who always suggested going out then quickly got annoyed when his friends got drunk, tossed his hands up into the air and stormed out of the club- muttering something out warming up the car. Stan turned to Mike and melted into him.</p><p>“More dancing?” He slurred. Mike chuckled and pushed Stan’s sweaty hair away from his face. <br/></p><p>“One more song. Or Rich <i>will </i>leave without us like last time.” <br/></p>
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Do stozier next pretty please!
<p>

<b><a href="http://stephenskings.tumblr.com/ask">Send me a pairing and I’ll write a short snippet based off whatever song comes on my shuffle!</a></b>

<br/></p>
<p><b>Stozier </b>+ <a href="https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=uv7o3AcG708">Side to Side by Ariana Grande </a></p>
<h2><i><strike>Ride dick bicycle……</strike></i></h2> <p><a href="http://stephenskings.tumblr.com/post/182965954862" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: drabble, nsfw, uhhh, big oof?, bottom richie, i love bottom richie
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Reddieeee please❤️💗
<p style="">

<b><a href="http://stephenskings.tumblr.com/ask">Send me a pairing and I’ll write a short snippet based off whatever song comes on my shuffle!</a></b>

<br/></p><p><b>Reddie </b>+ <a href="https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=aUZIbroSNfw">Strong by One Direction </a></p><p>Eddie pressed the rubbing alcohol swap to Richie’s face and frowned deeply at him. “This doesn’t look too bad,” he said slowly, rubbing at the wound lightly. “I mean, it’s not <i>good </i>and you really need to stop getting into fights-”</p><p>“Look who’s talking!” Richie said with a deep laugh, that yeah- fucking hurt his split lip- but he didn’t care too much right now. “You just jumped on Henry’s back like some little fucking spider monkey. I didn’t even know you had that in you!”</p><p>Eddie blushed. “He was hurting you. I couldn’t just let that happen. Even if it meant I would get hurt, too. I don’t know… I hated seeing them just ganging up on you like that. It wasn’t fair.”</p><p>Richie had a million come backs about how <i>fair </i>the Bowers gang usually was, but he softened at the sight of how serious and concerned that Eddie was. He pulled the alcohol swab from Eddie’s hand and tangled their fingers together. </p>
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Hi love! I just saw that it&rsquo;s your birthday so I am here to wish you an happy birthday I hope you will have an amazing day and that it will be filled with love, laughter and happiness. Keep being awesome! 💕
<p>thanks!! ❤️❤️</p>
Tags: ahhhhhh thank you for all the love!!
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Reddie.
<p><b><a href="http://stephenskings.tumblr.com/ask">Send me a pairing and I’ll write a short snippet based off whatever song comes on my shuffle!</a></b></p>
<p><b>Reddie </b>+ <a href="https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=6RJhLuXN4J4">Low by Marianas Trench</a></p> <p><a href="http://stephenskings.tumblr.com/post/182964686517" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: ummm what?, drabble, angst, and that’s it?, that’s killer sad man
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✨💛 This is the Amazing Person Award! 🏆Once you are given this award you are supposed to paste it in the ask of eight different people, who, in your opinion, deserve it. If you break the chain nothing will happen, but it is sweet to know someone thinks you&#039;re amazing inside and out 💛✨
<p>awww you’re so sweet! thank you!! </p>
Tags: i can’t believe you thought of me, dude i love you
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Happy Valentines Day💗I hope you have a great day!
<p>thanks! </p>
Tags: ughhhh this is after v day, evie get ya life straight, anon, anon??? a tag??? what????
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is it your birthday? I hope you have/had the loveliest day bby!!  &lt;33
<p>it is, thank you!</p>
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<p><a href="http://noahschnapp.tumblr.com/post/182948650605/reddie-angst-nsfw" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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I shall suggest another thing then! Uhhh Reddie 2?
<p><b>2:</b> Childhood Best Friends <strike>AU</strike><br/><b>Pairing:</b> Eddie Kaspbrak/Richie Tozier (Reddie)</p><p>Meeting Richie Tozier had been because of Bill Denbrough. They’d been all of five years old, and Bill had decided that his sweet neighbour friend needed to make more friends out in the world. Somehow those friends had included the trashmouthed boy with the messy face and curly hair. Bill had raved about Richie, claiming that Richie was the best boy he knew.  “He’s a luh-little luh-luh-loud,” Bill admitted to Eddie as they made their way to public park to meet with Bill’s other friends. “It’s huh-huh-hard to get used to, but Ruh-Rich is guh-good people.”</p><p>Becoming friends with Richie Tozier had been an act of self preservation. Richie had been more than just a little loud- he’d latched onto Eddie by a vacuum to dirt and hadn’t let go. Eddie had run away from it for ages, absolutely refusing to have anything to do with the dirty boy. This only seemed to make Richie fight all the harder for his attention. Stanley Uris had confirmed this one day, after a wildly exhausting day. “Just stop giving him the attention of you hating him,” Stanley had said wisely. “He just wants you to be his friend. Tell him you’re friends, and he’ll calm down. You don’t actually have to like him.” And well, if anybody knew how Richie Tozier worked then it was Stanley Uris. So Eddie had told them they were friends, and Richie had giving him that bucked toothed grin.</p><p>Actually starting to like Richie Tozier, though, that was something that came with time. Had something to do with a clown, an broken arm and Richie cupping his face in his hands. Eddie couldn’t recall all the details, but he knew he’d come out of that house on Neibolt Street with a whole new appreciation and closeness for the boy.</p><p>Falling in love with Richie Tozier? That had sneaked up on Eddie, growing so slowly then hit him all that once. It was midnight crawling through windows, and uncomfortable feelings in his chest when Richie flirted with girls and blushing whenever Richie was around. It was sitting closer and closer together, until they were holding hands, always touching. It was kissing, then getting scared, not talking, then kissing again. <i>Repeat. Repeat. Repeat</i> until they knew there was no running away anymore. </p><p>Forgetting Richie Tozier was the easiest of them all, because Eddie never knew it happened.</p>
Tags: oh so there’s just that sentence that kills all hope huh, i have to say you got me, and then crushed my dreams, drabble, reddie, cute otherwise but, ;;;, dude, no fr v beautiful
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I keep thinking about&hellip;first 10 minutes of Up: stanlon edition. There&rsquo;s a boy scout with golden hair who wanders on the outskirts of Mike&rsquo;s farm with big binoculars. &ldquo;What are you doing?!&rdquo; Mike asks, popping his head in front of a bird Stan was focusing on, making him yelp. The kid didn&rsquo;t talk much but it&rsquo;s no biggie. Mike takes him to see the baby chicks at his farm and you could see actual flowers bloom in his chest when placed in his hand. It&rsquo;s an instant friendship and Stan opens up. 1/6
<p>“My Adventure Book!” Stan shows Mike after making him swear to secrecy by crossing his heart. There are newspaper clippings, pressed plants, crayon drawings of birds, and photographs. “‘Paradise Falls, a land lost in time.” I ripped this right out of a library book!” Mike gasps in horror. There’s a page marked “STUFF I’m GOING TO DO”. “This is saved for the adventures I’m gonna have…” That night, Mike promises Stan the adventure of a life time, crossing his heart once more to seal the deal. <br/></p><p>Growing up together was many little adventures that affection and imagination made so much bigger. Their romance was kept a secret due to people’s hatred. Stan doubted if God existed, his job, doubted if the stars in the sky were really there, but never doubted his love for Mike and if it’ll ever be twisted. Stan dresses dashingly but still needs help tying his bowties. Mike has Stan promise no pages will be torn out after building an indoor library. Instead, he dusts the shelves for him.<br/></p><p>They dance to their collection of records regularly and dance once more at their small wedding. It was held in their backyard. The grass is green, the flowers are fully bloomed and they are old and grey. Their wedding video is shaky and zoomed in and oh so perfect. Their wedding picture sits above the fireplace. Every morning, they walk to a café and read the paper where a little firecracker named Eddie talks to them. Stan gives him the nickname spitfire and Mike orders him milkshakes. <br/></p><p>Mike writes a memoir. Their photos are often shared in photosets of vintage gay couples. Though one day, Stan falls on their way to the café. Something is wrong. Eddie sits at the edge of the hospital bed, socks above his knees, and gets called spitfire one last time. Stan pushes Mike his Adventure Book towards him. His wrinkled thumb wipes away Mike’s tears. Despite his heart, Mike smiles, holding the hand on his cheek. Stan thinks he’s never looked more beautiful, and he dies.<br/></p><p>There’s this bucktooth kid named Richie. Mike is a bit of a grouch to him but Eddie has stars in his eyes looking at the boy. It’s immature, but he just reminds him of his husband though so opposite. And when Mike finds the pages following ‘STUFF I’m GOING TO DO’ are no longer blank, but filled with photos of their life together—the ups and downs, Mike knows that he never broke his promise to Stan. And Stan couldn’t have wished for anything more. Birds regularly visit their home.<br/></p><p><i>this is so beautiful and sweet im crying</i></p>
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Okay lets get the ball rolling... let&#039;s do a college au?? I love enemies to lovers shit, with all the hate sex and whatnot??? ugh just think about richie and eddie being soccer players at some university and when they meet each other the first thing Richie says to Eddie is, &quot;you look a little too short to be playing college soccer&ndash;&quot; and eddie kicks him in the shin. cue them constantly competing against one another and trying to one up each other during every practice and every game. but [1/?]
<p>then the players are getting really tired of it because richie is always picking on how tiny eddie is and he’s been doing that since day 1??? and the players decide that if they tease richie about having a crush on eddie, he’ll stop? but when they call richie out and start teasing him he just gets red faced and awkward and eddie honestly doesn’t know what to do because this scrawny ass guy that’s been bothering him all season was only doing this because he has a small crush on him? and [2/?]</p><p><br/></p><p>so eddie is uses this information to get richie back for all the short jokes and for never passing him the ball and for just all around being a dick. during practices and scrimmages he always wants to be up against richie because richie gets antsy whenever they’re pressed up together fighting for the ball. he always seeks him out when they’re doing stretches and he’s always catching richie’s eyes. he finds it hilarious and almost cute– but he still figures that he’s just teasing richie and [3/?]</p><p><br/></p><p>still just trying to rile him up for being a dick. but then theres this party. this really big party for the soccer players after winning against some stupid team and its at some frat and he and richie run into each other there. and eddie never realized how attractive richie looks in normal clothing. he’s only ever seen him in his soccer jersey or some really ugly outfit during school. never “party richie”. and he finds that he kind of likes it? a lot? so he tries to spend the first half [4/?]</p><p><br/></p><p>the night avoiding richie. but they just end up gravitating toward each other and eddie ends up having a really great time. they end up walking back to the dorms together, drunk. richie walks him to his door and he’s leaning on the doorway and smiling down at eddie like he’s the prettiest fucking thing. and eddie’s got his hands shoved in his pockets and he’s looking around because neither of them are saying anything and richie’s biting his lip and eddie doesnt know whether he should [5/?]</p><p><br/></p><p>slam the door in his face or invite him inside but richie’s already scratching the back of his neck and wow that black t shirt was tight on him, the way the hem rode up and showed that slight happy trail which made eddie’s pulse pick up a little bit. and the way richie bit his pretty lips and left them shiny with spit and wow did eddie want to press his own hungry kisses there– and the way his eyelids drooped slightly as though he were going to doze off right then and there but his eyes [6/?]</p><p><br/></p><p>were looking at eddie with intent and– “could I come in? or d'ya got your roommate in there?” and eddie would be shaking his head and taking a step back. “he won’t be back tonight.” eddie would say, and richie would be slipping inside while eddie sent a quick text to bill saying, ‘DON’T COME BACK TONIGHT SORRY’ and he’s quickly locking the door [7/7]</p><p>…..</p><p>imma keep it real with you chief,,, i heard you typing this for a whole ass ten minutes and i didn’t know (or was prepared) for it to slap <i>this hard</i></p><p><br/></p><p><br/></p>
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Happy birthday
<p>oh thanks! </p>
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30 for reddie?
<p><b><a href="https://lovedrichie.tumblr.com/post/182891118124/angstfluff-prompt-list-5">Line 30 for reddie </a>- “I don’t want to hurt you.”</b></p><p><b>A/N: this prompt is more of an angst one i believe but my gay little ass wanted to make it fluffy so i hope this is still okay! also just a warning for needles (used for tattoos). </b></p><p>Richie’s wearing one of his sister’s barrettes, just tucked up behind the skew of his big, banana-loaf ear; it’s green, and under his tired, pink lava lamps it glows a funny sort of deep blue. A sort of new shade altogether, like the colour of the backs of your eyelids when your fists have gone digging in too hard the other side, and everything goes all-colours-at-once and dizzy for a bit. Shaped like a fish, and bought in a silver-grey paper baggie from the dollar store. Eddie stretches his free arm out to trace it. </p><p>“S’getting long again,” he purrs, using the pink side of his thumb where the skin’s more sensitive, and dragging it ‘cross Richie’s temple as he goes. His fiancé blooms bright as Friday morning, whenever Eddie touches his head all sunny like this, and, sure enough, Richie’s face comes crooking up like a gerbera daisy. </p><p>“Hm?” He snuffles.  </p><p>Eddie snickers at him and curls one of the softer bits ‘round the back of Richie’s ear with a gentle, “your hair,” to bring him back up to planet earth. They’re sitting at the tiny tin kitchen table tonight - the one they scrubbed right up against the window in an attempt at romance, only to remember the only ‘view’ their little Portland ‘partment offers is that of a small, grey, fishcake factory. Surrounded by cotton-wool popcorn balls and cuts of thread and marker pens; trying something new, this weekend. </p><p>Richie tugs on the collar of his work shirt with a nervous titter, shaking his head and giving Eddie’s freshly-mopped wrist a string of soft kisses as he looks for something about the tabletop. Enough to have both their cheeks nice ‘n’ pink. “It’s always quite long, little pretty. I just lost my scissors this time,” he says gently. “Hafya seen my nee-eedle?”</p><p>Eddie picks it out from under a bright orange kebab shop flyer and holds it up between his thumb and forefinger, neat as a hedgehog spindle. ‘Bout to pass it right over for Richie to do the same, and maybe duck down to give the graze on his knuckle a funny little kiss, but pauses last minute. Pauses to notice his fiancé is the colour of hot clam chowder. “If you’re really scared, I promise we don’t need to do it,” Eddie says slowly, eyebrows thatching low. “I can ask Beverly-”</p><p>“Ch ch, it’s only a tattoo, all good as pud. Be just like doing eyeliner.” </p><p>This has Eddie’s little, heather arms shuddering just as much as it has him giggling, but he doesn’t think on it too much; he trusts Richie more than he trusts the sun to rise. Got pretty, inky shapes and swipes and scribbles tattooed on all kinds of other parts of his skin, too - flowers kissed into the divot of his hip, stars in the ditch just below his left ear. Hearts on his fingertips and moons in all their curly phases ‘round his ankles; Eddie’s been building up a tiny bouquet of ‘em since he was nineteen. Richie had only gotten his first just last week, at his twenty-second birthday party, and the pair of them had swooned so brightly over that funny little alien-head ‘mongst the freckles on his wrist that it was only natural Eddie should need a matching one. </p><p>Eddie bites at the pink of his lip as the little prickle’s all lined up, craning his neck as far as it’ll go just to make certain. Always likes to make certain, and it’s a good job he does. ‘Cause Richie’s fingers have gone so shaky that he can barely twist them down towards the direction of the dining table - “fuck!” - and that, within seconds, Eddie’s having to throw his tummy over the cotton with a loving sigh, and then seal his own soft, still ones right over the top instead. </p><p>“Where’s my baby gone, Richie?” He giggles quietly, tilting his head over to the right like a beagle. “All I’m seein’ is a pile of cold jelly. You need a minute?”</p><p>“I’m just linin’ it up, love…”</p><p>“I really hope not. That ink’s headed nowhere but the tablecloth.”</p><p>Richie sets his needle down with a little grumble and holds Eddie’s wrist with both hands instead, black-sheep eyebrows all furrowed and goofy teeth hanging out. This is something that, no matter how old he is, curls his face all curvy right back to how it was as a little boy. He always says in bed at night that one day, when he’s rich, and his telemarketing days are but an old, pink smooch of the past, he’ll get a pair of fake front teeth instead, a pearly pair that fit his face prettier. Eddie always says from where he curls his purple pillow ‘round the back of Richie’s neck that he’ll kill him if he gets halfway near. </p><p>“I don’t want to hurt you,” comes Richie’s breath, as he takes one hand away from Eddie’s and presses the heel of it just below his big, poppy-flower lips. “Clumsy, baby, always used to send you flying off my bike and…and choking on your pick ‘n’ mix. If I accidentally stabbed you at the dinner table I think I’d go into a nervous breakdown!”</p><p>Caring, that’s all Richie is. Caring and loving, and silly. Very silly.</p><p>Eddie pushes his tummy forward just a little further so he can feed his nose up into the squishy part of Richie’s cheek; woodpecker kiss, that’s what they always call it. Wants to make him feel all safe, and also get his attention, and Richie, fluent in every little twitch and twirl of his fiancé’s being at this point, follows perfectly, with a heavy little lift of his wonky, green eyes. “Richie, Richie, Richie,” Eddie singsongs. “You’re not gonna hurt me. Not even a smidge, I’m tough as old work-boots, remember?!”</p><p>“I know, I just…I don’t want you to have to be. I’m a bit of an idiot.”</p><p>“Sure are, and I’m marrying you in five and a half months,” Eddie rolls off like maple syrup. He presses his nose in for another little funny nuzzle, but with his lips, too, this time. Just on the corner of Richie’s jittery ones. Just where he’s got a dark and pretty and slightly raised little freckle. “Only ever choked on all my candy ‘cause you made me giggle too hard…and also ‘cause I’ve got the lungs of a teeny tiny robin bird, but…you didn’t hurt me. And I liked falling off your bike. I liked getting all dirty and when you’d freak out over my skinned knees and try carry me all the way home. Liked all of it.”</p><p>Some of the colour is pastry-puffing back up under Richie’s cheeks, now; he’s hanging off every word and, at the slightest little glimpse of Eddie’s strong, silver faith in him, nipping about for that needle again. That’s all he really ever needs, Eddie’s learned. A bit of faith, and some patience, and a kiss on the lips, too, for good measure (he’ll get one of those before bedtime). All he ever needs is to know Eddie thinks he’s just fine. That’s what it takes tonight, for Richie to be nabbing another shy little go at poking the ink in again. </p><p>“Alright, baby, okay…makes me feel a lot better, actually. I didn’t really realise you were into pain and stuff before so I just -”</p><p>“Oh, put a fucking sock in it!”</p><p>That small, inky black alien head turns out to be lovely and smooth and easy to print, in the end, as Eddie had known quite well from the start, and Richie had, too, before those nerves had come looping ‘round his skinny tummy. Sticks out better on Eddie’s skin without all the freckles, but both of them look the sweetest when they’re pressed up against each other, right down there on that tin table with the bawdy, orange tablecloth, and the factory grunting out the window. Wobbly and a bit disproportionate, but Eddie says that suits them quite well, and Richie says he couldn’t agree more. The pair of ‘em fall asleep with those stinging wrists dovetailed and their lips in the crooks of each other’s necks; Eddie snoring, Richie babbling, and hearts beating nice ‘n’ soft.</p><p>Nothing further from hurt, not in the whole wide world. </p>
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Pls feed us with your Eddie with a lil tummy hcs
<p>ask and you shall receive here are some more </p><ul><li>TUMMY KISSES!!!!!! I know I said this in the other post but I don’t give a damn okay no matter what ship TUMMY KISSES ALWAYS god I’m a sucker for that shit </li><li>eddies so embarrassed about it at first but once he gets comfortable with himself he wants all the tummy kisses and squeezes </li><li>he’s so soft and his tummy is squishy so everyone wants to use him as a pillow and he happily complies </li><li>Eddie becoming confident in his body is one of the things that helps Ben do the same </li><li>Eddie starts buying more revealing clothing and even tho thats not bens thing at all eddie helps him buy things that aren’t oversized hoodies</li><li>and though it’s not often, bc oversized hoodies is his Brand and he rocks it, he ends up wearing fitted stuff a lot more and Eddie loves to tell him how handsome he looks when he sees him in the clothes Eddie helped him pick out :’)</li></ul>
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girl i need that tummy hc pls and thank you. :o
<p><i>Anonymous: Yes Share More Eddie With A Tummy HCs</i></p><p>both of you asked and as I said I will deliver!!!!! I would DIE for this okay here we go </p><ul><li>it’s really just baby fat that Eddie never lost </li><li>it gets a little bigger as time goes by but honestly he never thought anything of it </li><li>until he started dating richie </li><li>he became so worried that richie wouldn’t find him attractive enough </li><li>and he knew it made no sense bc Richie had seen him shirtless before </li><li>he couldn’t explain it it was just different now </li><li> he’s more insecure than he’s ever been in his life but he just tries to not let richie find out </li><li>but one day things are getting heated and it’s really the first time they’ve ever been this close to anything sexual happening </li><li>and the last thing on eddies mind was his tummy until richie started running his hands down his front and Eddie froze up when he reached his stomach </li><li>and Richie’s all like what oh god did I do something wrong I’m sorry are you okay </li><li>and Eddie, much to his embarrassment, has to explain why he freaked </li><li>and Richie just ….. :( </li><li>he tries to explain to Eddie that he is so beautiful and that his tummy is so cute but Eddie just doesn’t wanna hear it </li><li>so from that point richie does everything he can to help Eddie realize that he’s the cutest thing in the whole world to him </li><li>and he does help so much</li><li>Eddie stopped being so consumed with how he would stick out it really tight shirts or how his tummy would have rolls when he’d sit down…. but Eddie is still scared to even take his shirt off in front of richie </li><li>one night though they’re getting heated again and Eddie does end up with his shirt off and as soon as it happens his face turns red and he can’t even look at richie and he brings his arms to down to cover himself </li><li>Richie just takes his arms and pulls them away and says “let me love you. every inch of you” </li><li>he makes Eddie lay back with his hands above his head </li><li>and Richie starts up at his face and kisses his cheeks and his lips and works his way down to his neck and shoulders saying things like “you’re beautiful” and “I love you” in between kisses </li><li>he finally reaches his tummy and eddies like “Richie seriously you don’t have to do this it’s fine I promise” </li><li>but Richie just hushes him and begins giving eddie the softest tummy kisses </li><li>and listen </li><li>Eddie is TICKLISH </li><li>so he’s immediately a giggling mess and has his hands in Richie’s hair trying to shove him off but Richie just takes his hands and holds them while he continues </li><li>eddies face is redder than its ever been and he cannot believe that Richie is actually doing this but he’d be lying if he said he didn’t love it </li><li>if the tickly kisses weren’t enough to have him dead Richie keeps saying “so cute” and “perfect” and Eddie just cannot contain his giggles </li><li>Eddie was embarrassed over it at first but it really just made him feel so loved and so beautiful and he is so thankful for richie </li><li>after that Eddie finds that accepting himself and his body that much easier </li><li>he’s shirtless all the time </li><li>he starts buying crop tops bc he’s always secretly wanted to wear them but never felt comfortable </li><li>bev goes with him shopping a lot and he always comes home with a new one and Richie dies EVERY TIME </li></ul><p>that’s all I have for now but if you ever want more I’ll always have them bc I love chubby Eddie and i would die for him </p>
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How about some aftercare? Eddie had wanted to see how far he could push Richie and ended up plunging him so deep into subspace that he could barely form a coherent thought. So, he spends the rest of the night feeding him Chinese, watching movies and cuddling.
<p>Richie just kind of spewing out nonsense and his eyes are glazed over and he’s not looking at Eddie but through him? And Eddie’s still sitting on Richie’s cock and trying to snap him out of wherever he’s at, but it’s not working. He’s got Richie on his back with his hands tied tight together, with his legs tied to the bedframe and a collar just slightly too tight on his neck.</p><p>He would be quick to pull off because Richie murmuring quiet nothings while he’s drooling and smiling too much is something that Eddie isn’t quite prepared for. He is pink everywhere, from being slapped and scratched and spanked, and Eddie realizes he might’ve gone too far with leaving a vibrator inside him even after he’s come as many times as he has. He’s quick to gently remove the vibrator, they untying him from the bed and removing the collar.</p><p>He’ll quickly run a bath [of course he’ll make sure that richie can still see him, he doesn’t want his lover to worry] and he’ll help him off the bed and he’ll set him into the bath tub. He’ll play some soothing music and put a warm, wet cloth over Richie’s red and puffy eyes [from sobbing so much] and he’ll sprint off to grab the food he had bought beforehand. He would come back and sit in the tub with Richie, feeding him fruit and giving him water and then washing his hair for him.</p><p>He’d sing along to Richie’s aftercare playlist and tell him how good he was. How he’s always so so good for Eddie and how he can’t believe he was blessed with such a good lover. Richie would beam at these compliments and praise and Eddie’s kisses always leave him so so happy. He loves when Eddie bathes him, so he takes his time coming back from his little happy place because everything is still so warm and pleasant. </p><p>Eddie would leave for a moment and come back with a fluffy warm robe fresh from the dryer, and he’d blow dry Richie’s curls out for him and give him a nice little massage, maybe even going as far as painting his toenails if Richie is still feeling it. He’d change the sheets and lay Richie down, and he’d press hundreds of little kisses all over Richie and whispering sweet things to him until he’s sated and happy.</p>
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(i know you sent it to me, but i thought I&#039;d still let you know) ✨💛 This is the Amazing Person Award! 🏆 Once you are given this award you are supposed to paste it in the ask of eight different people, who, in your opinion, deserve it. If you break the chain nothing will happen, but it is sweet to know someone thinks you&rsquo;re amazing inside and out 💛✨
<p>awwww thanks!! </p>
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Youtuber! Reddie.   Eddie is an especial FX/make-up artist. Richie is a gamer and a motivational speaker for people with anxiety and ADHD.   Eddie gives Richie the #BratzChallenge make over. Internet explodes.
<p>eddie kept his whole life a secret his mother, so its not surprise that his entire youtube career also fell under that tarp. eddie was a pretty popular special effect makeup artist, with almost one million subscribers. he bought his own make up and tools with the money from ad revenue, and not a single dollar went through his mother. unfortunately, he was still living with her. 19 and still had a curfew. he couldn’t wait until he made enough money to hit the road and never see her again. but for now it was just him, his makeup, and his 950,00 fans. he liked it that way though. especially when he got to do collabs with his friends. </p><p>there was something special about the losers club, because out of all seven of them, three of them were youtube famous, and the others had jobs working for them and handling their social media. eddie would say he got pretty lucky, working alongside his best friends, who were equally as internet known as he was. beverly worked as his social media manager and coordinator, while ben and bill helped him come up with ideas for videos. stan and mike worked for richie, who was on the gaming side of youtube. all of eddie’s subscribers knew how close richie and eddie were, and there had been multiple fans that would come up to him and ask him if they were a thing. #reddie trended for about two months straight on twitter, which richie and eddie decided it was best not to say anything about.</p><p>richie often did q&amp;as along with his gaming, and sometimes he’d just sit down and have a conversation with the camera, which translated well with his viewers. he was a lot more popular than eddie, which didn’t bother him one bit. eddie was proud to work for his fame just like richie did, and richie’s content deserved to be as widespread as it was anyway. it was richie who came up with the idea to do a collab, which eddie turned him down for at first. he didn’t really think throwing fire into their theorized relationship was the best idea, but after a few weeks of richie begging, he finally gave in. they planned a day to get together and go over video ideas, and richie was excited to spend some one on one time with richie. ever since their careers took off, it was hard for them to find time to spend together. which sucked, because both of their favorite things to do was hang out with each other.</p><p>shortly after their planning date, MakeupbyEds and RichiesGamez both put out videos that sat at the number one and two trending spots for over 24 hours. their videos were exploding with likes, comments, and theories about them coming out about their relationship. they had decided to do a #BratzChallenge, where Eddie would do Richie’s makeup while he played a rage game. The video was a combination of creative ideas from two very innovative youtubers, of course the platform as a whole ate it up. more good news came from this collaberation as well, a few weeks after the videos were posted, the boys came out about their newfound relationship, which boosted their popularity on all platforms tremendously. this was just the beggining of their fame though, as they opened a duo vlog channel as well to show off their friends and the behind the scenes action.</p>
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reddie  ;)
<p style="">

<b><a href="http://stephenskings.tumblr.com/ask">Send me a pairing and I’ll write a short snippet based off whatever song comes on my shuffle!</a></b>

<br/></p><p><b>Reddie </b>+ <a href="https://youtu.be/wTBMvIUZQkA">Miracle Mile by Down with Webster</a></p><p>Eddie had been acting since he was still wearing diapers, and he didn’t date other celebrities on principle. Even he was willing to act a ~celebrity~ he would Never date a musician. Egoistical, self adsorbed assholes- the whole lot of them. Eddie didn’t even <i>talk </i>to musicians if he could avoid it.</p><p>So he really couldn’t explain why he was letting the lead singer of this absolute garbage music band chat him up for this long, and he defintely didn’t know why it was making him feel so light. He doubted it was Richie Tozier’s joint, but he decided to blame it anyway.</p><p>“I’m just in it for the music, you know?” Richie was saying. “This fame… it’s kind of whatever. I just want to do something that people can relate to. Give them something that matters to them.”<br/></p><p>All musicians said it, and Eddie had never believed it before. But maybe he’d let himself believe it for one night. </p>
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Oooh oooh! POV for the prompt game?
<p>Wow. What is grammer? Here you go, babe!</p><p>———————————————————————</p><p>Richie sighed when he felt his phone vibrate on his desk, clicking pause on Spotify before glancing over at the screen and freezing.  </p><p><br/></p><p><b>Eddie: </b>Would you want to go for coffee tomorrow after the team meeting?</p><p><br/></p><p>“Oh. Oh, shit.” He glanced out the window to make sure the dog in the apartment building across from his wasn’t watching, it weirded him out, before grabbing his phone and opening the message. </p><p>Oh man. Eddie wanted to go for coffee? Which meant Eddie wanted to spend actual time alone with him? This is what Richie had wanted for months and now he couldn’t for the life of him figure out how to answer back now that it was happening. What if he screwed this up? What if Eddie got offended by him saying ‘yes’, never wanted to see him again and ran off to Canada to marry that jerk Nick from Richie’s bank. </p><p><i>Oh my god. Richie stop. Eddie doesn’t even know that ass wad.</i> Okay, he had to be careful with what he said, he wasn’t going to lose this chance. </p><p>Wait. He needed music. Music would help him figure out the right thing to say. With that in mind he placed his phone back on his desk and went to work finding the best song to help him articulate his feelings.</p><p>He hadn’t realized he had been looking through music for a full hour until he glanced at his clock and squawked loudly. He scrambled for his phone and opened the message again, biting his lip and hoping his lack of response didn’t make Eddie think he didn’t want to talk.</p><p>Oh god. Did Eddie have the fucking read thing on his phone? Would he know Richie had seen his message and didn’t respond? Shit, what if that was it? Now it was over? Ugggggggggh. </p><p>No. He wasn’t letting that happen.</p><p>He typed out the first thing that came to mind and hit send before he could over think it.</p><p><br/></p><p><b>Richie:</b> Sure. You gotta buy.</p>
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ben and eddie (hansbrak) with something to do with &#039;teddy bear&#039; ?
<p><b><i>Read here: <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/17600714">ao3</a></i></b></p><p><b>Preview:</b></p><p>“I lost it.”</p><p>Ben croaked out, his throat feeling tight and dry. He didn’t cry. He couldn’t cry. No matter how hard it was hitting him, no matter how bad his heart aches as he sat amongst the mess he made of the dorm room. It felt as if someone was holding his heart outside of his chest, digging their long fingers nails into it, squeezing it with all the means to turn it into liquid.</p><p>“Ben? What did you lose Ben?”<br/></p><p>He could vaguely hear a voice ask, calling out to him. It sounded so far away and it only made his fingers tighten around the shell of his ears, as if ready to tear them off. </p><p><br/></p><p><a href="https://hawkinsbabe.tumblr.com/ask">♡Send me a ship with a prompt/sentence/song/color even and I’ll whip up something♡</a></p>
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HC that Bill has assigned genders to not just boats, but every inanimate object. And when he tries to explain his reasoning, no one fucking understands he&#039;s like &quot;windows are guys because they&#039;re transparent&quot; and they&#039;re like &quot;what does that FUCKING mean&quot;
<p>WHY AM I LAUGHIGN SO HARD HOYL AHIT</p><p>not just like male/female tho he goes all out with the entire spectrum of genders and eddie teams up with him and assigns everything a sexuality so bill’s like “all doors are girls” and eddie’s like “and theyre lesbians” and bill once woke up during a sleepover at like three in the morning, woke everyone up, pointed to richie’s glasses, said “nonbinary”, and went back to sleep</p>
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omg i rlly need a continuation of Eddie reading Richie&rsquo;s mind au &lt;3
<p><b>Okay so since I already wrote that, I’m gonna write this little drabble to the highschool AU that’s ABO where its bratty omega Eddie and apparently lame Richie because I was doing that the other day but everything deleted–</b></p>
<p>Richie could hear the clock ticking with each second going by. He knew he shouldn’t have gone to school that day, he was feeling feverish in ways one shouldn’t but he figured it was just a cold. He <i>wished</i> it was just a cold. The moment he walked into school he was smelling too many sweet things, so may pretty and sweet omegas that walked by. He wasn’t too far gone, but being in this strange haze always left him irritable. How had he not known he was falling into his rut so early? His tracker on his phone always told him a week in advance, he didn’t know how he could’ve started his pre-rut so early, he suppose technology could never truly beat biology.<br/></p> <p><a href="https://kitschyrichie.tumblr.com/post/181978733029/omg-i-rlly-need-a-continuation-of-eddie-reading" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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What would happen after the heat in your hs abo au? Would eddie pretend to not know him? Would Richie avoid him thinking that Eddie don&rsquo;t wanna remember it??
<p>“Hey Eddie!” Richie would call out, jogging over with a confident [nervous] smile on his face. “Hey um, I was just wondering if you were free after school? I wanted to see if you were doing any better.”</p><p>Eddie took his time removing everything he needed from his locker, his friends standing there in quiet judgement, looking at Richie. Eddie would turn to him and gaze up at that mess of curly hair and those pretty lips, fuck he needed to leave-</p><p>“Would you guys excuse me? I ask him for the homework answers one time and he suddenly gets cheeky with me.” Everyone snorts at Eddie’s nonsense and leaves him alone with Richie. Eddie’s head immediately whips around and he’s growling. “What are you doing associating with me at school? Can’t you see that we’re different?” </p><p>Richie scratched the back of his head and shrugged. “I don’t think so, you like me and I like you?”</p><p>“You dress like a freak, you act like a freak, and—“ Eddie’s looking up at Richie, who is smiling a little too much. </p><p>“What? Haven’t got the balls to say I fuck like a freak too?” Eddie’s face pinkened and he rolled his eyes instinctively. Closing his locker, he took a step back from Richie.</p><p>“Just stay away from me.” By then, no one was around in the hallways to really notice them. Eddie was going to be late for class, but that could be fixed with a smile.</p><p>“Just admit it: I was too wild for you in bed and you couldn’t handle it. So now you’re trying to avoid the situation because Bucky Beaver is uh- what did you say? <i>Hung like a horse</i>?” Richie was genuinely trying to hold in his laughter while Eddie was giving him a rough shove. </p><p>“I was in heat, it’s not like I’m attracted to you when I’m not in heat.” He said pointedly, trying to ignore the way Richie tried to look at him.</p><p>“No? Are you sure about that?” Eddie’s eyes looked up to Richie’s, and he was way too close. With his hands pressed on the wall of lockers, essentially caging him in. </p><p>“Fuck. <i>Fuck</i>- -“ Eddie was mindlessly gripping his curls and pulling him in, scenting him hungrily in a moments time. He couldn’t control his pheromones, it wasn’t his fault. Richie grunted in surprise, but allowed Eddie to suck at his neck and invade his senses with his own scent. </p>
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yes pls do Reddie hcs!!
<p>I just saw this and it seems like it was in response to something but I can’t think of or find anything that I posted or reblogged for it to be in response to so I’m just doing some of my fave reddie hcs but if this was in response to something specific then feel free to send another ask and I’ll do some more!!! </p><ul><li>they’re both emotional guys but richie is the biggest cryer out of the two of them. </li><li>he cries over lots of things he can’t help it he’s a cry baby y’all he really is fight me on it </li><li>whenever eddie feels like he wants to cry he just refuses to if he can help it he thinks crying is mortifying </li><li>only when he cries though. he’s just too hard on himself but he sees nothing wrong with richie (or anyone else) being emotional and he’ll fight anyone who ever looks at richie strange for openly crying </li><li>one time on the way to the grocery store richie hit a bird and literally had to pull over and met eddie drive the rest of the way bc he was so tore up about it </li><li>he was still sniffly when they went in the store and people were giving him weird looks and eddie would just make eye contact with them and be like &gt;:( and they’d carry on </li><li>eddie let richie pick out 2 kinds of ice cream bc he had such a hard day ahskdjks </li><li>one time richie they were getting it on on their couch and like… it was a pretty small couch so eddie accidentally pushed richie off when he was trying to readjust and he landed wrong and broke his wrist </li><li>they told everyone he just tripped abskjdsk</li><li>yeah richie is hilarious and he has eddie literally in tears half the time but listen </li><li>eddie is freaking funny </li><li>and other than stan, eddie is the only one that can have richie on the floor wheezing and richie loves him so much </li><li>richie is the one that cooks eddie can’t even make toast right and that’s the tea </li><li>they’re also just so???? sweet???? all the time </li><li>like they’re always give each other little nose kisses or forehead kisses :( </li><li>richie loves it when eddie scrunches his nose up at things and every time he sees it he can’t help but just kiss him all over his face </li><li>eddie does the same when richie does his little giggle where his tongue sticks out!!!! eddie thinks he’s SO CUTE and he’s right </li><li>eddie is unorganized but not messy and richie is organized but messy </li><li>like if you look at their respective sides of their bathroom counter: </li><li>eddie has all of his skin care stuff and his hair stuff all shoved together in a pile and always has to rummage through it to find what he’s lookin for </li><li>richie has everything seemingly thrown everywhere but everything has a certain place that it goes and he knows each place </li><li>eddie tries so hard to be that couple that can communicate through looks and facial expressions </li><li>(bc stan and mike can literally have a whole conversation just by looking at each other and it drives eddie insane) </li><li>eddies attempts are always met with failure though bc richie is just always like “eddie why the hell are you making that face” </li><li>they’re cute I love them :(</li></ul>
Tags: hc, fluffy bois love each other so much
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#61 reddie drabble :)
<p>this took. so long. and im sorry, but i was just playing around with different AUs, and then i present you with this…idk i dont <i>hate </i>it tbh. </p><p><b>#61: “Welcome back. Now help me.”</b></p><hr><p><b></b></p><p>	It wasn’t often Eddie found himself in situations that made him double over with the belly-hurting, tears-streaming-down-your-face laughter. Not without some help from Richie’s jokes or Ben’s, Stan’s, or Mike’s quiet humor, at least. Never alone, never because he just does something with so much dumbassery in his actions that he <i>loses </i>his shit. Never. </p><p>	But here he is, near laughing his ass off. He’s doubled over and almost touching his toes, his knees bent so he doesn’t keel right over. He thinks he might fall over despite that. Tears bud in the corners of his eyes, and he can’t catch his breath for the life of him; every time he tries, he sees the subject of his humor and breaks down into giggles again. </p><p>	It’s Richie. The subject of his humor is Richie, but it’s not one of Richie’s jokes. It’s <i>Richie</i>. It’s Richie in all his six-foot-three glory, ankles surrounded with five-year-olds. They barely come up to his waist, and he has his arms raised awkwardly above their heads. He looks…lost and <i>terrified </i>and gigantic, and that is why Eddie is peeing his pants laughing. None of the kindergartners seem to take any notice of Eddie. All of them flock to Richie, all of them screaming and giggling and pushing to get to him. </p><p>It might be a lot of different reasons why they all want Richie to look at them. It could be the bright shirt he’s wearing or the fact that he is quite literally the tallest person most of them have ever seen. It might be the fact that their daughter is sort of popular from what they hear, and she sprinted into Richie’s arms the moment she saw him, screeching happily and wriggling in his arms, and the rest of her class was simply curious. </p><p>“Eds,” Richie whines helplessly. He’s still holding their daughter against his hip, but he’s trying to wade through the small sea of kids. Eddie dissolves into laughter again. </p><p>“I—I—I’m sorry, Rich, they’re just so—so small, and you…you’re so tall,” Eddie gasps around the sounds of his mirth. He doesn’t see it, but Richie’s helpless look morphs into that of a soft smile, one that could melt butter or the stoniest of hearts. Then, a five-year-old tugs on his shirt and the smile disappears as he realizes he has <i>no idea how to get out of this crowd of small children. </i></p><p>Eddie sobers up (finally, after about three minutes of this) and stumbles forward, still high on his cloud of glee. A few snorts still escape from his lips. </p><p>“Welcome back,” Richie mutters dryly. “Now help me.” </p><p>“I’m tryin’, Richie,” Eddie replies, reaching over the kids’ heads to retrieve his own kid from Richie. </p><p>“Papa!” She says as she latches onto his neck with a tight squeeze as a hug. </p><p>“Hi, baby,” he murmurs into her hair. </p><p>“Please, Eds, just help me. I don’t wanna crush any of them. Please,” Richie begs. </p><p>“Should we save Daddy?” </p><p>“Save Daddy!” she agrees with an exaggerated pout and genuine nod. </p><p>“All right,” Eddie jokes, “I guess we’ll save him.” Eddie reaches forward and grabs onto Richie’s wrist and tugs him through the crowd that parts around them. Richie is overly careful to not step on any feet or whole kids. Within a split second, however, every single kid is back to their seat, coloring and talking away like they’d never seen Richie come in. </p><p>Richie on the other hand…Richie is more frazzled than Eddie has ever seen him. </p><p>“C’mon, Rich, I’ll buy you and ice cream cone to make you feel better,” Eddie tells him then kisses Richie on the cheek, then again on the forehead. </p><p>Then, Eddie bursts into laughter again because the image of Richie in the middle of all those kids pops into his head again. </p><p>“Are you done?” </p><p>“Damn, I wish I’d gotten a picture,” Eddie laughs. Richie glares at the ground. Their daughter cheers: “Ice cream! Ice cream!” </p>
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Per our convo on the &lsquo;cord: i just took a bath in a ginormous tub and i feel like i want bubble bath reddie, just something v absurd and porny, like richie accidentally walking in on eddie in a bubble bath. or vice versa and richie isn&#039;t covered because he&#039;s so fucking tall. i&#039;m picturing richie with a bun or a shower cap with ridiculous designs on it
<p>You ask and I deliver. This is NSFW and utterly ridiculous. Just roll with it folks. </p>
<p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14520066/chapters/42274940">Read on AO3 here</a></b></p>
<p><b></b></p>
<p>	Eddie had had a long day. His had had comprised of angry cats that needed shots, boisterous dogs who needed exams and owners who were useless. He was covered in animal fur and small cuts from sharp teeth. He was exhausted and all he wanted was to fall into a giant bubble bath with a glass of wine and a paperback.  </p>
<p>	He opened the door to his apartment, knowing that Richie would be gone tonight. He was on a date- something that Eddie had been trying, and failing, to not think about. Because what if the date went well and then he had a boyfriend? And then moved out? And then got married? Eddie shook his head, forcing down the potential panic attack.It was too much to think about, he wouldn’t let himself go down that path, especially when he still wasn’t ready to reveal his feelings. As Bev was fond of saying ‘shit or get off the pot Eddie’. Well he picked neither, instead choosing to torture himself by living with his long time crush. It had lead to some frustrating situations- especially given that, in the summer, Richie preferred to walk around shirtless. But Eddie was fine, he was dealing with it. </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/183024132577/per-our-convo-on-the-cord-i-just-took-a-bath-in" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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44+ REDDIE PLEASE YOU ANGST QUEEN!
<p>Prompt 44: One of them being diagnosed with a terminal illness AU, Reddie</p>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/17900060" target="_blank">Read it on AO3</a></p>
<p>this is a lot less detailed and a lot worse than i wanted but i hope you at least dont hate it!</p> <p><a href="http://tastytozier.tumblr.com/post/183011727829/44-reddie-please-you-angst-queen" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: fic rec, angst, damn this is depressing, like you built this entire happy life for them, and now eddie will die??, wtf i cry
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&quot;It&#039;s okay to cry&quot; - Reddie. I need some Reddie fluff please. :)
<p><b>Pairing</b>: Eddie Kaspbrak/Richie Tozier</p>
<p><b>Rating</b>: General </p>
<p>A quiet Richie was a bad Richie. A very, very bad Richie. The Losers could often have complaints on Richie’s noise, his constant babblings and dirty words. Eddie could be the first- or maybe the second, under Stan- to express how much he hated most things that Richie had to say. The dirty flirting, the <i>your mom </i>jokes, the terrible nicknames. </p> <p><a href="http://stephenskings.tumblr.com/post/182382954392" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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<p><b>122</b>: why do they behave for you?</p>
<p>“NO!” Eddie screamed, backing up against the wall. He let out a shriek as Richie moved closer to him. “NO! GET AWAY FROM ME! AHHHHHHHH!” <br/></p>
<p>Richie cackled and held his sticky, caramel covered hand out towards Eddie. “Come on, Eds, baby, you <i>like </i>caramel.”</p>
<p>Eddie let out an ear piercing scream. </p> <p><a href="http://stephenskings.tumblr.com/post/179980845722" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: they reallt are literal children, i love mother stan, drabble
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Benverly #5 (Amy ❤️❤️)
<p>Ben glanced around as he entered his regular coffee shop. A habit at this point, she hadn’t been here for months. Sighing, he accepted that again she wasn’t here. He ordered a coffee and scone, sitting at his favorite table and pulling out his computer to answer some emails.</p><p>“Long time no see.” A familiar voice called. </p><p>He looked up. “Bev!” Then his eyes traveled down as he quickly saw the reason that she hadn’t been around. “You’re <i>huge</i>!”</p><p>She smiled, holding her belly. “Yea, and at only 6 months. The next three months may kill me.” She said, falling into the booth next to him. It was a familiar scene, one Ben had grown to love. The two of them would come to this coffee shop and work quietly next to each other, occasionally talking. It had taken Ben months to work up the courage to finally ask her out and then she had just laughed and said, ‘Finally!’</p><p>He had thought that the date had gone well. They’d laughed, swapped stories, kissed and- he swallowed, remembering the end of the night. “Is it-” He gestured to her stomach. “Mine?” </p><p>She laughed, light and high, shaking her head. “No! No. Some other guy, less important. But I did realize it after our date.” She glanced at him,  suddenly serious. “Sorry I disappeared. It took me some time to accept this, big change after all.” She smiled at him again. “We had fun though, right? My last fling.”</p><p>He nodded. “I had fun at least.” Ben had been something special. He had known it when they kissed the first time. Hell, he’d known it the first time she stole the last bite of his scone, last spring. </p><p>She looked him over slowly, clearly remembering something specific. “Me too. Sucks that it was over before it even started.”</p><p>He looked at her, weighing his options. He liked Bev, a lot. Maybe this isn’t how he would have chosen things to go but- “It doesn’t have to be over.” He told her.</p><p>She looked at him, eyes suspicious. “You want to raise another man’s baby Ben?” </p><p>He shrugged. “Let’s start with lunch and see where it takes us.” </p><p>She nodded slowly, considering him. “I’d like that a lot.” </p>
Tags: drabble, c u t e
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I have read some of your reddie now and I have this idea in my head. Ritchie and Eddie are like 13 and Ritchie tells Eddie he&#039;s in love with him but Eddie doesn&#039;t feel the same way. When Eddie tells Ritchie he doesn&#039;t feel the same way Ritchie leaves imideatly bc he feels embarrassed. The rest of the losers know Ritchie felt that way about Eddie and that ritche was gonna confess and are waiting for ritchoe to come tell them what happend. When he does come he&#039;s heart broken
<blockquote><p>

(2) And the rest of the losers decide to comfort him but in the meantime forget that Eddie is super worried about ritchie. Eddie tries to text bill (or any) and he just gets like short awnseres back and the rest of the losers are too busy with Ritchie (not his fault) to think about the fact that Eddie is hurting and has basically been abandoned by his friends, but he is on the track team and has some friends there. | 

(3). Cue like 2/3 years later and Eddie and the rest of the losers club run into each other at a pary. They feel super bad about handling the Ritchie/eddie thing and Ritchie has missed his bff for so long, Eddie get why Ritchie didn’t wanna talk but feel betrayed by the rest of them for not caring about him and making him feel like he is expendable. Idk man id love to chat with you about reddie and hc and stuff<br/></p></blockquote>
<p>Anon, I love this. I kind of feel like in the case of a serious fight/falling out, the Losers wouldn’t be like everyone vs one, you know? They’d probably split down the middle, more or less. Like, maybe all the Losers <i>knew </i>that Richie liked Eddie but he only ever told Stan and Bev, you know? So only they <i>know </i>that Richie is going to tell Eddie, only they can figure out what’s wrong with Richie, why he doesn’t show up. Because Eddie feels so bad- he hadn’t meant to <i>hurt </i>Richie, he’s just not gay, you know? He’s not, his mother would never allow that- so he’s not going to tell anybody what happened. </p> <p><a href="http://stephenskings.tumblr.com/post/182530963612" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: oohh, angst, that sweet sweet angst, drabble, hc
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#34 with...Stanlon! (Amy ❤️)
<p>

<b>Stanlon meeting at a masquerade ball au  Whoop I like this one. Hope you do too :) </b><br/></p><p>“Fancy meeting you here,” The comment hit Mike’s ear, the exhale warm against his skin, causing him to tense. He already knew who it was. Of course he did.</p><p>“Do we really need to do this now?” He asked, not turning around. </p><p>He could practically hear the smile in the man’s voice as he replied, “Let’s dance.”</p><p>Mike turned around to see a man dressed as a swan, a feathered mask covering most of his face. “Not exactly subtle is it?” He asked, allowing the man to take his hand and lead him to the dance floor. Music was playing but it was in the background, irrelevant. All that mattered was his hand and how it felt against the other man’s. </p><p>“Subtle has never been my forte, you know that.” He purred. Mike could just make out his grin under that mask. He let his eyes slide down the other man’s body, down to his perfectly white suit, tailored to fit his trim body. </p><p>“This is a charity ball you know.” Mike said as they began to dance. “Not the place for something like this.” </p><p>“And what-” He paused to let Mike spin then grabbed him again, tighter this time, their chests colliding. Mike knew he should fight these feelings, he’s been pushing them down, trying to swallow them, ever since he found out who The Swan was. His arch nemesis. His rival. </p><p>His boyfriend.</p><p>Well now ex boyfriend. The relationship had quickly soured after Mike approached Stan with the evidence. To his credit Stan didn’t deny any of it. He didn’t get mad. He just left. </p><p>That was months ago. Mike hadn’t seen him since. Until tonight.</p><p>“Why are you here?” He asked. “There’s nothing to steal.” </p><p>“Maybe I wanted to see you. Maybe I missed you.” Mike felt Stan’s eyes flicker over him. “Maybe I missed the way you look in a suit.”</p><p>“And maybe you’re full of shit.” Mike hissed. Stan just chuckled. They continued their dance, neither speaking, both carefully watching the other. </p><p>“A sheep is an interesting choice for a masquerade ball.” Stan commented as the song ended, bleeding seamlessly into another. </p><p>“They’re pure, uncomplicated.” Mike replied easily. And the opposite of his other persona, making it less likely that anyone would connect the dots. </p><p>“You’re not a sheep though.” Stan smiled again. It was one Mike knew. It meant that Stan was sharing a private joke with himself. “You’re a wolf in sheep’s clothing. And we both know it.” </p><p>Mike tried to break away but Stan held him close, gripping his hand and waist tighter. He leaned in, whispering again in Mike’s ear. “It’s okay, I won’t tell anyone your secret. Who would believe me anyway?” Stan lingered there and for a minute he thought that Stan was going to kiss him. Instead he dropped Mike’s hand and abruptly disappeared into the crowd. It was so sudden that the couple next to them didn’t notice until they bumped into the stunned Mike.</p><p>He wanted to follow Stan, to watch him, but he knew that if Stan had made his presence know then he had already committed his nefarious deed. The only option now was to figure out why he had been here in the first place.</p><p>Mike sighed. He’d wanted just one night off. He’d cleaned up, left his suit at home and had put on another costume but he should have known that it wasn’t that easy. He left the dance floor, already running through a list of possibilities in his head. One thing was certain, evenings with Stan were never boring.</p>
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beverie, anyone doms i don&rsquo;t care just them!!
<p><b>NSFW Bevchie Ahead</b></p>
<p>Bev wakes softly one Friday morning, not forced awake by a loud blaring alarm, but rather by the natural sunlight peeking through their blinds. Stretching her arms over her head, she kicks the sheet off of her body, and subsequently off of her boyfriend instead. She rolls over, letting out a soft moan of interest at the sight of Richie laying on his stomach, completely nude. She runs an appreciative hand over his bare back, her fingers tracing along each and every muscle. They trail lower and lower until they’re running over the curve of his ass.<b><br/></b></p>
<p>The action brings a soft groan from Richie’s lips as he stirs. Bev smiles at the sound, rolling over long enough to grab something from the top drawer of their nightstand. Her hand returns back to his body, her lips moving to kiss every inch of his soft skin she can reach. </p> <p><a href="https://oldguybones.tumblr.com/post/182833485315/beverie-anyone-doms-i-dont-care-just-them" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: oof i love them, and damn dom bev?, powerful, nsfw, drabble
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42 + Stozier?
<p>
<b>Stozier &amp; star-crossed lovers au </b><br/></p><p>Richie was already there when Stan arrived. He flashed Stan the grin that Stan had come to think of as the ‘devil may care’ grin. It had lead to some amazing and harrowing things and never failed to make Stan’s heart beat just a little faster. Right now it meant that Richie grabbed Stan’s waist and pulled him in, kissing him soundly as his hands wound around him, keeping Stan close. He let himself melt into the kiss, knowing that it would be the last one. Richie kissed like he did everything else- recklessly, without concern for who saw or anything except for the act itself. </p><p>Eventually though, Stan forced himself to break the kiss, taking a step back and putting a hand on Richie’s chest to hold him in place. “Richie what are you doing? We can’t do this.” It was how every conversation started. Stan would tell Richie - and himself- that they couldn’t do this, that it was forbidden and they needed to stop. And then Richie would pull him into another heated kiss, making all of Stan’s beautiful, rational arguments fly out the window. </p><p>But not this time. Stan was determined. Richie moved to chase his lips but Stan took another step back, shaking his head. “We can’t, I’m serious.” </p><p>“I know you are my dear.” Richie said, giving him that grin again. The one that made Stan want to agree with all of his half cocked plans. “But I’ve been thinking about your lips all day. Just one more kiss? You wouldn’t deny a parched man water, would you?” </p><p>Stan wanted to give into him. Without realizing it, he had taken half a step towards Richie, ready to fall back into his arms. But then he stopped himself, reminding himself why he was here and why he couldn’t give in. </p><p>“I’m betrothed.” He said, telling Richie what he had come here to say. “They found someone for me. Someone that I’m allowed to love.”</p><p>Richie’s face fell but quickly rearranged itself into something like zeal and hope. He stepped to Stan, grabbing his hands. “Run away with me. We could do it Stan. We could live somewhere where our families names don’t matter. We could be together.” Richie’s voice was so earnest and sure it almost hurt to hear. </p><p>Stan let himself imagine it, thinking about how it would be, just him and Richie. They wouldn’t have to hide. He could be with Richie, waking up next to him, not sneaking around for stolen kisses. He yearned to say yes, to agree, to pretend that it could be this easy. </p><p>But he knew it wasn’t. “They’d search for me. They’d track me down. I’m the only son- and so are you. You know they wouldn’t just let us escape.” Stan’s voice was hushed, he didn’t want to say it but the hope in Richie’s eyes forced his hand. Running away wasn’t an option and they both knew it. </p><p>“But maybe-” Richie tried again but Stan shook his head firmly. </p><p>“I can’t see you again. I can’t do this anymore.” Stan let himself feel the loss, just for a second. The weight of it all. Of never seeing Richie again. Never kissing him again. He tried and failed to hold back tears, feeling them wet his cheeks, and then added, quietly, like a secret that he didn’t want to admit. “But I’ll always love you Richie. Forever.” </p><p>With that he tore his hands away and retreated, not waiting for Richie’s reply. </p>
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43 reddie
<p>
<b>Reddie &amp; falling in love with their best friend’s partner 

(Idk why you guys want angst but here’s some angst for your Friday) </b><br/></p><p>Richie was finally going to tell him. He was ready to tell Eddie how he felt, ready to explain that all those nicknames and the cheek kisses meant something to him. Like he was sure they did for Eddie. </p><p>Well, pretty sure at least. 80-90% sure. </p><p>Either way he had to tell Eddie because if he didn’t he was going to burst. </p><p>He parked in front of Eddie’s house, noticing with no small amount of relief that there was no car there which meant Mrs. K was at work or shopping. A small mercy that meant he didn’t have to go through her to see Eddie. </p><p>Richie slipped in the front door, not bothering to knock. If he saw Eddie before he was ready he might chicken out. It had taken a lot for him to get here, with constant prodding from Bev. He’d been avoiding Eddie for days, worried he’d blurt it out at lunch or in the halls. But now he was ready. </p><p>Taking a deep breath he went up the stairs, carefully avoiding the one that squeaked, and went to Eddie’s door. He paused, listening for noises. He could hear- something. He wasn’t sure what but it meant that Eddie was home. </p><p>With a final push he opened the door, about to dramatically announce his presence. But before he could his eyes went to Eddie’s bed which had Eddie but also… Stan. Eddie was on top of Stan, their lips connected, Eddie’s hands on either side of Stan, caging him in. Stan’s hands were in Eddie’s hair, fingers gripping the curls. Eddie hated it when people touched his hair. He always yelled at Richie for it. </p><p>Richie was too stunned to move for a minute and then both noticed him. Eddie broke their kiss and looked up at him while Stan uttered a quiet ‘fuck’. The forced Richie to come to his senses just enough to bolt. He couldn’t process this, it made no sense.  He made it down the steps and to the front door before Eddie called for him, asking him to wait, please.</p><p>Even now Richie found that he couldn’t deny Eddie. So he paused, waiting for the smaller boy to come down the steps. </p><p>“Richie I didn’t- we didn’t-” Eddie glanced back up to Stan, who was standing at the top of the stairs, watching them. Richie noticed that several of his buttons were undone. “We didn’t want anyone to find out.”</p><p>Richie wasn’t sure what he’d been expecting Eddie to say but it wasn’t that. He opened his mouth then shut it, which Eddie seemed to think meant that he should continue.</p><p>“We’ve been keeping it a secret. We weren’t sure what the others would think- especially Bill, you know he likes Stan and we didn’t want to hurt him- so we thought this was easier.” Eddie continued, ringing his hands as he looked at Richie. </p><p>This wasn’t a one time thing, Richie realized. Far from it. “How long?” </p><p>Eddie bit his bottom lip then looked up at him with those big eyes, the ones that Richie had gotten lost in many times before. “Two months? Maybe three?” </p><p>Richie’s heart cracked and again Eddie misinterpreted his silence. “I know, I’m sorry. We’re so close- and Stan’s your best friend. We should have told you-” Eddie paused. Stan had made his way down the stairs and put a hand on Eddie’s shoulder. </p><p>“Maybe this is our push baby,” Stan told Eddie. “Maybe it’s time.” Richie watched them have a silent conversation, not missing how Eddie seemed to lean into Stan, just slightly. </p><p>Eddie nodded to Stan then looked at Richie again. “Will you help us? Tell everyone?”</p><p>And, idiotically, Richie felt his head nod. The relief on their faces was obvious and Richie forced himself to smile for his friend’s happiness. </p>
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for the wip game: &ldquo;uncomfortable&rdquo;
<p>this is from an assassin losers au that i posted a few chapters of like a year ago and then took down to rewrite lol (does april sound like a good month to post this? i might put it down to finish writing it and post it in april)</p><p>—</p><p><i>“I want to believe you,” Richie says, looking at Gideon with wide eyes before turning back to the object in his hands. It’s a simple piece of notebook paper, but scribbled across it is a list of names — dozens and dozens of them, some crossed out, other paired with a check mark, most with an angry X by the first letter. Anger flares in his chest, hot and <b>uncomfortable</b>, as he sees two familiar names at the bottom of the list, the reason why he’s here, crossed out with a thin blue pen. Twisting his features into a look of fake uncertainty, he drops the paper back onto the desk and crosses the room in four long strides, crouching in front of the sobbing man to meet his gaze as he breathes, “Honestly, Mr. Peters, I do… but I know you’re as much of a liar as you are a piece of shit.”</i></p><p>—</p><p>send me a word and i’ll post part of a wip that includes that word!!</p>
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42 and 49 for the Valentine&#039;s prompt please!!
<p><b>TOZIERTRASHMOUTH’S VALENTINE’S DAY ONESHOT EXTRAVAGANZA!</b></p>
<figure data-orig-width="450" data-orig-height="150" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/f5fc1bfc3b2808b71338a10d610da07f/tumblr_inline_pmxn2kcLHJ1smdxun_540.jpg" alt="image" data-orig-width="450" data-orig-height="150"/></figure><p><b>42. ‘‘Welcome to the forever alone club.’‘ + 49. ‘‘Let’s get married.’‘</b><br/></p>
<p><b>Pairing: </b>Reddie</p>
<p><b>Summary: </b>Richie gets dumped the night before valentine’s day and vows to spend his evening drinking beer and watching old movies. Eddie has a lot to say about it.</p>
<hr><p>“What do you mean Sandy dumped you?!” Eddie exclaimed, standing over Richie - who was currently wrapped up in a blanket like E.T with a bowl of popcorn to his left and a six pack to his right. “I thought things were going well?”<br/></p>
<p>Richie shrugged, stuffing his mouth with popcorn and trying to peer around Eddie’s hips to see the TV. The original Superman was on and he was damned if he’d miss out on watching it for the first time in ten years. But with Eddie standing there in the way and a scowl on his face, Richie assumed that most likely wasn’t going to happen anytime soon. </p> <p><a href="http://toziertrashmouth.tumblr.com/post/182810346579/42-and-49-for-the-valentines-prompt-please" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: awww this was so fuckin adorable!!, eddie’s words of comfort were perfect, like reading that made ME feel comforted, and i’ve never even kissed or dated someone ya know, fic rec, c u t e
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21 w reddie pls
<p>

<b>Reddie &amp; best friends sibling au 21 (Mike Wheeler and Richie are siblings here)</b><br/></p><p>“Mike!” Richie called, dropping his backpack at the foot of the door. He was finally home, having served detention for a prank that he didn’t even do (writing ‘Mr. Johnson sucks’ on the chalkboard? How <i>dull</i>) and he needed to know where Mike was. “MIKKKEEEEE.” He wailed when the other boy didn’t immediately reply.</p><p>“What?!” Mike yelled back from the basement. Richie barreled down the stairs, taking them two at a time and nearly tumbling down the last three. He managed to stop only because he ran into something short and solid.</p><p>“Eds!” Richie cried out, looking down at the person he had run into. Mike’s best friend, who was clearly helping Mike with their next D&amp;D session. Books and dice were sprawled over the table and Richie could see a bunch of scrawled note cards strewn on top of those. </p><p>“Fuck Richie, watch where you’re going.” Eddie said, rubbing his shoulder.</p><p>“Sorry there Spaghetti, didn’t see you. You’re just so damn short.” Richie said then added, “And cute.”</p><p>Eddie rolled his eyes, walking back to Mike, who had barely glanced up from his book. “We’re busy Richie, what do you want?” Mike asked as Eddie sat down next to him, pulling a monster manual into his lap. </p><p>“Just missed my dear old brother and his adorable best friend.” Richie winked at Eddie, who barely glanced at him. Richie didn’t miss the light blush that covered his cheek though.</p><p>“Busy Richie.” Mike repeated. </p><p>Richie didn’t move, shifting his weight back and forth as they both read. Finally, with an annoyed huff, Mike looked up at him. “What?” </p><p>“Nuthin’,” He wasn’t looking at Mike anyway, he was watching Eddie. The boy was frowning, probably unhappy with the complexity of the monster they’d be fighting. “Just here, hanging out.” </p><p>He waited until Eddie glanced at him, giving the boy a meaningful look. Eddie sighed but said, “I’ll be right back Mike, I want some water.” </p><p>Mike shrugged, eyes falling back to the book.  “Will you get me an apple?”</p><p>“Sure thing.” Eddie agreed, heading up the stairs, Richie on his heel. As soon as they were in the kitchen Richie spun Eddie around, pressing him against the wall and firmly kissing him. Eddie melted into him, his hands winding around Richie’s shoulders. </p><p>They kissed for several minutes until Eddie broke away, a little breathless. “We need to tell him Richie.” He said softly, his hand moving to cup Richie’s cheek. </p><p>Richie leaned into the touch, nodding. “I know baby I just-” He sighed. “His best friend and brother? I don’t want him to freak out.” He’d gone over it in his head so many times and very few of the outcomes ended with Mike being okay with them. </p><p>Eddie smiled, shaking his head slightly. “He’s not an idiot, he probably already knows. You aren’t exactly subtle.” </p><p>Richie pulled back, pretending to be offended. “Moi? I am the <i>definition</i> of subtle.”</p><p>Eddie laughed, moving out from Richie’s arms. Richie make a grunt of protest and Eddie fixed him with a look. “If you’re intent on keeping up this charade I need to go back downstairs with my water.” </p><p>Richie nodded, grabbing an apple and holding it out to Eddie. “And this, for my dear brother.” He made Eddie move close, trying to kiss him again as Eddie reached for the apple. He was faster though, grabbing the apple with ease and stepping back.</p><p>“I’ll stop by your room before I leave.” Eddie promised, quickly kissing his cheek as he walked back to the top of the stairs.</p><p>“Can’t wait.” Richie said, watching him walk away. </p>
Tags: drabble, c u t e
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u cannot tell me that richie, the richie who cannot express his emotions for shit unless it&#039;s in the form of a joke, doesn&#039;t eventually sob in mike&#039;s arms once they&#039;ve dated for a good few months. he just cries about how he&#039;s not so happy with himself and how mike makes him the happiest hes ever been. and mike can make richie break himself down to the rawest point that no one else can bring richie to. and that&#039;s love bitch. because it helps richie out So Much
<p>Y E S</p><p>At first Mike was concerned that Richie didn’t actually care about him because sometimes Mike would say something sweet to him and Richie would just be like “bro that's gay…” so Mike just stops doing it and starts to grow distant and it just hurts Richie because he knows that he needs to reciprocate and one day he just breaks down in Mike’s arms full of apologies and tears telling him that he means the world to him and that he’d do anything to stay with Mike. Afterward, Richie starts to talk a bit more about his emotions besides his usual jokes and antics. He confides in Mike, tells him how he really feels, and Mike is just so proud of him, watching his boyfriend grow and become more secure with himself. </p>
Tags: 

Post id: 182924572788
Date: Tue, 19 Feb 2019 18:51:54
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/182924572788/41-for-reddie-if-youre-still-taking-prompts
Slug: 41-for-reddie-if-youre-still-taking-prompts
Reblog key: mx0G7yR9
Reblog url: https://bi-bi-richie.tumblr.com/post/182916962886/41-for-reddie-if-youre-still-taking-prompts
Reblog name: bi-bi-richie
#41 for reddie? If you&rsquo;re still taking prompts!
<p><a href="https://lovedrichie.tumblr.com/post/182914001584/41-for-reddie-if-youre-still-taking-prompts"><b>Line 41 for reddie - “well now I’m all wet”</b></a></p><p>Eddie takes a shower for every meal of the day. Cornflakes, lemongrass soap; cheese sandwiches, coconut; casserole, passionfruit. Nice little football-cone markers, little guidelines to have his dumpling shoulders covered in suds, and his fingers in prunes. They all get a bit longer as the day comes drifting by and Richie Tozier waits patiently for each with his tush on the toilet seat. Waits to wrap his little dove up in a funny hooded lucky duck towel with his eyes scrunched shut, give him lots of ‘well done!’ kisses, and take him back to the sofa for a nap. Routine; neat and pretty. </p><p>Of course there is no guideline, no little signpost or friendly top tip, for when Eddie shuffles from foot to foot with his hair all finger-combed and his thumbs tugging at his yellow dressing gown, saying, “will y’come in with me, baby?” </p><p>No, that couldn’t be less written up into the schedule. That couldn’t have Richie doing anything, other than gaping at him, and choking slightly on his own two front teeth. It’s been two clumsy, pink months since Eddie asked instead, “will you be my boyfriend?”, and everything since then has been teeny tiny, itty bitty baby steps. Holding hands in the garden like shy little schoolgirls and passing the milk back and forth oh-so-gently. Whispering practice ‘I love you’s in the middle of the night on Saturdays, under crochet blankets and goofy raccoon stuffies, and giggling all nervously when Richie’s peapod eyes get slightly dewy. Showers are a whole new meadow; completely uncharted, and curly and brand new, but pretty. Strangely very pretty. </p><p>“How do you mean?” Richie asks with a flap of his fingers. Eddie holds them to stop it, and tats their hands out in front of them like a picnic basket with eyes honest as silk. </p><p>“In together, how else would I mean it, you big walnut?!”</p><p>Richie sticks his free hand under the waist of his mom’s borrowed jamma shorts for an itch and lets his lips hang. Eddie barely lets Richie watch him take his pretty, clean t shirts off, you see; they’ve barely been swimming because, God, it is all just so bone-itchingly awkward. “Takes time,” is what Eddie always says, when they’re sitting on the bus with their fingers laced gingerly and their knees bumping with every crook in the road. “It’s not that I don’t trust you, just that I respectcha. Want that goofy heart before that goofy body!”</p><p>And here they are, with the love-heart-mirror steaming like an old-fashioned choo-choo train, and Eddie’s hands outstretched, and a shower head hanging heavy in the corner like it’s mistletoe. Eddie gives Richie’s fingers a little squeeze and comes shuffling in to press his forehead up against his heart; their small, shrinking violet of a kiss. “Jus’ want my boyfriend with me, please, are you okay with it?” </p><p>“I’m okay with it, I just…” Richie’s hands find Eddie’s little pixie ears - so small, he always has to pause and marvel over how they’re <i>just so small</i> - and presses his chin down on toppa that combed hair. They look like a pair of lion cubs, just now, all tucked up under a cypress shade and taking a break from the sunshine for a cuddle. “I just know it’s not usually really Spaghetti’s sorta thing.”</p><p>“That’s for me to decide, isn’t it?”</p><p>“Well, yeah, I just wanted to -”</p><p>“Then come on, baby, you need a hair-wash anyways.”</p><p>At this point, Eddie does give Richie a kiss; a little pink marshmallow one between the eyebrows, just to let him know this really is all okay. Then a squeeze on the shoulders, a funny poke beneath the belly button, and off he’s whirled to go and climb in the shower. Richie still has to turn around for this part, funnily enough, but he doesn’t mind so much; his heart’s starting to rap on the backs of his teeth, and he thinks he might need all the time he can get, to not make an absolute mess of something like this. </p><p>“My momma used to do it with me,” Eddie’s saying from behind his shoulder blades, kitty-paw feet padding up and down the tropical-fish-print mat as he psychs himself up for the cold. “Not get in, obviously, Jesus Christ, but she’d keep the door open when I was tiny and do all the scrubbing stuff for me. She said if you have a momma then you shouldn’t hafta do those things yourself.”</p><p>When Richie pokes his nose back over his shoulder, just to check, he only gets a little slip of Eddie’s peanut-coloured heel disappearing off into the shower, and wrings his hands over his tummy. Starts sidestepping his way over to join him - God, this is all so funny. “And she’d do the same with baths and cleaning my face and putting deodorant on,” Eddie keeps on chittering. “It was really weird and invasive. But…I don’t know…I’m not always sure if I’m as good as it on my own. Takes a lot of triple checks.”</p><p>Richie finally appears looking like a wonky, pink-faced shepherd puppy that’s just been walking in a thunderstorm; his curls flatten into his cheeks and he holds his arms out like a zombie, without his specs, just to make sure he’s not in the wrong part of the room entirely. Eddie tenses for a moment - playing scaredy cat to Richie’s clumsy dog - before his rosy shoulders dip all nice and loose. Before he reaches out to take those freckly, drippy arms, take them like they’re made of Duchesse lace, and guide them around his own neck very cautiously. “Here I am,” comes his timid little giggle. </p><p>They curtsy into each other like a pair of swans. </p><p>“Hi,” Richie chokes, scanning Eddie’s collarbones as his elbows settle down so nicely over the curves of them. “Fancy seein’ you here. Nice to meet you again.” Smells like grapefruit, today; orange, grapefruit shower gel. Eddie must have already rinsed his hands with it. Must have already got it all nice and clean and pretty-smelling, for his boyfriend. </p><p>“Yeah. We should go out, drinks are on me and my measly three dollars,” Eddie titters. His own fingers are falling, now, falling away from the wobbly curves of Richie’s wrists and instead down to his hips. They’re thicker on one side than they are the other, and Eddie daren’t study this for too long out of nerves, but he does just enough; just enough to know that Richie is really quite beautiful. Blotchy and scratched here and there, asymmetrical in every sense of the word, but always beautiful. Always worth every syrupy drop of love in Eddie’s tummy. </p><p>“Well now I’m all wet, you see,” Richie plays along, starting to get a bit more comfy as he’s held, pressing the curve of his pom-pom cheek up against Eddie’s. Maybe hearts and bodies isn’t bad; s’only Eddie, after all. S’only his boyfriend. “We could stay here though, tiny. We could stay here all day.”</p><p>Eddie draws back with his giggles just a moment so he can see both of Richie’s eyes, flutters out a little, “I love you, Richie,” and kisses his Cupid’s bow. Waits for those teary cheeks and the pink, blushy nose to match ‘em; waits for them both to realise this is all easy as birthday cake. And they do.</p><p>Richie does. He whispers back, over the water, “I love you more,” and means it with all his chest. </p>
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Okay lets get the ball rolling... let&#039;s do a college au?? I love enemies to lovers shit, with all the hate sex and whatnot??? ugh just think about richie and eddie being soccer players at some university and when they meet each other the first thing Richie says to Eddie is, &quot;you look a little too short to be playing college soccer&ndash;&quot; and eddie kicks him in the shin. cue them constantly competing against one another and trying to one up each other during every practice and every game. but [1/?]
<p>then the players are getting really tired of it because richie is always picking on how tiny eddie is and he’s been doing that since day 1??? and the players decide that if they tease richie about having a crush on eddie, he’ll stop? but when they call richie out and start teasing him he just gets red faced and awkward and eddie honestly doesn’t know what to do because this scrawny ass guy that’s been bothering him all season was only doing this because he has a small crush on him? and [2/?]</p><p><br/></p><p>so eddie is uses this information to get richie back for all the short jokes and for never passing him the ball and for just all around being a dick. during practices and scrimmages he always wants to be up against richie because richie gets antsy whenever they’re pressed up together fighting for the ball. he always seeks him out when they’re doing stretches and he’s always catching richie’s eyes. he finds it hilarious and almost cute– but he still figures that he’s just teasing richie and [3/?]</p><p><br/></p><p>still just trying to rile him up for being a dick. but then theres this party. this really big party for the soccer players after winning against some stupid team and its at some frat and he and richie run into each other there. and eddie never realized how attractive richie looks in normal clothing. he’s only ever seen him in his soccer jersey or some really ugly outfit during school. never “party richie”. and he finds that he kind of likes it? a lot? so he tries to spend the first half [4/?]</p><p><br/></p><p>the night avoiding richie. but they just end up gravitating toward each other and eddie ends up having a really great time. they end up walking back to the dorms together, drunk. richie walks him to his door and he’s leaning on the doorway and smiling down at eddie like he’s the prettiest fucking thing. and eddie’s got his hands shoved in his pockets and he’s looking around because neither of them are saying anything and richie’s biting his lip and eddie doesnt know whether he should [5/?]</p><p><br/></p><p>slam the door in his face or invite him inside but richie’s already scratching the back of his neck and wow that black t shirt was tight on him, the way the hem rode up and showed that slight happy trail which made eddie’s pulse pick up a little bit. and the way richie bit his pretty lips and left them shiny with spit and wow did eddie want to press his own hungry kisses there– and the way his eyelids drooped slightly as though he were going to doze off right then and there but his eyes [6/?]</p><p><br/></p><p>were looking at eddie with intent and– “could I come in? or d'ya got your roommate in there?” and eddie would be shaking his head and taking a step back. “he won’t be back tonight.” eddie would say, and richie would be slipping inside while eddie sent a quick text to bill saying, ‘DON’T COME BACK TONIGHT SORRY’ and he’s quickly locking the door [7/7]</p><p>…..</p><p>imma keep it real with you chief,,, i heard you typing this for a whole ass ten minutes and i didn’t know (or was prepared) for it to slap <i>this hard</i></p><p><br/></p><p><br/></p>
Tags: hc

Post id: 182905536328
Date: Mon, 18 Feb 2019 21:55:05
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/182905536328/3-16-and-17-for-the-valentine-prompt-please
Slug: 3-16-and-17-for-the-valentine-prompt-please
Reblog key: ngASV3Ue
Reblog url: https://toziertrashmouth.tumblr.com/post/182904902899/3-16-and-17-for-the-valentine-prompt-please
Reblog name: toziertrashmouth
3, 16, and 17 for the valentine prompt please!
<p><b>3. ‘‘You didn’t have to get me anything.’‘</b></p><p><b>16. ‘‘Nothing’s too expensive for my queen/king.’‘</b></p><p><b>17. ‘‘I love you more than anything.’‘</b></p><p><br/></p><p>‘Rich? Come here a sec!’ Eddie called from the bedroom, scampering back to the bed and eagerly standing in front of it, hands clasped behind his back firmly and grinning from ear to ear. </p><p>He had been waiting for Richie’s Valentine’s Day present since he first ordered it two weeks ago. Everyday he had checked his email for an update on the shipping - it was coming all the way from London, some fancy engraving store said they’d do it for him at a good price, so yes it would take longer and cost more, but it was 100% worth it - and then everyday he’d run up the front steps to their apartment to make sure the package wasn’t there before Richie got home. </p><p>It had actually been a pretty damn close call the day the box arrived; Richie had been sent home early from the station because he was sick - ‘No radio host can have a fucked voice, Richie’ his bosses words exactly - and Eddie just caught him heading up the steps before he stormed past him, grabbed the box, then carefully helped his sneezing boyfriend inside to feed him chicken soup and stroke his hair until he fell asleep in his lap. Richie had always turned into a total baby when he got sick and Eddie sort of loved it.</p><p>Taking care of Richie was a talent that only he, his mother and Beverly Marsh could master. And Eddie secretly <i>loved</i> it. </p><p>‘But I’m almost done with this quest!’ Richie’s voice was distant, all the way from the living room and just about reaching a louder volume than the TV. He had been playing Skyrim for hours - since Eddie had left for work - after his boss gave him the week off, saying that they’ll give his slots to a newbie whilst he rests. </p><p>Richie was only sort of devastated he wouldn’t be able to talk about his favourite flavoured lube over the radio on Valentine’s Day. </p><p>‘It can wait! This is important!’ Eddie rolled his eyes, fingers twitching around the box behind his back. He heard the game being paused, a loud sigh, and a controller being tossed onto the coffee table before Richie’s sock clad feet padded towards him through the apartment. Eddies heart was beating fast enough to burst out of his chest and he wasn’t sure why. He wasn’t proposing, that was being saved for next year, but this present in particular was definitely important enough to be nervous about. </p><p>‘Unless it’s food I ain’t interested, baby cakes!’ Richie said in a sing-songy voice as he appeared in the doorway. ‘And we <i>never</i> eat in the bedroom unless you count me eating your a-‘ he stopped short, staring at the sight before him. </p><p>Eddie was beaming. ‘Surprise, bubba!’ He breathed out. He had kept the bedroom door closed since he came home for a reason, and that had been so Richie didn’t see him throwing petals around the floor and on the bed, or lighting the peach scented candles that he knew made Richie smile the brightest, or changing into the outfit he was currently wearing - a loose fitting light purple sweater, Richie’s favourite, and some jeans that hugged his legs perfectly. He had even styled his damn hair and taken a long, hot, well earned shower all while Richie had been slaying dragons and stealing coins from merchants.</p><p>‘Ed’s…when did you..?’ Richie was totally and utterly speechless, the look of amazement on his face gave that away more than his lack of words, and Eddie bit his lip. </p><p>‘When I got home. I didn’t wanna bother you on your day off until it was ready.’ Richie blinked for a moment before he began smelling the air like a dog that could smell its dinner.</p><p>‘Is that peaches?’ He asked, taking a few steps forward.</p><p>‘Only the best for you.’ Richie’s face split into a grin.</p><p>‘You are the <i>perfect</i> man.’ He exclaimed then bundled Eddie up into his arms, squeezing him and relishing in the giggle he received in return. ‘Baby, you didn’t have to do all of this for me!’</p><p>‘I wanted to.’ Eddie said, gripping the box behind his back in his left hand whilst using his right to cup Richie’s cheek. ‘I like spoiling you. I don’t do it enough and Valentine’s is kind of a perfect excuse.’</p><p>‘You being you is spoiling me enough, honey.’ Richie chuckled, kissing Eddie deeply on the lips. ‘Fuck, you smell so damn good, too. I’m being treated today.’ That’s when Richie paused. ‘Hold up…Valentine’s is tomorrow isn’t it?’ Eddie nodded. ‘Then…why?’</p><p>‘I figured we could celebrate a little early, seeing as I’m doing an all day.’ Eddie’s heart sank at the idea of being in his hospital wing on Valentine’s, but he knew better than to be upset about helping others in their time of need no matter the holiday. ‘And besides…I’ve been too excited to give you your present.’</p><p>‘You didn’t have to get me anything!’ Richie cooed, pinching his lovers cheeks and loving the way he squealed. Then his face fell, and Richie drew his hands back to rest on Eddie’s hips. ‘Ed’s, yours hasn’t arrived yet I…kinda scheduled it to arrived ON Valentine’s Day…’ Richie looked so upset Eddie’s mood almost completely flipped, but he kissed his boyfriends nose. </p><p>‘I can wait for mine. But I can’t wait for yours.’ Eddie then slowly brought his hand out, revealing the tiny box, and the room went silent. ‘Happy Valentines, my love.’ He kissed Richie’s cheek gently as he took the box, turning it over slowly in his hands before glancing at Eddie.</p><p>Eddie smirked at him. ‘It won’t open by itself, babe.’</p><p>‘Okay smart ass.’ Richie scoffed, but licked his lips and snapped up the lid, revealing what was inside. Richie’s mouth dropped open. ‘Oh my god…Eddie.’ </p><p>‘I know you already have a whole bunch of them,’ he replied, Richie holding the silver guitar pick between his thumb and forefinger, the neck chain hanging down around his hand and wrist, making him shiver. ‘But…it’s engraved…something just for you and me when you’re on stage or practising or whatever, you know?’</p><p>Richie’s eyes widened when Eddie mentioned the engraved part, and he turned the pick over to reveal the message Eddie had paid probably a little too much money for. </p><p><i><b>‘For my songbird, keep singing, you’re really fucking good at it. E x’</b></i></p><p>‘This…<i>fuck</i>, Eds!’ Richie almost dropped the box by lifting Eddie into his arms again, spinning him around this time and pressing his face into his hair. ‘This is the best present I’ve ever had! Fuck me, this must have cost a fortune!’ </p><p>Eddie merely pulled back a little and shrugged, smiling at the look of pure happiness on Richie’s face. ‘Nothing’s too expensive for my king.’ He teased, using the nickname Richie often gave him.</p><p>Eddie then took the box from Richie’s hands and put it on the bedside table before grabbing the necklace and clasping it around Richie’s neck, marvelling at how it sat against his collarbone and glinted in the sun. He smiled. ‘Beautiful.’ </p><p>Richie shook his head in awe, lovingly staring down at Eddie, before swooping in to capture his lips once more. This time it lasted a lot longer and felt more passionate than the last, and both of the boys sighed into it. Eddie’s hands wound themselves around the back of Richie’s neck, stroking over the clasp of the necklace, and he licked into his mouth as he felt hands travel down his back and onto the curve of his ass.</p><p>Eddie pulled away and pressed his forehead against Richie’s, taking a moment to catch his breath before things got more heated. </p><p>‘I love you more than anything.’ Eddie whispered against his lips, and Richie shivered. </p><p>‘Right back at ya, kid.’ He breathed. ‘Right back fuckin’ at ya.’ </p>
Tags: awww, usually valentine’s day gifts annoy me but this is adorable!, they’re so sweet i love them, drabble, reddie
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Stanlon and 36, please?
<p>

<b>Stanlon &amp; living in a society where their love is taboo au (hey wow I thought of a lot of scenarios for this then realized that I can just use the US in the 1960s…) </b><br/></p><p>Mike glanced around once more before raising his hand to knock on Stan’s door. It was late, late enough that he should be fine but he knew better than to assume anything until he was inside, safely wrapped in Stan’s arms. </p><p>Satisfied that he was alone he knocked, three quick raps. Then he had to wait until he heard the shuffling inside and the door opened, Stan quickly ushering him in. </p><p>Mike waited until the door was closed to pull Stan into his arms, kissing him firmly and passionately for several minutes. Stan melted against him, pushing Mike into the wall and running his hands over him. Both kissed until they were breathless, trying to pour a weeks worth of emotions into this kiss. </p><p>“I missed you.” Stan said, finally breaking the kiss, leaning his forehead against Mike’s. </p><p>“It’s been too long.” Mike agreed, running a finger along Stan’s cheek. </p><p>“Work has just been crazy- and things have been-” </p><p>“I know.” Mike took Stan’s hand, leading him to the couch. He didn’t want to talk about the outside world, this was his sanctuary, where he could forget what things were like. </p><p>They had both thought that things would get better after the civil rights act was passed a few years ago and, in some ways, they had. At least now Mike was allowed to sit in the same section at restaurants as Stan was but that didn’t mean things were easier. They had known when they got together that their lives wouldn’t be easy. A black man falling in love with a Jewish man? In the American South? They were fools for trying but try they did, stealing whatever moments they could and learning to have a whole relationship that occurred behind closed curtains. </p><p>There were days it was too much. Days when Mike was sure he was holding Stan back from having a better life. Stan would get more promotions at work if he settled down with a nice woman, he’d have an easier time in life if it wasn’t for Mike. But whenever he brought it up Stan would gather Mike’s hands in his and insist that he didn’t want it to be easy, he wanted it to be Mike, consequences be damned. </p><p>“Did you hear the news?” Stan asked as they sat, turning eagerly to Mike. “About the case?”</p><p>Mike shook his head and Stan turned on the news. An anchor man was explaining a new case that would be in front of the Supreme Court- Loving v. Virginia. </p><p>“Just think about it Mike!” Stan said, turning to him. “It could make interracial marriage legal! Can you imagine? One less barrier!” </p><p>Mike couldn’t bring himself to say that this case wouldn’t change anything for them. It wouldn’t make things any different, he still felt the stares they got when they even walked together, the judgement and hate. But he couldn’t say that. Not when Stan’s eyes were lit up, so full of hope and excitement, not when Stan leaned into him, explaining more details about the case. </p><p>Instead Mike listened, speaking only when Stan had finished. “You’re right my love, that would be amazing.” He kissed Stan again imagining, just for a second, what it would be like if things were different, if he and Stan could act like other couples he saw, happy and carefree. </p>
Tags: awww, drabble
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<p>i don’t know what happened here, this is twice as long as the last chapter of my fic? it’s a hot mess, i love it. </p>
<p><b>Trigger warning for minor violence and suicidal thoughts(?)</b></p>
<ul><li>it started so subtly that richie didn’t even notice it
himself at first. it was a slow growing of “beep beeps”<br/></li>
<li>richie had clasped onto the idea that his friends were
beeping him more than they had when they were younger but he shrugged it off as
being insecure.<br/></li>
<li>until one day at lunch he spoke up to tell his friends he
was going to get another milk when bev immediately jumped back with a “beep
beep”<br/></li>
<li>richie just stared in disbelief, waiting for somebody to
jump to his defense, he hadn’t said <i>anything
wrong, </i>but all his friends continued on eating lunch as though nothing had
happened at all<br/></li>
<li>if richie didn’t go back to the lunch table after getting
his milk and nobody noticed, richie didn’t mention it<br/></li>
<li>it became impossible to miss after that. how it seemed like
every thing out his mouth, every thought or comment, got beep’d. it didn’t
matter what it was. richie didn’t even make dirty jokes anymore<br/></li>
<li>he never got the chance<br/></li>
</ul><p><a href="http://stephenskings.tumblr.com/post/172935275772" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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<h2><b><i>Wild Heart</i></b></h2>
<p><b><i><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/17756771">read on ao3</a></i></b></p>
<p><b>a/n:</b> I am so so sorry this took so long, I came down with and I still have bronchitis and I was struggling to write when feeling sick. I’ll post the other prompt tomorrow. Anyways, hope you enjoy!</p> <p><a href="https://inthebreadbinwrites.tumblr.com/post/182763620658/7-reddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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<p><i>Gasp. Moan.</i></p>
<p>“Twenty seven.”</p>
<p><i>Shudder. Whimper.</i></p>
<p>“Th-thirty one.”</p>
<p><i>Tsk. Tsk. Tsk.</i></p>
<p>Long, slender fingers trail up pale skin, to tightly grab onto a handful of blonde curls. They yank back, forcing Stan’s face up from where it was buried in the pillows. Richie leans forward, his entire body slotting against Stan’s, his lips tickling the shell of his ear.</p>
<p>“What was that baby?” He asks tauntingly.</p>
<p>Another whimper falls from Stan’s lips as he mulls over the question, the words sounding like near gibberish in his hazy mindset. “Twenty eight,” he says, recalling the correct count of spanks against his ass. He’s sure it’s red by now and the thought sends a pleasant buzz to his core. </p>
<p>“Good boy,” Richie growls, running his hand over the very red skin of Stan’s ass. He brings his hand back and lands another blow to his right cheek, smirking with pride as Stan obediently counts it aloud. His arms are pulled behind his back, bound at just the right pressure with thick, black rope. It looks so pretty against his pale skin; it’s one of the most pleasing sight for Richie. He enjoys the way Stan’s first clench and flex with his every moment. Like when he taps the jeweled end of the plug he has pressed into Stan’s used hole. </p>
<p>“Daddy please,” Stan mewls, the words practically slipping from his mouth. At this point, he’s prone to incoherency and that usually leads to endless babbling, endless pleads for anything and everything. </p>
<p>Stan didn’t often use the term, so Richie knows exactly where Stan’s head is and exactly how to care for him while he’s there. After years together, they know each other’s limits almost better than they know their own. </p> <p><a href="https://oldguybones.tumblr.com/post/182749285295/god-pls-stozier-stan-in-subspace-maybe" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Stanlon #1 (Amy ❤️❤️)
<p><b>

<b>Stanlon &amp; Soulmates </b><br/></b></p><p>Warning: Major Character Death</p><p>Stan remembered when the colors first changed. He had never known that the world was dull before. He was used to the paleness of things, how nothing seemed too bright. He liked it like that. </p><p>But then he took Mike’s hand. They were only 15, it was a casual gesture, he was probably trying to get his attention. But in that instant the world had exploded. Suddenly every flower held more color than he thought possible, the sky shone brighter than he knew it could. It almost hurt to look at but he couldn’t stop staring. He knew that Mike saw it too, both of them were gazing, slack jawed, at the world around them and then, eventually, at each other. </p><p>“I knew it.” Mike said, his voice quiet and his hand still in Stan’s. “I knew it was you.” </p><p>Stan had flushed, still smiling at Mike. “You should probably kiss me then.” </p><p>Mike had been more than happy to oblige and the two had been inseparable since. Stan had gotten used to all the bright colors, the ones that meant he his soul had found it’s mate. Everyone had always talked about them but he hadn’t known what he was missing until he had it. He couldn’t imagine it any other way. </p><p>Until he didn’t have a choice. </p><p>One day, years later, he was at his office, staring at a spreadsheet and suddenly something changed. He didn’t even realized it right away, looking at the black lines and white spaces. But when he looked away he noticed that his coffee cup looked pale, and that the red of his folder seemed to have lost it’s vibrant color.</p><p>Stan knew what that meant. Everyone did. Then the colors came back, just for an instant and Stan was running, he grabbed his coat and left the office without so much as a good bye. The only thing on his mind was finding Mike, making sure that he was okay. Stan almost tripped several times, the shifting colors disoriented him but he forced himself to focus, calling Mike’s phone and sobbing as the colors kept going in and out. </p><p>“Mike baby pick up.” He whispered as it rang. The color drained again and when it came back it seemed weaker, like things were bleeding out. <br/></p><p>His husband’s phone went to voicemail and Stan collapsed, crying on the ground. “No, no, no. Mike.” He stared at the ground, watching the colors bleed away, like chalk after a rainfall. </p><p>This time they didn’t return. </p>
Tags: and you’re breakjng my heart because?, angst
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<hr><p>Often times, Richie and Eddie like to
joke that they had already spent lifetimes together by the time they
each turned twenty-three, exactly six months apart from each other.
The other five of their group would always chuckle and play along,
whether or not they believed the two. But they didn’t care if they
believed them or not; something between them always felt like it
existed before their bodies did. The seven of them all loved each
other, but everyone agreed that Richie and Eddie always had something
special, something more that transcends the typical bounds of their
relationship.</p> <p><a href="https://oldguybones.tumblr.com/post/182728572825/can-i-be-ultra-basic-and-request-reddie-centric" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Prompt: reddie at the zoo together?
<p>“-Then there is the tigers’ den, Oh! And we could go feed the Bambies! O-“</p><p>“The bambies?”</p><p>Richie looked down to the boy excitedly citing every attraction they were going to do, one of his eyebrows arched up with an amused smile tugging onto his chapped lips. It took a while for them to actually dive into the idea of going to a zoo, mainly because Richie knew for a fact that Eddie wasn’t as over all of the fears his mom implanted into his brain as he says he is. Eddie’s brown eyes squinted as if trying not to get blinded by the sun as he looked up to his boyfriend, nose scrunching up enough to leave a few adorable wrinkles on the bridge of his nose, making it a little too hard for Richie not to coo at the sight.</p><p>“Yeah, the bambies. You know like in that movie we watched a few weeks ago.”</p><p>“You mean the deer?” Richie asked, even if he knew by this point that it was what he meant, his loud obnoxious laugh bubbling out of him as soon as he heard a grumble ‘yes’ coming from the blond haired boy by his side along with ‘I forgot what it was called, okay?’, which only made him bend over, almost knocking the other person in front of them waiting in line.</p><p>“Shut up! Stop laughing or I’ll go find myself another boyfriend!” Of course, he was only joking, even if he sounded serious. Eddie had, somehow, mastered the art of a poker face over the years. Why? Mostly so he could lie to his mother when saying he would be studying at Stan’s while he really was sneaking out to have dinner with the Tozier’s family. Or lie about the reason he was late home like how he had to stay behind in class because he didn’t understand something when in reality he had been in the back Richie’s shitty car making out. Or get Richie’s attention, just like now. Because this almost legal guy would turn into a complete 5 years old not wanting to share a toy in the span of a few seconds, clinging onto him and pouting.</p><p>“No, you’re my cute Eddie Spaghetti that refers cute animals as bambies.”</p><p>Some wouldn’t approve of the possessiveness shown, but it was Eddie’s guilty pleasure. It never sounded mean spirited and it never came out as a threat. Richie would just wrap his noodles arms around him and rest his chin on top of the blond nest and sigh. Eddie only hummed softly, his own arms snaking around Richie’s waist as he leaned up on his tiptoes to plant a small kiss onto his Adam’s apple before letting his head drop against the somewhat tone chest where he nuzzled himself against. A kiss to which Richie replied with his very own loud, exaggerated kiss pressed on top of his head before sighing happily as he took a step forward as the line got shorter.</p><p>-</p><p>They had gone through a lot of exhibition. Too much if you asked Eddie. At first, it was supposed to be everything he had circled out on the pamphlet, but as soon as they entered the zoo, Richie became a kid again and started dragging him to ‘everything he must see’. Eddie didn’t complain though, he loved every second of it; from the way his bigger hand held onto his smaller one tightly, to make sure they wouldn’t get lost, to the way he told him the most random facts about the animals they were seeing to the way he still made fun of his height when he could barely see the cubs in the lions den along with the way Richie literally named every single animal after a character they’ve seen in a Disney movie in their movie night dates.</p><p><i>“The fact that you can’t see Simba brings me a ridiculous amount of joy.” Richie teased again as he looked down the lonesome baby lion that seemed to be rather entertained by the visitors, trying and failing to climb the cement wall that prompted up the glass windows. Eddie, on the other hand, whined like a baby;</i></p><p><i>“You’re an ass, Richard.” Looking up to the father next to them that had his daughter prompted onto his shoulder so she could see. That image made his head snap back toward his boyfriend, a sudden eagerness well shown onto his face as he tugged onto the old pink and green Hawaiian button up.</i></p><p><i>“Do this to me,” Eddie ordered when he finally had the attention he wanted, pointing up at the dad and girl that were walking away. Richie couldn’t help the laugh that escaped him, although the complied all too happily, getting on his knees and standing back up once Eddie was on his shoulders. And while Eddie was staring down at the baby animal, cooing at the sight and waving down to it, Richie was staring up at him, a fond smile displayed in his lips and a certain warmth into his icy blue eyes.</i></p><p>And the way Richie would be his idiotic lovable self and give them accents that they should have according to their looks and the horrible impressions that shouldn’t make him laugh as much as he did.</p><p><i>“Eds! Eds! Look, Canadians, eh!” Richie screamed from further away, catching not only Eddie’s attention but also the attention from a group of girls that giggled upon seeing what the tall child was pointing at. Eddie left the bears alone, running back toward his boyfriend, not without crashing into him from the rush he had been in. Then he saw it;</i></p><p><i>“You’re such a dumbass.” Eddie scolded amidst the giggle that fluttered out of his throat, shaking his head disapprovingly, the hand that wasn’t holding a pamphlet shoving away the brunet with barely any strength.</i></p><p><i>Beavers. Richie was pointing at beavers and calling them Canadians.</i></p><p>Truth be told, Eddie never had as much fun as he did in the last five hours they had spent to the park. Five Hours. Probably the longest time Richie had spent awake, running everywhere without getting bored out of his mind. Five hours had passed by before they finally went to their final attraction; ‘Bambi feeding’ as Eddie put it. Richie put it more as ‘adorable human being amongst adorable baby deer’ but you know, same difference. He watched Eddie chase after one of the smaller deer that wasn’t getting any food because of the way the other ones would push him away to get to the feeding hands. Once he got to have the baby eating out of his hand, everything somehow became so peaceful, almost out of a Disney movie, Eddie almost kneeling to the ground, balancing himself, but mostly leaning heavily against Richie’s legs so he wouldn’t get dirt all over himself and his shorts.</p><p>“Bambi is even cuter live, isn’t he?” Eddie whispered as to not disturbed the animal, looking up to Richie who’s was looking at him from above his glasses, his hand pushing back the blond locks away from the beautiful teen’s face.</p><p>“You made a cuter Bambi last year,” Richie argued, wiggling his brows, remembering a little too perfectly the sight that Eddie was at that specific Halloween party and how he couldn’t keep his hands to himself. His dreams were cut short though when he felt those hard bits for food hitting perfectly in the forehead and onto his lenses by a rather embarrassed Eddie;</p><p>“Beep, beep Richie! Don’t go having a B.O.N.E.R when there are kids around!” His actions seemed to have had a frustrating effect in the deer that was now out of food and huffed out quite a bit of air. Then Richie’s day was made. It happened in slow motion and yet somehow at an all-time speed. ‘Bambi’ trying to take a bit out of the neatly styles blond hair and Eddie scurrying away so fast he almost lost his shoes. And Richie couldn’t stop himself from doubling over in his laugh, the ache in his stomach coming all too easily as he tried to follow Eddie out of the small park where the deer were kept.</p><p><br/></p><p>“Bambi is so mean in real life.” Eddie gasped out finally when Richie reached him, trying to collect himself while the lanky teen opened uk the fanny pack he had been wearing and pull out the ‘emergency’ inhaler and the hand sanitizer in which was written ‘Doesn’t smell like caca to me Senior’.</p><p>“Spaghetti! Can you blame it for trying to eat you? You’re looking like a snack today, of course it’d try itself.” Richie had replied, the remaining of his laugh still evident in his voice before he was thrown the inhaler this time on his forehead.</p><p><br/></p><p class="npf_quote" data-npf='{"subtype":"quote"}'>A/N: aaaah Thank you so much for sending a prompt! I’m sorry I took so long to write it but I was so excited and filled with ideas that I had trouble choosing :’) I hope you like this! And again thank you for the support you are unbelievable.</p><p><a href="https://hawkinsbabe.tumblr.com/ask">♡Send me a ship with a prompt/sentence/song/colour even and I’ll whip up something♡</a></p>
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Post id: 182742547658
Date: Mon, 11 Feb 2019 15:38:25
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/182742547658/16-stanlon-if-ya-want
Slug: 16-stanlon-if-ya-want
Reblog key: EqK0PW7m
Reblog url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/182741627257/16-stanlon-if-ya-want
Reblog name: tinyarmedtrex
16 + stanlon if ya want :)
<p><b>I do want! thank you! 
Stanlon &amp; brand new neighbours au</b></p><p>“Mike you’re the fucking football player, why am I carrying the books and you have the pillows?” Stan heard a voice call up the stairs followed by a deep laugh. </p><p>“Hmm, maybe because you grabbed it and said, ‘Fuck you Mike just because you live at the gym doesn’t mean I can’t carry heavy shit too’. It happened like, five minutes ago Richie.” </p><p>The voice grew closer and Stan knew that he should probably go into his apartment but he wanted to see his new neighbor. Especially since his voice was deep and sexy. So he waited, pretending to fiddle with his keys until he heard footsteps approach. </p><p>Two people emerged from the staircase. The first one, a redhead, was swearing and sweating, looking like he would drop his box any second. The second one though, looked like he could carry a couch on his own. Stan had to stop his jaw from dropping. </p><p>The red head walked directly into the apartment, not pausing to look at Stan but the other man paused, looking at Stan. “Hey, I’m Mike, your new neighbor. Sorry for all the noise.” </p><p>Stan gave him a wave, “Stan. And don’t worry.” He glanced into Mike’s apartment, still full of boxes and bubble wrap. “At least you don’t seem to have ten cats like the last resident did.”</p><p>“Nah, I raise ferrets. They’re all in the car. All two dozen.” He saw Stan’s alarm and laughed. “I’m kidding. I’m pet free, for now at least. I might get a hamster or something.” </p><p>Stan was about to reply when a voice called from inside the apartment. “Mike! What’s a guy got to do to get some water in here? I’m <i>dying</i>!”</p><p>Mike rolled his eyes. “Well, I’ve got to save my friend. See you around.” Stan hoped he didn’t imagine that Mike seemed disappointed to end the conversation so soon too.<br/></p><p>Stan nodded then said, “One more thing?” Mike paused, shifting the box under one of his arms. “There’s an elevator.” He jerked his thumb to the left and Mike laughed.</p><p>“Oh shit, we missed that,” From inside the apartment his friend gave another anguished cry and Mike got a devious look on his face. “But I might not tell Richie that bit of information quite yet.” </p><p>Stan laughed and mimed zipping his lips shut. Mike gave him a small wave and Stan slipped into his apartment, thinking about his new neighbors biceps and smile. <br/></p>
Tags: 2 dozen ferrets oof, c u t e, drabble
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how about bill&rsquo;s heat from your new chapter? got reddie, only stanbrolon and benverly missing!
<p>Let me just say anon, that I absolutely love you. Such a brilliant idea! Here it is for ya, more NSFW Stanbrolon ahead! This time, ABO edition. </p>
<hr><p>“C'mon you two, I’d like to get there
a little early please!” Stan calls as he emerges from the bed room,
his fingers skillfully tying his bowtie without even looking down.
When he walks into the living room, he’s met with the sight of Bill
on his knees in front of Mike, eagerly fumbling with the zipper of
his jeans. Mike gently tugs his soft cock out and brushes the head
over Bill’s lips. They immediately part to take Mike in and his head
begins a quick rhythm. He lets out a long, muffled moan at the
feeling of his alpha growing harder and harder in his mouth with his
bob of his head.</p>
<p>Mike rests his hand on the back of
Bill’s head, “Oh baby, that feels amazing,” he groans, always
more than happy to please his omega. He turns to his head to see
Stan, lightly shaking his head at the scene. Mike’s face is etched
with sympathy for Bill, who not only is coming down from the peak of
his heat but is also facing an entire evening of conversation with
their recently bred friend. Something like that must feel like
torture to Bill right now.</p>
<p>“I don’t think we’re going to be
leaving quite yet,” Mike says gently.</p> <p><a href="https://oldguybones.tumblr.com/post/182722157435/how-about-bills-heat-from-your-new-chapter-got" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: stanbrolon my favs?, oof, nsfw, i never imagined bill as an o but hell yeah man something i can support, fic rec
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okay if you&#039;re still doing nsfw power hour ( even though it&#039;s about to be saturday for me ) maybe just maybe can i get some mike + eddie? you can do whatever you want, however you want just love me some kasplon
<p>YES I’M STILL WORKING ON THESE. NO, PLEASE DO NOT SEND ANYMORE IN. </p><p>Anon, thank you for your patience. Here, have some soft, slow late night Kapslon sex. </p><hr><p><b></b></p><p>“O-oh fuck,” Eddie whispers as Mike kisses his neck gently. They’re still, so still that Eddie can feel his muscles breathing. Mike doesn’t dare move a muscle, not until Eddie gives him that signal. That extremely important signal. Eddie doesn’t give it to him, not yet. He just clutches at the skin of Mike’s back, desperation willing his body to relax, to breath.</p><p>Mike inhales against Eddie’s collarbone and some of the tension bleeds away. They breath together, synchronized in like the beeping of Eddie’s old watch. </p><p>“Eddie,” Mike whispers back and it’s a chorus, a symphony to Eddie’s ears. It drifts up, up, up into the air and takes the rest of Eddie’s tension with him.</p><p>Eddie taps twice on Mike’s shoulder blade and Mike pulls out halfway and slowly rolls his hips back in. It draws something cold out of Eddie and replaces it with warm, something physical that just grows hotter and hotter as they move together. Eddie’s hips roll back to meet Mike’s keeping their leisure paces as Mike continues to mouth at his skin. </p><p>Mike’s name stutters off of Eddie’s lips and it’s agonizing, the way the pleasure is being drawn out. It isn’t fast, it isn’t quick, it isn’t immediately gratifying. Instead, Mike is keeping his tempo, slowly drawing every second out and forcing Eddie to feel, really feel, every single movement. </p><p>There’s something dizzying in the way Mike says Eddie’s name, too. He whispers it, irreverent and beautiful and oh god, Eddie is close. How the fuck is he close? How long have they been going at it? Eddie is so dissolved into their movements, so lost to every single nerve ending that there’s no way he could have ever paid attention to the passing hour. By the time they’ve hit forty-five minutes of lazy, agonizing, slow rolling sex Eddie knows he’s falling apart. </p><p>“Mike, Mike please,” Eddie says and Mike looks up at him with shining eyes. He’s close, too. Eddie knows it. Slowly, mike reaches between them and wraps his hands around Eddie and pumps and Eddie’s mouth falls open, his head falls back, and the world falls away. </p><p>Mike’s hips stutter just a hair faster and he hits that wonderful spot over and over again and not so suddenly Eddie feels his climax hit. The best part, he distantly thinks, is that slow sex gives a slow orgasm. Eddie feels like he’s on cloud nine for another hour. He feels Mike throb and spill into the condom, feels Mike press kiss after kiss on to his face, and feels him clean them both up gently as he slips away into a peaceful sleep with his boyfriends arms wrapped tightly around his side. </p>
Tags: hhhhhhhh, comfort, man soft lovey sex aint sex yall, happy love!, so sweet!, nsfw, drabble
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reddie, 27? 😍
<blockquote><p><b>27</b>: Meeting At a Support Group AU<br/><b>Pairing</b>: Eddie Kaspbrak/Richie Tozier </p></blockquote>
<p>Richie hadn’t wanted to go to the fucking support group. He didn’t <i>need </i>a support group, he had more than enough support from his friends- thank you very fucking much. It wasn’t like he was that upset about it, even. He was more than functioning. He thinks for the circumstances, he might as well be thriving!</p>
<p>Bill had insisted it had really helped him through what happened to Georgie all those years ago. “It had been the uh-uh-only thing that ruh-ruh-really helped at all. Being with puh-puh-people who understand.”</p> <p><a href="http://stephenskings.tumblr.com/post/182713205592" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: awwww my heart goes omph, they love and support each other!, mags and went are angels and love their only son richie tozier 100%, eddie helps him through it!, i adore this!, drabble
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Reddie + 7 :)
<p><b>7. Fake Relationship AU</b></p>
<p><b>A/N:</b> <i>Fair warning, there’s going to be mentions of domestic violence/abuse. This prompt *took* me somewhere, y’all.</i></p>
<hr><p>Richie woke up to frantic banging on his front door.</p>
<p>Groaning, he felt around the nightstand for his glasses, poking his eye as he slid them on. The knocking came again, just as urgent as before. He grumbled and checked his phone.</p>
<p>2:46 AM</p>
<p>On a Thursday.</p>
<p><i>This better be fucking good</i>, he thought.</p> <p><a href="http://eduardokaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/182722456392/reddie-7" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: that is not at all what i expected from a fake dating au, but honestly i love?, love it, i love this, fic rec, reddie
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<blockquote><p><b>22: </b>Two Miserable People <strike>Meeting</strike> at a Wedding AU<br/><b>Pairing</b>: Eddie Kaspbrak/Richie Tozier (Reddie) </p></blockquote>
<p><b><i>ASK BOX CURRENTLY CLOSED TO PROMPTS UNTIL I GET THESE DONE!</i></b></p>
<p>Richie had no goddamn idea what he was doing here. After the Incident five years ago, Richie had cut himself off from all the other Losers, excluding Stan- who simply had not allowed it. He could not think of any reasonable explanation to why he was currently standing in a huge reception hall, after having watched his ex-best friend marry the woman he’d started sleeping with while Richie had still been dating her. </p> <p><a href="http://stephenskings.tumblr.com/post/182723530217" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: well i really want to know an entire backstory!!, ughh, so PERFECT, richie saw it as dismissive, but eddie just cares aw, angst, it’s sweet and angsty and yeah i just adore this so much!!, fic rec
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QUEEN OF STENBROLON PLEASE PLEASE GIVE US THIS SWEET SHIP CARTE BLANCHE IT CAN BE SWEET OR KINKY
<p>Some aged up NSFW Stanbrolon for your enjoyment! Thanks for kicking off power hour, love! </p>
<hr><p>The silk feels soft on his fingertips
as he pulls it tight, twisting the strands into a second knot against
the pale skin of his lovers wrists. “How’s that feel baby love?”
Stan asks, his voice sickly sweet in tone when it’s whispered against
the shell of Bill’s ear.</p>
<p>He struggles slightly against the hold,
unable to budge an inch. He grins ear to ear, “Feels perfect,” he
whispers, his bright blue eyes locking onto Stan’s green ones. A loud
groan escapes his lips when Stan’s fingers brush over his already
hard cock, causing his hips to buck up into the touch.</p>
<p>Stan chuckles, “Something tells me
this isn’t going to be very easy for you,” he murmurs, smirking as
his fingers continue to lightly brush against Bill’s shaft. “But
this is exactly what you wanted, huh?”</p> <p><a href="https://oldguybones.tumblr.com/post/182719426455/queen-of-stenbrolon-please-please-give-us-this" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: oh oh oh, she snAPPED, fic rec, nsfw
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Can you please write some adorable reddie cuddling fluff? I&#039;ve been reading tons of angst and I&#039;m gonna cry 😭
<p><i>with pleasure my dude</i></p><p><i><b>(FYI - they’re a little older in this, nearly 20, as theres a few lil mentions of smexy times and some teasing and making out etc because i don’t write that very much and wanted a change, sue me)</b></i></p><p><i>please listen to tee shirt by birdy to get super cutesy vibes and all the feels &lt;3</i></p><hr><p>It was still dark out when Eddie woke up, squinting up to look out the window at the early morning sky. He checked his watch, seeing it was 5:45 am, and smiled. He still had hours to kill before waking up. He felt something move from underneath him and he turned his head to come face to face with Richie’s sleeping form. And he smiled.</p><p>Richie had snuck in again last night, just before midnight like clockwork, and begged Eddie to just fall asleep on top of him. So he had, and god was he happy he did. Eddie had fallen asleep on his front, leaning on Richie’s shoulder and tucking his face into his neck, softly sighing as Richie stroked the side of his face to help him fall asleep. He had slept for a good few hours until he woke up, but those few hours were pure bliss. </p><p>Richie shifted again and let out some air through his nose before blinking open his eyes slightly. He saw Eddie staring at him and he smiled.</p><p>“You’re staring again.” He whispered. <br/></p><p>“You look cute in the morning.” Eddie said quietly and Richie chuckled, his chest rumbling and making butterflies erupt in Eddie’s stomach. <br/></p><p>“Thank you. You look pretty adorable too.” Richie said, pressing a kiss to Eddie’s forehead. “What time is it? Do we have to get up now?” Richie asked sadly and Eddie shook his head, holding his wrist with the watch on to Richie’s face.<br/></p><p>“We have ages. Go back to sleep if you want.” He said and Richie shrugged.<br/></p><p>“Don’t wanna if you’re gonna be awake.”<br/></p><p>“I’ll fall asleep too. You know I can’t stay away for too long.” Eddie pointed out, and snuggled into Richie’s neck, pressing a kiss at the base of his throat. Richie hummed in appreciation and rested his hand on the side of Eddie’s face, stroking the hairs just behind his ear. Eddie loved it when Richie was gentle with him, compared to how brash and loud he could be outside or with the others. He loved that side of Richie, it was fun and adventurous and he never knew what to expect from him, but soft, sleepy, Richie was his favourite. <br/></p><p>Eddie started pressing soft kisses across Richie’s neck, listening to the soft noises he was making, and then kissed behind his ear, making him shiver. Richie moved away slightly and Eddie whined, trying to kiss him again.</p><p>“I’m way too tired to flip you over right now, please don’t kiss me there until I’m wide awake and ready to go.” Richie joked, but Eddie stopped, knowing he was right. Even though Richie was more dominant in more than one aspect, when Eddie tried to take control he was putty in his hands. Eddie settled on resting the side of his face on the pillow and just staring up at his boyfriend instead. He was so beautiful, all freckles and pale skin and bright, brown eyes. He looked different without his glasses, but a good different. Older, more mature. Less like ‘Trashmouth Tozier’ or ‘Bucky Beaver’ that he had been known as during school. Now, he was just Richie. And Eddie loved just Richie. <br/></p><p>“What are we doing today again?” Richie asked after a short while of peaceful silence.<br/></p><p>“Bev asked us to come to the movies with her and then we’re helping Stan pack for College. After that, nothing.” Eddie said sleepily. Richie nodded.<br/></p><p>“Wanna get dinner tonight?”<br/></p><p>“Not another pizza, Richie. My face is already breaking out from yesturday’s binge.”<br/></p><p>“No,” Richie snorted. “Not pizza. Like, real food. From a restaurant.” Eddie smirked and looked up at him.<br/></p><p>“Are you asking me out on a date, Tozier?” Eddie nearly died when he saw Richie’s face turn a little pink.<br/></p><p>“Would that be so terrible?”<br/></p><p>“Only a little bit.” Eddie teased and Richie rolled his eyes, gently flicking Eddie’s ear.<br/></p><p>“Asshole.” <br/></p><p>“You love me.” Eddie hummed and Richie smiled, kissing his forehead.<br/></p><p>“Yeah, unfortunately.” Eddie scoffed and started to scoot away from him.<br/></p><p>“I’m never snuggling with you again.” He threatened and Richie grabbed him before he could move further away, flipping them over and pinning Eddie underneath him. Eddie let out a breath, not expecting that at all, as Richie beamed down at him. “I thought you were too tired?”<br/></p><p>“I perk up when you start getting fiesty and bratty.” Richie said and Eddie tutted at him.<br/></p><p>“Bratty, pft! As if!” Richie leaned down rubbed his nose against Eddie’s fondly, making his heart melt.<br/></p><p>“You’re so cute when you try to prove me wrong.”<br/></p><p>“I’m not cute, I’m manly!”<br/></p><p>“Shut up, Eddie. You’re adorable.” Richie said, kissing Eddie’s jaw. “Cute, cute, cute!” He kissed his nose, his cheek, and his collarbone for each word and Eddie bit his lip, holding back a smile.</p><p>“If the others could see us right now they’d puke.” He said and Richie laughed.<br/></p><p>“I think Stan would bust a nut, being in the same room as us would be the most action he’s gonna get.”<br/></p><p>“Don’t be mean!” Eddie frowned, swatting Richie’s hand. “Stan is gonna find somebody soon, just you wait.”<br/></p><p>“He still won’t get as much as I do.” Richie raised an eyebrow, making Eddie go red.<br/></p><p>“Shut up. I just put up with your horny ass because I have too.”<br/></p><p>“I never hear you complaining, like, in fact, I always hear you telling me not to stop.”<br/></p><p>“Okay, that’s enough.” Eddie warned, pointing a finger up at him.<br/></p><p>“Billy Boy would be so shocked at the filthy words that have come out of your little mouth, Eds. He’d be asking everyone where his precious little best friend has gone!” Richie grinned. “The answer, by the way, is underneath me. Or on top of me when I’m lazy. Like the good boy he is.”<br/></p><p>“Do you kiss your Mom with that trashy mouth?” Eddie asked. Richie shrugged.<br/></p><p>“No, but I kiss yours. And man does she love it-”<br/></p><p>“Don’t make me say beep beep, you’ve been so good recently.” Eddie groaned and Richie sighed, before flopping onto his side, his arms getting tired. Eddie slowly moved back so he was lying beside him and reached up to move some of Richie’s wild hair out of the way. “You’re beautiful.” Eddie whispered, and for once, Richie didn’t make a joke. He just smiled.<br/></p><p>“So are you. I got real lucky.”<br/></p><p>“Yeah, you did.”<br/></p><p>“Shut up.” Richie teased, pressing his lips to Eddie’s, the two of them lazily moving and intertwining hands. When they eventually broke apart, Richie closed his eyes as Eddie carried on playing with his hair. “Can we, just…stay here forever?”<br/></p><p>“The bed sheets would get so gross.” Eddie grimaced and Richie laughed.</p><p>“I hope you never change, Eds.” He said and kissed him again. Eddie deepened the kiss, running his tongue over Richie’s and pulling his body flush against his. He sighed into his boyfriends mouth and then pulled away, grinning like an idiot. <br/></p><p>“Yeah, let’s stay here forever.”<br/></p>
Tags: fic rec
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OMG OLEASE DO A PART 2 OF THE ROOMATE REDDIE IM DYING ITS SO GOOOOOD
<p><b>Me @ me:</b> <i>You’re gonna drop the ball, don’t do it.</i><br/><b>Me @ this ask:</b> <i>I’m here to drop balls and eat spaghetti. And I’m all out of spaghetti.</i><br/><a href="http://eduardokaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/182624955657/reddie-8" style="">Part <b>[1]</b> Here</a>!</p>
<hr><p>From outside the apartment, Eddie could hear the bass of Richie’s speakers. Rolling his eyes, he tucked the mail into his bag and fumbled with his keys. A wave of warm air hit his face, carrying the scent of onions. In the kitchen, Richie held two meat mallets, smashing a poor chicken breast to the beat of Rock Me Amadeus. He danced around the narrow island counter, bobbing his head to the tune.</p> <p><a href="http://eduardokaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/182776864097/omg-olease-do-a-part-2-of-the-roomate-reddie-im" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: oohhh this isn’t what i was expected but honestly?, 100% perfect, ugh thry love each other so muchhhhh, fic rec
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I&#039;ll take Hanzier for 29 pls
<p><b>29:</b> Going Away to War AU<br/><b>Pairing</b>: Mike Hanlon/Richie Tozier (Hanzier) </p><p>The scrawny kid with glasses was struggling, that much was obvious. Mike had been watching him for some time, almost unable to help himself. Mike always turned back to his own exercises, before the scrawny kid would do something loud and messy to drag Mike’s eyes back to him. He was the exact kind of skinny white kid that Mike was ashamed to find attractive back in high school.</p><p>Mike shook his head, letting himself he was better than that now. </p><p>“Hey, man.” The voice finally reached his ear as the scrawny kid came to sit beside him. He had large glasses on his face and his teeth were too straight- likely from braces in youth, Mike figured- and his face was open with nerves. “You seem… strong.”<br/></p><p>“Are you hitting on me?” Mike asked, unable to help himself. He grinned to himself when the man blushed right red. <br/></p><p>“Oh no,” he shook his head. “I just might… do you think you could help me? This training is kicking my ass, and I’m tired of everybody here looking at me like I’m just… reject. Can you just… please?”</p><p> Mike smiled at him. “What’s your name, kid?”<br/></p><p style="">“Richie. Richie Tozier.” <br/></p><p>“Here’s what you got to do.” <br/></p>
Tags: ooh!, i expected sadness but this was cute!
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reddie &amp; #2?
<p><b>2. Childhood Best Friends AU</b></p>
<p><b>A/N:</b> <i>This one confused me a little bc like………….. this was the book. I got some cute inspo tho, so we’re gonna have muppet babies Reddie.</i></p>
<hr><p>His tongue poked out from the corner of his mouth as he concentrated.</p>
<p>Eddie wanted to make this perfect, which meant: no coloring outside the lines. He was almost completely finished, and so far, no stray marks. Beaming with pride, he looked for his yellow crayon, needing only Big Bird to be filled in before he was finished.</p>
<p>As soon as his crayon touched the paper, something forced his head down, slamming him into the table. His hand jerked, dragging the crayon across the page.</p>
<p>“Watcha colorin’ ya big baby?”<br/></p> <p><a href="http://eduardokaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/182761790458/reddie-2" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: fic rec, adorable
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91 for that prompt thingy
<p>(Thank you so much for sendind this in! I hope you like it &lt;3 I 
went with Reddie because that’s what I’m most used to writing, hope 
that’s okay!)</p><h2>91: Tell me you need me </h2><blockquote><p><a href="https://eds-spaghets.tumblr.com/post/182505651660/drabble-challenge">from this list (anyone can request more!)<br/></a></p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/17759327">Read on AO3</a><br/></p></blockquote><hr><p>Fridays
are the worse, now. </p><p>It
wasn’t like this back in high school, or even during the first year of college.
But now they’re older, flourished, whatever. And now, Eddie likes to go to dumb
college parties every Friday and drag Ben and Richie along. </p><p>The
three of them had planned out everything once they shared that they wanted to
go to the same college. <br/>
They made it happen, stuck together, and to Richie’s request, one of them had
to be his roommate in the dorms. He wouldn’t have it other way. </p><p>At
first, Eddie said no. There’s no way he’d share a small space with someone so
unorganized and “lazy”. But in the three seconds that had followed,
he must have thought about what it would be like to share a room with a
complete stranger, and he changed his mind on the spot. <br/>
Luckily, Ben was more than okay with getting a roommate he never met before.</p><p>With
that said, Richie was very pleased with the outcome. But now… Now, Eddie was
different, finally free from his mother’s watch.<br/>
Richie couldn’t blame him, exactly. The guy missed out on many things, and now
he saw himself on his own, able to do whatever he pleased. So, that’s what he
did. And Richie could only hope Eddie would use his sane brain to think through
everything before actually doing something. </p><p>It
started the first time Eddie said they should go to a party. </p><p>Usually,
Richie went to some, but only Ben had agreed to go with him, once, and Eddie
always refused. So, he went alone when he felt like drinking a little and
unwinding from classes. The surprising factor here was, <i>Eddie</i> showed interest in going to a party. </p><p>They
went, drank a little, enjoyed themselves. Richie had the amazing experience of
seeing Eddie drink something other than beer for the first time. The whole
thing went better than he had expected, in the end.</p><p>But
then, next Friday came around and Richie found himself being dragged to yet
another party. </p><p>It just
bugged him. Eddie wasn’t supposed to be into this. Richie always saw Eddie as
someone different, which wasn’t fair, but he couldn’t shake off the feeling
that seeing Eddie drinking and dancing was something odd. Richie couldn’t even
enjoy the parties, himself. He just stood aside watching him and thinking <i>“What the fuck changed?”</i></p><p>Even Ben
was a little weirded out. They ended up talking about it, the two of them. But
Ben had said that Eddie was happy, and as long as he was careful and conscious,
Richie should support him. </p><p>Richie
tried.</p><p>It
wasn’t like he had the right to think anything about it. It’s not his life,
Eddie can do whatever he wants. Maybe there was something wrong with Richie,
after all, not Eddie. Maybe he was being a shitty, judgmental friend. <br/>
He kept quiet about it, never questioned Eddie or his sudden desire to put himself
out there. But he couldn’t stop himself from keeping an eye out for him every
Friday, even if Eddie stopped asking for their company after a party number four.
Richie counted.</p><p>That’s
how he found himself on wobbling knees a few weeks ago, at the sight of Eddie
kissing a random guy that he could faintly recognize from one of his classes.</p><p>It took
every puff of breath out of Richie’s lungs, and he had to force himself to turn
around and leave before he could set his mind up to go and sock the guy’s nose
out of his face.</p><p>That
night, Richie found himself crying in his small and uncomfortable dorm bed and
blamed it on the little he had to drink.<br/>
By the time he heard Eddie come back and curse under his breath when he
stumbled to find his bed, Richie set his mind to one thing. </p><p>He
wished they weren’t roommates.</p><p>Things
only got worse after that.<br/>
Eddie started getting quieter during the day. Their conversations became drier
and fewer, which broke Richie’s heart for reasons he tried not to understand. </p><p>Eventually,
he did. Richie understood. The feelings he carried and emotions he showed and
hid, everything. Eddie was more important to him than he had actually realized.
</p><p>It
wasn’t so rough coming to terms with that. Richie accepted it easily, but it
only seemed to break him more. Because now he knows what he is facing. The
person he fell for kissing other people, the person he fell for getting
distant, the person he fell for growing in ways Richie wanted to experience
first hand. <br/>
He might have realized all of this months too late, but Richie wished he could
have been the first mouth Eddie’s lips met. Wished he could have been the first
person to dance with him on his first college party, and much more.</p><p>That’s
why it hurt in excruciating ways deep within his chest when, one night, Richie
had to watch Eddie leave the party they were currently at, with another boy who
kept getting his hands all over his body.</p><p>The hardest
part, Eddie seemed into it, eager. Their eyes met for a second and, once again,
Richie had to sip from his cup and turn to leave before giving too much thought
to Eddie’s blown out pupils. He felt sick to his stomach while dragging his
feet to their dorm. </p><p>Eddie.
Eddie touching someone else. Someone else touching Eddie.</p><p>That was
the last thought swimming through Richie’s brain before he allowed himself to
fall on top of the cheap mattress that seemed to have become his best companion
over the last semester.</p><p>So,
maybe the sight of Eddie licking another guy’s mouth open was worth bleaching
your eyes for. But instead of bleach, Richie cleaned his eyes out with
reluctant, embarrassed tears. Because he had no right to cry over Eddie, no
right to blame him for his acts and how they may affect Richie’s feelings that
Eddie doesn’t even know about.</p><p>And
maybe that’s for the best. There’s still a chance to go back, nothing’s ruined
yet. But Richie still cried. His efforts to push away the sick, mental images
of Eddie’s body under someone else’s not working. </p><p>It’s in
those moments that he really wished Eddie and him weren’t roommates, because
the door opened suddenly, and Richie lifted his head up from the tear stained
pillow to stare puzzlingly at the door.</p><p>Eddie
was leaning against it, looking a bit too pink, messed up hair and the shirt
that had been previously tucked inside his jeans was now creased and untidy.
Something inside Richie felt incredibly wrong, and to top it all, Eddie
wouldn’t look at him, instead just going about his business and getting ready
for bed. </p><p>Richie
should have thought before speaking, but he just had to ask. </p><p>“Eds.”
He cleared his throat. “Are you okay?” </p><p>Richie’s
voice must have sounded worse than he realized, because Eddie, who was sitting
on his bed with his back turned to Richie, stopped midway of getting his shoes
off and snapped his neck to face him. </p><p>“Are you
crying?” He asked, incredulous. Richie saw Eddie’s tired expression turn into
one of worry. “What’s wrong?” He got up, one shoe still on the left foot, and
walked over to Richie’s bed. Richie widened his eyes and he shook his head,
curls bouncing. </p><p>“Rich,
you’re crying.” Richie denied it again, giving Eddie some space as the boy
climbed up into bed with him and toed the other shoe off. “Your cheeks are
literally wet.” Eddie gave a short sympathetic smile. “What happened?”</p><p>Richie
let his head fall on the pillows again and took in the sight in front of him.
Eddie smelled like someone else, his own scent barely there, lost under a layer
of sweat and some other boy’s cologne. He was dressed up, far too different
from the things he used to wear before this whole glow up started. Richie tried
to find his Eddie again, in this boy laying beside him. He was scared for a
moment that he wouldn’t. </p><p><i>I’ve lost him</i>, he thought. I’ve lost the most important person
in my life.</p><p>His
mouth worked against his will.</p><p>“I- tell
me you’re still you, that… that I didn’t lose you…” He whispered through weak
sobs, unsure of how to control himself.<i> “Eds,
do you still need me? Tell me you need me.” </i></p><p>Eddie’s
mouth fell open. He was quiet for some time, or long enough for Richie to look
away and regret. He probably didn’t make much sense, Eddie probably thought he
was plainly drunk.</p><p>Finally,
he broke the silence. “…You’re the only person I’ll ever need, Richie.” Eddie’s
scrunched up his eyebrows. “And I’m still me, I’ll always be me.”</p><p>The
words made him look up. He searched every bit of Eddie’s face. </p><p>It was in
his eyes, that always carried something bright, noticeable even in the dark,
that Richie found him. Eddie’s eyes are still the same, uncertain, somewhat
innocent, young, loveable, trustworthy. </p><p>The remaining
tears dried up, Eddie’s words enough to calm him down. Richie nodded and allowed
his gaze to rest upon other places. Eddie’s hands, shoulders, neck. There were
some new marks painting the softest looking skin Richie has ever found. For now,
they were mostly red and pink, soon to become purple, and hopefully quick to
disappear.</p><p>“What
happened?” He spoke softly. That’s when he realized his hand had somehow
travelled to rest against the bruises painting his neck, fingers slowly tracing
them.</p><p>Eddie’s
behaviour changed in a matter of seconds. His cheeks started to tint, and he turned
his body to stare at the ceiling. </p><p>“You’ll
make fun of me.” He whispered. </p><p>“I would
never.” With interest, Richie got up on one elbow, wiped his damp cheeks and
sniffled. “What’s up?” He pocked Eddie’s ribs.</p><p>Shrinking
away from the touch, Eddie shrugged and bit his lip. He didn’t look like he’d
speak any time sooner. </p><p>“I’m
assuming it wasn’t hot, heavy sex ‘cause you were gone for like… fifteen minutes?”
Richie tried to liven up the mood, but it sort of ended up making it worse for
himself. He really didn’t need to know further on the topic. </p><p>Eddie
groaned, clearly embarrassed. “Yeah, fifteen minutes without me and you had a
breakdown, Tozier.” He played right back. </p><p>Richie
stayed quiet, not knowing what to say. Eddie whined after a bit and covered his
face with both hands. “It wasn’t even close to sex…”</p><p>Trying
not to look too pleased, Richie pushed on. “Then what happened?”</p><p>“Nothing
happened. That’s kind of the issue.” Eddie sighed and dropped his hands by his
sides. Correcting himself, he added. “Well, no. Not an issue, I just-” He groaned,
conflicted. “It wouldn’t feel <i>right</i>.”
Eddie finally looked into Richie’s eyes before continuing. “If it was him, I
mean.”</p><p>If he
wasn’t too careful, Richie thought he’d start crying again, for slightly better
reasons, hopefully. “Would if feel right with anyone else?”</p><p>“Not
anyone…” Eddie didn’t look away. “Just, maybe someone-”</p><p>“Bigger?”
Richie’s big mouth ruined, yet another, possibly good moment. </p><p><i>“No!”</i> Immediately, Eddie pinched the bridge of his nose and his features
scrunched up in disgust. “What the fuck, Richie, I knew you’d make fun of me!”</p><p>“I’m not,
I’m not, I swear!” He couldn’t help but chuckle light heartedly through his
stuffy nose. Confidently, Richie lowered his head to rest it upon Eddie’s torso.
“Sorry…” <br/>
He sighed once Eddie’s fingers started to run through his hair. “Is it bad that
that makes me happy?” He whispered.</p><p>“Hm?”
Eddie inquired, his hands not faltering once.</p><p>“That
you didn’t have sex tonight.” Richie clarified. <i>That </i>made Eddie’s actions stop for a second. “Is it bad that I’m happy
about it? Am I an awful person?” His voice sounded small again. <i></i></p><p>Eddie
didn’t speak for a long time, Richie thought that he wouldn’t breathe again
unless Eddie said something. But they just stood there in silence until,
eventually, Eddie resumed his actions of untangling the knots in Richie’s hair.</p><p>“I left a
guy with blue balls, literally ran the fuck out of his room.” Eddie’s words
made both of them chuckle, a tiny layer of nervousness palpable. “I told you it
didn’t feel right.”</p><p>Richie
wasn’t sure if he was supposed to say something back, either that or Eddie was
stuck in what to say next. “You did.”</p><p>“It didn’t
feel right… because it wasn’t you.” Under his hands, Eddie felt Richie’s body
tense up. </p><p>In a
snap, Richie lifted his head up and stared down at Eddie. He had the biggest
dorky smile plastered on his face.</p><p>“It’s not
a joke, right? I’ll never let you live that down, Eds. You’re fucking stuck
with me.” He couldn’t stop his stupid, lovestruck smile. </p><p>Eddie
rolled his eyes, but Richie saw through that. “Sorry I said someth-”</p><p>“Can I
kiss you?” Richie cut him off, too much energy vibrating through his veins at
the moment. He blurted out. “I’ll make it feel right.”</p><p>Eddie simply
smiled, eyes always shiny, and brought both hands up to sit on either side of
Richie’s face, fingers resting behind his ears. He whispered back. </p><p>“I know
you will.”</p><hr><p>(Perma?) Tag List (apparently I have one of those now) <a href="https://tmblr.co/m_SkC0TsmuBpuWnU4zKN-sA">@constantreaderfool</a> <br/><a href="https://tmblr.co/myNd8XWL_LBF9Vg-wgQgbNQ">@mrs-vh</a><br/></p>
Tags: oh i was so sad with eddie going away!, that sweet sweet angst gets me every time, and richie’s too focused on his sadness for me (reader) to realize eddie wants him too, but then it clicks together and they better be happy!!, forever!!, i adore them and this!!, reddie, fic rec, fluff, angst
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<p><b>46. Nanny/Single Parent AU</b></p>
<p><b>A/N:</b> <i>And with that, the ask prompts are done! Thank you all for playing~</i></p>
<hr><p>“Alright buddy, it’s time for bed.”<br/></p>
<p>“Ughhhhhhhhhhhhh-”<br/></p>
<p>“<i>Stevie</i>.”<br/></p>
<p>The three-year-old pouted, a lock of his blonde hair falling into his face. Richie crouched down, not quite level with the child, but at least somewhat closer. He ruffled his hair and, for a fleeting moment, wondered if the blonde hair came from another relative or the surrogate. Shaking his head, he met Stevie’s gaze and held it until Stevie huffed and looked away.</p>
<p>Hoisting him up, Richie blew raspberries on Stevie’s round stomach, chuckling as he shrieked with laughter.</p> <p><a href="http://eduardokaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/182762583592/46-reddie-plssss" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: aboslutely adorable!!!, drabble
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<p>11. Partners in crime</p><p><b>A/N:</b> This is inspired by an rp <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m2Uysgb8uQSkrmmXgtsBl7Q">@trashmouthdiangelo</a> &amp; <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mOxJLKUbM2o5kIaBqg0IFbQ">@tastytozier</a> had that had me dying. Take this as me paying homage to their wonderful writing and the sad fact that most won’t ever get to see this masterpiece.</p><p><i>read on <b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/17706608">ao3</a></b></i></p><p>“Could you please stop narrating everything you do as if you were in a comic book?”<br/></p><p>Stan’s annoyed voice rang through the earpiece Richie had pressed into his ear. Granted Richie had been trying to see Stan’s limit, at which point he would snap, and he was surprised that he didn’t earlier. Hell, up until minutes ago he was still laughing when he sang the ‘Spiderpig’ song from The Simpson movie as he had made his way down the wall of the museum, coming from the vent. </p><p>“Staniel, you love it when I do that.”<br/></p><p>Richie retorted, dropping to the floor once he got the okay from Stan who had disabled the alarm. He knew he shouldn’t be taking his sweet time, looking around the exhibit as if he was just a visitor, but while his pace was faster than just walking but still getting distracted by every piece that was hung on the wall.</p><p>“Up until you started describing titties.”<br/></p><p>“It’s art babe!”<br/></p><p>“'Two round meat that leaks white thingy that isn’t cum (or is drinkable)’ isn’t a very poetic way to describe boobs.”<br/></p><p>“Oh sorry, I’m not Bill.”</p><p>Richie said although a tinge of guilt tugged at his heart as he heard the low grumbled coming from Stan upon hearing his ex’s name. </p><p>“Please just hurry up and get what we are here for so we can go back home.”<br/></p><p><i>Home</i>. Home sounded nice coming from Stan, even if he knew he didn’t mean it the way it rang inside his head. And so his pace got quicker, running through the museum up until he reached the historic part of the museum, looking desperately for the said ancient ‘Shekel’ Stan had seen a week ago. </p><p><i>/</i></p><p><i>“Ancient Shekel such as this one can be sold up <a href="https://www.timesofisrael.com/ancient-shekel-sells-for-1-1-million/">1.1 million dollars</a>!” </i></p><p><i>Bill said astonished by the small token Stan showed him with a small smile, happy to share with him part of his religion and his past seeing as this had been passed down from generation to generation. He knew he would enjoy them, knowing just how much he enjoyed everything that was antic. The smile quickly fell as he heard his boyfriend’s following words;</i></p><p><i>“We could be millionaires!”</i></p><p><i>/</i></p><p>To say Stan regretted showing it to Bill was an understatement. He genuinely never thought he’d do such a thing as steal something that meant so much to him and vanish along with it. For months, months that almost turned into a year, Richie and he had been looking for it, following around any and every Jerusalem exhibit, trying ever so desperately to locate either the Shekel or Bill.</p><p>“Stan!”<br/></p><p>“What? Did you find it?”<br/></p><p>Stan, from behind his computer inside their van, leaned closer to the window as if he’d be able to see what was going on inside the museum, hope dripping like honey out of his mouth. </p><p>“I did Stan! I found it!” <br/></p><p>He heard Richie squeal happily, followed by running footsteps. </p><p>“Oh my god. You did it, Richie. You did it.”<br/></p><p>“We did it, Stan, we did!” <br/></p><p>As soon as Richie reached the van Stan opened the door and jumped on him, tears of pure and utter joy burning their way down his cheeks. Richie’s childish giggle easily rang in his ear, feeling his hand the Shekel into the back pocket of his jeans.</p><p>“God I love you so much, Richie Tozier.”<br/></p><p>He barely noticed the words had come out until he felt Richie step away from him, blue meeting hazel before pink chapped lips met pushed fuschia one. It was messy, uncoordinated as if it was their very first kiss. Maybe way it because of the smile Richie couldn’t contain or the watery giggle that escaped a Stan that found happiness for the first time in months. Whatever the reason was, they didn’t care. It was perfect. Everything was in place. Until it wasn’t.</p><p>Until newfound wetness splattered across his face, tinting his milky skin read. Until Richie’s grip on his wet cheeks went limp and his entire bodyweight slouched on top of him. Until he heard;</p><p>“So you thought you could get it back huh?”<br/></p><p><br/></p><p><b><i><a href="https://hawkinsbabe.tumblr.com/post/182658340355/send-me-a-ship-and-a-number-and-ill-write-a-short">♡Send a Number and a ship♡</a></i></b><br/></p>
Tags: what, what the fuck, he was happy, THEY, were happy, why would you do this, drabble
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<p>fdjklasfj;dkla you’re just trying to kill me aren’t u. fine. u want angst? i will give u double angst!!!!</p>
<p><b>falling in love with your best friend’s partner</b></p>
<p>Eddie sits in the corner of the party, sipping ginger ale, legs curled under his body at an odd angle. He is immensely uncomfortable, which is stupid, because this is Bill’s house. He’s never been uncomfortable at Bill’s house in his entire life, but watching Richie drunkenly flit from person to person, flirting shamelessly, sets off a buzzing under his skin that he can’t quite shake.</p> <p><a href="http://ravenclawtozier.tumblr.com/post/182645928815/reddie-43" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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<p><b><i>40. exes meeting again after not speaking for years au</i></b></p><p>The clinic was packed, something about the full moon and the warm weather seemed to cause common sense to jump out of the window. It was a broken arm here, a busted face there…hell he even had a young man who had a very intimate item shoved so far up his ass that he needed to be sent to surgery. Eddie could feel another migraine coming on, his temples throbbing and nose burning. With only six hours of his sixteen hour shift down, there was a long way to go before he felt the sweet release of his bed. </p><p>Grabbing the next folder he glanced at the name, not registering it whatsoever. Standard case, car crash with a broken nose. In and out in ten minutes if he was lucky, twenty if the guy was a talker. Clearing the nonchalant tone  in his voice he pulled back the curtain, stepping in and closing the barrier behind him. </p><p>“Alright Mr-” He paused rereading the name. “Tozier? Wait, Tozier? I know that name are you-” The question stopped because there sitting in the bed with a bloody rag pressed against his face sparked his memory. “Holy shit, Richie?” </p><p>“Huh?” The man sputtered, squinting his eyes and lowering his rag to reveal a very bruised, very broken face. “I can’t see, do I know you?” </p><p>Right, glasses. Eddie distinctly remembered thick lenses that used to stare back at him in dim lighting. They must have been crushed in the crash, or lost along the way here. The man still had his awkwardness- his limbs too long for his body, his hair hanging past his ears and into his face-the sharpness in his face had softened, making him look almost tangible. It made Eddie forget all professionalism, stumbling for a minute before regaining composure. “Sorry, I’m Eddie, Eddie Kaspbrak. I don’t know if you remember me but we used to-”</p><p>Richie’s face lit up, making Eddie’s heart flip. “Fuck is it really you Eds?” There was a chuckle between them, and Eddie wasn’t sure why he himself was laughing. “Goddamn, you really did become a doctor huh? Should have locked that down when I had a chance!”</p><p>Rolling his eyes Eddie replied, “It was three dates and one night.” One amazing, magical night that ended with Eddie out of breath and wanting more. “And last I remembered you were running around getting wasted and stripping down naked and running though the streets.” </p><p>“I’m actually still doing that, except now I get paid for it.” Richie puffed his chest out proudly, “I’m a comedian.” </p><p>“So that civil arts degree didn’t work out for ya huh?” Eddie jested, pulling the stoll from across the room so that he could sit before his patient. There was a second the expected Richie to shoot back but it passed as he shrugged and smiled. Putting on his official doctor voice he continued, “So a broken nose? I’ll have to set that and-”</p><p>“Are you married?” </p><p>Eddie choked, sputtering out a small, “No?” </p><p>“Me either.” </p><p>“Okay?” Eddie raised a brow, not sure where that came from but brushing it off anyways. “Like I was saying, your nose is clearly broken so I’m going to have to set it.” Putting down the chart he leaned forward, hearing the hitch in Richie’s breath as he grazed the bruised skin. “Alright, on three.” Richie nodded, winching as Eddie placed his thumbs on either side. “One, two-” Without warning he snapped the cartilage into its rightful shape, causing Richie to scream out in pain and pull out of Eddie’s grasp. </p><p>“Ow, fucking christ!”  Richie yelped, rocking back and forth in pain. “Fuck, fuck fuck fuck!” </p><p>“Still have that trashmouth I see.” The doctor smirked, pulling out his prescription pad and writing down the usual dosage. “Do you have any other complaints? Pain in the chest, head or back? Anything else damaged from your car accident?”</p><p>“Just my pride apparently.” </p><p>“Well that can be cured by a stiff drink.” Eddie joked, ripping the paper and placing it into Richie’s palm. When he pulled it back there was a small tug, Richie’s long fingers wrapping around his wrist stealing his actions. It was quiet for a moment, Eddie’s looking down at the man with wide eyes. The trashmouth was squinting again, so hard that Eddie was afraid he was going to have to pry his eyelids back open. </p><p>“I can’t tell if your cute or if you are a white blob monster sent down to kill me.” Richie said, letting go of Eddie and leaning back. “I’m willing to take that bet and take you to dinner some time?” At first it sounded smooth before turning into an uncertain question with a small squeek to finish it off. </p><p>“Are you asking me out on a date?” </p><p>“Well another one yeah.” </p><p>Eddie could feel his heart skip, his knees going weak and head spin. Despite every goddamn rule he had made up for himself, the very thing that made him on of the favorites among his colleagues and patients he answered. “Sure, I can do dinner.” </p><p>“Really? I mean yeah cool, cool cool cool.” Richie sounded so dorky then, and Eddie couldn’t help but fall. “Awesomesauce.” </p><p>Laughing, Eddie pulled out his pad again, only this time jotting his information down instead of pain meds. “Alright weirdo, here’s my number so just call me okay?” </p><p>“Okay.” Richie replied, taking the paper, his grin spreading ear to ear. </p><p>Eddie smirked, “Okay.” </p>
Tags: adorable!!, and i was expecting this to be v angsty and make me close to tears, but nice sweet fluff!, drabble
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<p><b>14: Lab Partners AU</b></p>
<p><b>A/N:</b> <i>THANK YOU GIRLIE!!!!! C’mon let’s get this bread, lab partners is it!!!</i></p>
<hr><p>Only Eddie could manage to get Richie interested in science.</p>
<p>He clicked through the dials on the microscope, seeing no change in the bacteria they were allegedly studying. His mouth twisted; he was running out of things to distract him, and Eddie was still going on.</p> <p><a href="http://eduardokaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/182619180452/reddie-14-or-anything-nat-go-buck-wild" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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wifeyyy. can i get one stozier with &ldquo;I lost a bet to you and the circumstances were supposed to be a joke but I took them seriously&rdquo; sex pleaseee? &lt;3
<p>Hello my dear! Finally delivering a stozier for you! </p>
<h2>Richie’s Down &amp; Dirty Cleaning Service</h2>
<p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/17696606">Read here on AO3</a> </b></p>
<p><b>Rated E </b></p>
<p>	Stan sighed deeply as he looked at Richie again. He couldn’t get over that he was really doing this. He knew he shouldn’t be surprised, Richie was never one to half ass anything but this- </p>
<p> “Richie, really, you don’t need to do this. It was a stupid bet.”</p>
<p>	“Now, dear Staniel,” Richie tickled his nose with the feather duster. “I have never welched on a bet before and I do not intend to start now.” Richie turned back around, continuing his dusting of Stan’s already meticulously clean apartment. </p>
<p>	Pinching the bridge of his nose Stan looked away. It wasn’t just that Richie was there to clean his apartment. It was the outfit he was wearing while doing it. He had rented a french maid’s outfit- complete with the little hat, very short skirt and fishnet stockings. Stan had gaped at him when he opened the door and saw that outfit. Richie’s only comment was ‘If I’m doing this I’m playing the part.’</p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/182639514687/wifeyyy-can-i-get-one-stozier-with-i-lost-a-bet" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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<p><b>33.</b> <b>Celebrity/Fan AU</b></p>
<p>

<b>A/N:</b> <i>Y’all asked for rock star Richie right? No? Oooof, tough cookies baby. (Also it features some drag Eddie, y’all babies have fun.) I hope you like it girl &lt;3

</i><br/></p>
<hr><p>“Why don’t you change your stage name to Eddie Spaghetti?”<br/></p>
<p>“I’ll cut the strings on every last guitar you own if you suggest that again, Richard Tozier.”<br/></p>
<p>Richie shushed Eddie dramatically, holding his finger to his lips and looking around as if they weren’t the only two in the studio.</p> <p><a href="http://eduardokaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/182618324082/reddie-33" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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<p><b>10: </b>High School Popular Kid &amp; Nerd AU<br/><b>Pairing</b>: Eddie Kaspbrak/Richie Tozier (Reddie) </p>
<p>Send me an AU from<b> <a href="http://stephenskings.tumblr.com/post/182616115687">this list</a></b> and a ship, and I’ll write you a mini fic! </p>
<p>Richie had gotten better at dodging bullies, but that wasn’t to say he was <i>good </i>at it. He was still half blind with his glasses off, but sometimes being blind was better than wearing those giant coke-bottle rimmed fucks. </p>
<p>“Watch where you’re going, Bucky Beaver!” Patrick Hockstetter- at least it sounded like him, but Richie couldn’t see so- shouted after him down the hallways as he and his dirty douche bag friends walked away. Richie let himself slump against the lockers and whacked his head against it. <br/></p> <p><a href="http://stephenskings.tumblr.com/post/182619106602" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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41 + reddie please (did i do it right this time?)
<p><b>41. Ghost/Living Person AU</b></p>
<p><b>A/N:</b> <i>Yes ma’am I got it, thank you so much! Please enjoy~</i></p>
<hr><p>With utmost certainty, Eddie could say he preferred being with Richie than without.</p> <p><a href="http://eduardokaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/182622732477/41-reddie-please-did-i-do-it-right-this-time" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: why the fuck do you keep breaking my heart i stg, reddie, drabble, this was much darker man
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<p><b>8. Roomates AU (oh my God they were roommates)</b></p>
<p><b>A/N:</b> <i>Thank you, lovely, I hope you like filth!</i></p>
<hr><p>Eddie covered his mouth, his eyes bulging from his skull. He had two options: stay here in the closet and avoid the awkwardness (but wallow in how ironic it was after all these years out, suddenly being back in), or barge out and let Richie know he was caught.</p> <p><a href="http://eduardokaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/182624955657/reddie-8" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: oh my god they did that, they were roommates, drabble, nsfw, ish?
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Reddie + 18? 💛
<p><b>18. Waking Up With Amnesia AU</b></p>
<p><b>A/N:</b> <i>Ooooooooh baby, this is gonna get sad.</i></p>
<hr><p><i>“I love you, Sugarbear,” Richie said, smiling from ear to ear.</i><br/></p>
<p>That was the last thing he said to Eddie Kaspbrak as he knew him.</p>
<p>At least he made his final words count.</p> <p><a href="http://eduardokaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/182623833357/reddie-18" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: what the FUCK, what the fuck this is, HOW COULD YOU OH MY GOD, i’m just.. rereading over and over and thinking, this really gets me gd
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<p><b>1. Soulmates AU: in which the first words your soulmate says to you will appear on your body when you both turn 16.</b></p>
<p><b>A/N: </b><i>I’ve been so excited to do a soulmates au cause I’ve seen so many posts about it so thank you anon! Hopefully this is what you came for~</i></p>
<hr><p>Eddie was not a violent person, not by any means. Sure, he could hold his own in a fight. He absolutely threw the first rock in many a rock war. His hands were dirtied and cut up from hours of working on his motorbike (a labor of love which surely gave poor Sonia a heart attack).</p>
<p>But there were some things a young man couldn’t take.</p> <p><a href="http://eduardokaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/182621929452/reddie-1" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reddie, soulmates, fic rec, this is adorable!
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poc in fandoms, stir the pot Em &gt;:)
<p>POC in the fandom aren’t treated very well (here and in other fandoms). I’ve watched people grow to love Mike, and there ARE 100% def people who have loved him from the start, but the Mike love and Mike ships didn’t really start until people started to call out about it. And Mike’s character was super erased in the movie. Like. Super. He is genuinely the most important person in the book. You can’t change my mind on that. He is the REASON the losers come back to Derry. And a lot of the time he is reduced to nothing but sports (he was a footballer in the book so sometimes its valid) and soft uwu boy. Let mike have multi dimensions 2019</p><p>I want everyone to know I’m guilty of this, too. I don’t often write Mike and I overlook him on a subconscious level more than I want to. Part of being a white person in this world is understanding our level of racial priv and ACTIVELY WORKING against it. I make efforts to explore Mike, support his ships, and read content on him. I make intentional efforts to support POC creators on this site. I’m not perfect. I’m part of the problem. But I am working to be part of the solution. I am thankful to have a creator like Moe here to nudge conversation, educate, and bring awareness about racial issues in fandom to light. I value her as a creator, as a PERSON, and especially as a woman of color. </p><h2><a href="http://reddie-for-anything.tumblr.com/ask">Come get some tea☕️</a></h2>
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Mike/Eddie for 50 please 👀
<p><i><b>50</b>: Going through a divorce AU</i></p>
<p><b>Pairing</b>: Mike Hanlon/Eddie Kaspbrak (Kasplon) + mentioned Bev/Richie and implied Mike/Bill. </p>
<p><b>A/N:</b> WHy do you want people to be unhappy with me</p> <p><a href="http://stephenskings.tumblr.com/post/182617366887" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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<p><b>best friend’s sibling au:</b> stozier (hope that’s okay!!)</p>
<ul><li>i uh fucked up and wrote a sibling’s best friend au instead and JUST NOTICED my b my b hope u enjoy anyway<br/></li></ul><hr><p>Hannah settles across from Stan at the kitchen island, face blank. She leans forward, long hair brushing the counter top. Stan takes a very pointed bite of his toast and asks, one eyebrow raised, “Can I help you?”</p>
<p>Her face splits into a shit-eating grin. Stan is immediately wary. “Richie’s coming over today,” she says, faux casual and entirely too malicious for this early in the morning.</p>
<p>Stan promptly chokes.</p> <p><a href="http://ravenclawtozier.tumblr.com/post/182620571430/stozier-or-beverie-21" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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hey chris! can u write eddie getting eaten out by richie and then mike (wheeler ofc) walking in
<p>[this isn’t abo if you wanted it sryyyy] </p><p>They were tangled up in the sheets, giggling and gasping together as if they were in their own little world. Richie continued to quietly hush Eddie as he gasped and squealed weakly, kicking and gripping onto the sheets for dear life. Richie bit at Eddie’s inner thigh, “You’re too loud, baby!” he lavished his thighs with swipes of his tongue and kisses, and that only made Eddie squirm more. </p><p>“Are you gonna do it?” Eddie asked quietly, looking down at Richie. It was late, the sun had been gone for a long while so Richie wasn’t sure if Eddie really was looking at him.<br/></p><p>“Am I gonna do what?” Richie asked, with one hand spreading Eddie’s thigh, and the other hooked underneath his lovers knee.<br/></p><p>“You know…” Eddie trailed off, squirming a little when Richie remained silent. Richie sighed and nuzzled his face against Eddie’s thigh again, smiling when quiet, hitched breaths fell past Eddie’s lips again. <br/></p><p>“Baby, I won’t know unless you tell me. You know that.” Richie’s lips gently dragged up from Eddie’s thigh to his hips, gently biting at the sharp bones and eliciting more squeals of pleasure from Eddie. <br/></p><p>“Please Richie, eat me out? Please? Won’t you? I know you secretly like it.” <br/></p><p>Richie rolled his eyes. Eddie didn’t <i>need</i> to say the last part. It was obvious how much Richie liked doing it. He was a passionate lover, and he really liked to watch Eddie come from a good tongue-fucking. “Since I’m so generous,” Richie murmured, looking between Eddie’s thighs– it was too dark underneath the sheets, quite stuffy too. He was surprised he was even breathing still. His legs were sticking out of the comforter, and he could feel a slight draft. If Eddie pulled the damn thing up any higher, his ass would be on display to anyone who barged in that day.</p><p>Eddie’s strangled moan was a tell tale sign that Richie was doing something right, at least. He pressed his face between Eddie’s legs and let his tongue swipe against his hole. He could already tell that he, himself, was hungry to taste his lover. His arms snaked around Eddie’s thighs and pulled him closer to him, sucking and licking hungrily into his now weeping boyfriend.</p><p>Shrill cries were evident, probably loud enough to be heard down the halls. He nearly pulled away to tell Eddie to hush up, only for Eddie to growl and grip him by the curls, shoving him back down to do his job. Richie felt drunk on pleasure, his hands gripping him tighter as he licked in deeper. Hearing Eddie’s cries of bliss was addicting, the ultimate pleasure was knowing that he was giving Eddie something he desperately craved.</p><p>“–Oh fuck, <i>Mike</i>–” Eddie grunted, his body flying forward to sit up, successfully locking his legs around Richie’s head to keep him in place. Richie spluttered and froze when he heard Mike’s annoyed tone.<br/></p><p>“Are you guys serious?”<br/></p><p>Richie tried to sit up, but Eddie’s legs kept his head firmly on the mattress. Richie grunted when Mike’s hand wandered up his legs, slipping past the comforter to give his ass a squeeze. “Hey Richie.” He grunted again. “Why must you always have fun without me?” Mike asked as he placed a gentle kiss on Eddie’s lips.</p><p>“I have Richie’s head pinned, you wanna fuck him?”<br/></p><p>Richie screamed when he felt a hand touch his ass.</p>
Tags: nsfw, drabble, wheelzierbrak, i love them ugh
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omg can you please do the soulmate thing when the other lies it shows up on their skin but for reddie? xox
<p>I can definitely try! I actually haven’t ever written either of them (fun fact, I rp as Stanley so if you’ve ever got a craving hmu) but I won’t turn down a challenge!</p>

<p>•Richie and Eddie always sorta knew they were soulmates, it was rather obvious <br/>
•Richie has Eddie’s handwriting on his inner wrist that says ‘I hate when you call me Eds’. Eddie doesn’t know it’s there. <br/>
•The lie that Eddie does know is there is one that no matter how many times Richie brings it up, he refuses to talk about it and even insists he hides it. <br/>
•It’s on his upper arm so with his Hawaiian shirts it’s easily covered but…<br/>
•Don’t tell anyone I told you this but the lie says “I love my mom”<br/>
•Eddie has a lot more lies on his arm that Richie has said that he wants, ranging from stupid ones like ‘It’s for your mom’ to rather serious ones that im sure you can imagine on your own. <br/>
•Richie lies easily, even to Eddie, but he never realized how much it’d matter. <br/>
•Eddie can pinpoint lies now before they even appear on his skin and every time it happens he tells Richie to tell him the truth <br/>
•One day, he and Richie are talking and Richie’s upset about something. Eddie asks him what it is and without hesitation Richie says, “My parents hate me and it’s all my fault, how about you?”<br/>
•Eddie doesn’t believe him and insists he tells the truth but Richie insists that he isn’t joking<br/>
•Eddie gets incredibly agitated with him and snaps<br/>
•&quot;You’re always fucking lying and it isn’t good for either of us and you’re so stupid some times, you lie for no reason so why is this so fucking important?“<br/>
•He storms off, leaving Richie in shock and (though he wouldn’t ever admit it, tears). He can only whisper to himself that he’s not a liar, which is also, unsurprisingly… a lie. <br/>
•The words “My parents hate me and it’s all my fault, how about you?” never appear on Eddie’s skin.</p>
Tags: 
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79 97
<blockquote><p>NSFW AHEAD. LATE TWENTIES MARRIED REDDIE</p></blockquote>
<p>The very moment they stumble through
the doorway of the restaurant bathroom, they’re all over each other.
There’s a desperate clash of teeth as the two bodies collide in a
wild frenzy of passion. Hips grind together almost frantically, heads
thrown back in pleasure. They’ve barely been in private for a minute,
but the tension had been building for an entire evening of sly
glances and stealthy under the table touches.  </p>
<p>Grinning wickedly, Richie spins Eddie
around so his chest is pressed against the door. His hips are
pressing firmly against Eddie, now grinding against his clothed ass.
His hands, which were tightly gripping his hips, move around to the
front of his jeans, fingers deftly working open the button and
sliding the zipper down.</p> <p><a href="https://oldguybones.tumblr.com/post/177776626950/79-97" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: nsfw, reddie, oof!!, i love a smutty yet domestic married reddie, mah HEART
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28 -Reddie
<p>

<b>Reddie &amp; knocking on the wrong door au</b><br/></p><p>Eddie frowned as he heard a knock on his door. It was a quiet Saturday and he was home alone, not expecting anyone. “Coming!” He called as the knocking continued, persistent and a little obnoxious. </p><p>He opened the door and his mouth fell open. On the other side was a man in a sort of police uniform. Except it was clearly the stripper version of the outfit.  The shirt was far too tight and Eddie had never seen a police officer in such short shorts. He was cute though, leaning against Eddie’s door frame, playing with a pair of handcuffs on his hips. Eddie took all this in before the stranger even spoke.</p><p>The fake officer began to tip his sunglasses to the bridge of his nose and said, “Ben Handsome I’m here to-” The glasses were off and he saw Eddie, wearing his sweatpants and pajama shirt. “You’re not Ben!” He said accusingly. Then he gave Eddie a much slower look. “You’re much <i>much</i> cuter.” He added with a wink. </p><p>Eddie chuckled, shaking his head. “I think you want that apartment.” He said, pointing to the door down the hall where loud music was coming through the door. </p><p>“Aw shit.” The man looked to the door and shrugged. “I’ve never been to his place.” He explained. “He’s marrying my friend and I wanted to make sure he was serious about it.” </p><p>“Hence the outfit?” Eddie asked, taking another, longer look at this stranger. </p><p>He grinned, tipping his hat to Eddie. “Richie Tozier, fake cop.”</p><p>“Eddie Kaspbrak, wrong apartment.” Eddie gave him a little wave.</p><p> Richie took his hat off, looking from Eddie to the apartment. “Well now I’m torn. I have a bachelor’s party waiting for me but a cute boy right here. It’s a real Sophia’s choice.” </p><p>Eddie clucked his tongue. “Whatever will you do?” He asked, leaning against his door. </p><p>Richie chewed on his lip in what Eddie decided was a very attractive way. Then, abruptly, Richie snapped his fingers. “I’ve got it. You come with me, cute wrong apartment boy. Be my date.” </p><p>“To your friend’s bachelor party?” Richie nodded. “I’m a little underdressed.” He gestured at himself. </p><p>Richie was undeterred. “Pull out your own sexy cop outfit, it’ll be a couple’s costume.” Richie held his hand out, “Come on Eds, what do you say?” </p>
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Beverie where Richie gets to ride Bev&#039;s pretty pink and purple galaxy strap on.
<p>Xan this prompt ruined me jesus fucking christ it’s SO THEM. </p><hr><p><b></b></p><p>Bev really didn’t expect things to go as well as they did. It started out as a joke, really. Richie was out at work and Bev couldn’t help the mischievous thoughts that popped into her head. He was due home at around 9pm and she sent him a text saying she wanted to spice things up in the bedroom. Naturally, Richie responded enthusiastically. Tons of eggplant emojis, the tongue emoji, the thumbs up emoji, all the works. Typical Richie. But she wasn’t expecting the enthusiasm to double, maybe triple when he walked in to see her on the bed, completely naked, and with a pink and purple galaxy strap on fasted to her hips. </p><p>“Come on, Richie,” she said, eyes shining in the dim light, “let me take you for a ride.”</p><p>And instead of blanching like she thought he would, he dropped his briefcase, ripped his shirt over his head, and launched himself onto the bed. </p><p>He kissed her with so much passion, so much heat, then Bev could feel herself getting wet just from his lips alone. She almost abandoned the idea, because fuck he was so hard and she was so ready, but she couldn’t. Even though the strap on was a byproduct from her last girlfriend and this whole thing was supposed to be a prank, she couldn’t shake the idea and neither could Richie apparently. </p><p>“I didn’t know you could read minds, Ms. Marsh,” he asked her and whoops. It looks like Beverly Marsh was going to fuck Richie Tozier for a change. </p><p>Fast forward, and now Richie is on his knees, ass on full display as he preps himself and Bev watches. She’s propped up against the headboard, watching the way his fingers slip in and out of himself and maybe, just maybe, she’s touching herself a little bit. But who could blame her! This is ridiculously hot! Richie’s got this fucked out look in his eyes and they haven’t even started yet. </p><p>“You’re good at this, sweetheart,” she asks, “do it often?”</p><p>It’s a teasing question but truth lies behind it. Richie is good. He gets three fingers deep in no time and he’s drooling on the mattress. “Don’t you want to know, princess?”</p><p>“Yeah, I do.”</p><p>“Once a week, minimum.”</p><p>Fuck. Once a week? Where the fuck was Bev when this was going down? She knew he was bisexual, too, Jesus Christ that’s one of the first things they bonded on! But she didn’t know if he was a top of bottom. Judging by the way he railed into her, she always thought top. Maybe she should have asked. </p><p>“You’re so hot like this, baby,” she says and Richie keens a little bit. </p><p>“How do you want me? Like this?” He asks and she does, kind of, but there’s something else she wants more. </p><p>She grabs the lube from where Richie abandoned it on the covers and quickly slicks up the silicon. Then she pats her lap and says, “Hop on, lover boy.”</p><p>Richie scrambles off the bed, then on again. He crawls up her body and settled one hand on her shoulders while the other lines up the colorful attachment. </p><p>“God, I’ve dreamed about this moment,” he says and then he sinks down. He moves slowly, clearly not used to the size and width of the strap on. His face is a montage of expressions and his voice a symphony of music. He settles, letting himself adjust. Bev’s hands move from his hips to his chest to his arms, rubbing gentle circles in his skin until he’s ready to move. He does, lifting his hips gently and soothing them back down, finding a pace that is enjoyable for himself. </p><p>As he fucks himself down on Bev’s silicon dick, Bev just watches. She instinctually raises her hips to meet his, letting him set the pace and force. He moans lewdly, eyes glazed over and never breaking contact with hers. It’s fucking beautiful. A pink tint paints his face, his chest, and his ears and he works himself down.</p><p>“You fuck me so good, Bev. I’ve always wanted this. You’re so hot when you’re in control. Love when you ride my dick just as much as when you fuck me with yours,” he babbles because in true Richie fashion, he can’t even keep himself quiet during sex. She doesn’t really want him to, though. She loves his voice, his moans, his raunchy words. </p><p>He surprises her, though, when he suddenly shifts the pace. He starts slamming his hips down, crying out as he chases his own pleasure. She half expected that, half knew it was coming. Something inside him always snaps and his pace always goes from leisure and fun to hard and frantic. </p><p>What surprises her the most is the change in his eyes. They go from blissed out and rolled back to determined and fiery. He braces on hand on her thigh and leans back. His free hand dips between her lips, nudging her thighs apart. He slips too fingers into her wet heat and matches his own relentless pace. His fingers slam in and out of her as he slams himself down onto her. The pleasure is intoxicating, but also somehow challenging. Fuck you, Richie. This wasn’t supposed to be a competition.</p><p>In retaliation, she grabs his dick and strips it. The rooms is full of obscene sounds, their voices, the sound of skin on skin, the slick noises of Richie’s fingers and Bev’s hand. It doesn’t take long for them both to build up from here. It’s so fast, so rough, so intense and Bev feels herself clench down on Richie as she cums, voice high and breathy. Richie follows almost instantly, spilling over her hand and breasts and his own chest. God, they’re fucking disgusting. Between the lube and both of their own bodily fluids, the bed is a fucking mess. They’re going to have to change the sheets before bed. </p><p>They’re probably gonna have to change the sheets again tomorrow. </p><p>Fuck. They should probably buy more sets of sheets. </p>
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Could you do 18? For the drabble challenge thing.
<p>18. “What’s the matter, sweetie?”<br/></p><p>Didn’t clarify what characters/pairing so Im just gonna make some good ole’ fashioned Reddie</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/17718350">Read on ao3</a></p><hr><p>Eddie was not having a nice night.</p><p>Dinner had been painfully long. All he wanted to do was go up to his room in solitude, but he knew if he ate too quickly, or left his food untouched, his mother would only make things worse.</p><p>“<i><b>What’s the matter, sweetie?</b></i>” She would say. “<i>Does your stomach hurt? Do you need some medicine? A visit to the doctor’s?</i>” She would ask them like they were really questions, but no matter what Eddie would answer, all Sonia would hear was “Yes” and shove unnecessary pills down his throat. Eddie had to suppress a gag at the thought.<br/></p><p>Eddie had managed to keep it together until he finally got to his room. The second he shut the door, he grabbed the pillow off of his bed and shoved it against his face to muffle his sobs. There was no lock on his door, so if Sonia heard him crying, she would no doubt burst in uninvited.</p><p>He lied down and curled up on his bed, nearly suffocating himself with his pillow. He would only lift his head every few seconds to take in a shaky breath. before once again burying his face.</p><p>If it weren’t for those little breaks, he might’ve missed the tapping on his window.</p><p>Eddie looked over at the window, only mildly surprised to see a certain Trashmouth sitting on the roof outside his window. Quickly, he got up and rushed over, opening the window, sparing Richie the usual ‘Do you have any idea how dangerous it is to climb up here?!’ spiel.</p><p>“Hey, Eds- What’s wrong…?” Richie spoke quietly, his grin disappearing the second he noticed the tears staining Eddie’s face and the redness in his eyes. Sniffling, Eddie said nothing, and simply pulled Richie into a hug the second he set foot into the room. There was a split second of hesitation, before Richie hugged him back tightly.<br/></p><p>The two boys stood there, Eddie muffling his sobs into Richie’s shoulder and Richie rubbing his back comfortingly, a somehow comfortable silence settling between them.</p><p>Eventually, Eddie pulled out of the hug, still sniffling but no longer full-on crying. Richie carefully took his face in his hands, gently wiping away some remaining tears from his cheeks. Softly, he whispered, “Rough day…?” Eddie only gave a nod in response.</p><p>Richie frowned, “Do you wanna talk about it…?”</p><p>Eddie shook his head. Richie gave an understanding nod, before gently kissing Eddie’s forehead.</p><p>“It’s okay, you don’t have to…” Richie murmured, his nose pressed into Eddie’s hair and his breath warm against his forehead, bringing him more comfort than he’d care to admit.<br/></p><p>Without much thought, he hugged Richie again, burying his face into his neck. This time, there was no hesitation when Richie hugged him back tightly. He carefully pulled them over to the bed, sitting down and pulling Eddie into his lap.</p><p>Eddie wasn’t sure if he would ever get around to telling Richie about his day, but that didn’t matter to him. All he wanted was for him to stay as long as he could, perhaps even the entire night…</p>
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Reddie &amp; prostitute/client au pleassseee
<p><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A">@tinyarmedtrex</a> thank you for the prompt Amelia 😘 have some angst. Ps this is a Moulin Rouge au</p><p>* * * * * </p><p>They were a ticking time bomb ready to go off at any given moment. They knew that, the two of them, when they started up this love affair but it didn’t stop them, oh no. In fact, it seemed to spur them on, making more excuses to spend time together, writing a secret love song into the musical, right under the Duke’s nose.</p><p>They were a ticking time bomb. They were never meant to have their happily ever after, no matter how much they fooled themselves into believing that it was even possible.</p><p>It must have been the look on Eddie’s face that gave him away, as he entered the small apartment Richie was living in with the other musical performers, as Richie’s smile fell the second they locked eyes. “What is it? What’s wrong?”</p><p>Instead of crossing the room and falling into Richie’s arms like he would have done, Eddie took a seat on the edge of the sofa, looking down and willing away any tears that threatened to fall. He had to be the strong one here, he always had to be the strong one. “Our time is up, Richie.”</p><p>There was a silence, followed by light footsteps as Richie crossed the room to kneel in front of him. He took Eddie’s soft hands in his own, calloused ones and rubbed his thumbs over his knuckles, “What is that supposed to mean?”</p><p>Eddie looked up, his grey eyes staring into Richie’s blue ones, those eyes that he loved so much. “What it means is…is that I have to sleep with the Duke. Tonight. Or he won’t fund the Moulin Rouge.”</p><p>The hands that were holding Eddie’s so tightly, lost some of their grip and Eddie scrunched his eyes shut tight. Richie’s breathing had turned a little harsher, “No, no Eds…”</p><p>With a shake of his head, Eddie placed a hand on Richie’s chest, “Richie…this is my job. You- you know this.”</p><p>“I don’t care!” Richie hissed, regripping the hold on Eddie’s hands.</p><p>“Richie you promised,” Eddie whispered, opening his eyes again. “You promised me you wouldn’t get jealous.”</p><p>The hands let go of Eddie’s and moved to cup his cheeks instead, holding his face firm yet gentle, “I know, but- Eds…I love you. You can’t sleep with him. You can’t.” </p><p>Eddie opened his mouth to respond but he was met by Richie’s lips instead, kissing him all over. His cheeks, his nose, his eyelids, his forehead and back to his lips. As if reminding him of how much they loved each other. Of how much they <i>love</i> each other. “Richie…he’s waiting. I have to go.”</p><p>“No,” Richie grip tightened on him, his voice cracking. Eddie knew, without having to look at Richie’s face that he was crying. It was taking everything he had not to cry along with him. </p><p>With a shuddering breath, Eddie moved his head so his lips were pressed to Richie’s ear and he breathed out softly, “<i>Come what may</i>.” He pulled back, slowly, meeting Richie’s eyes once more. </p><p>Richie stared back, his eyes glazed over with tears just like Eddie knew they would be. For a moment, he wondered if Richie would still keep his grip. The thought didn’t last long as Richie nodded his head, just a little, in surrender.</p><p>Then he let go.</p><p>They were a ticking time bomb and the bomb had just detonated. </p>
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Reddie 31!
<p>Thank you to the fabulous @reddies-spaghetti for letting me use her idea. </p><p>Richie leaned back in the bathtub, drinking a glass of champagne and watching Eddie as he considered the deal. “So you’re say, that I can stay here,” He gestured around the grand room, bubbles dripping off his arm. “You’ll pay for everything. And we won’t sleep together?” </p><p>Eddie nodded. He was in a fancy business suit that Richie was sure cost more than his rent. He looked good though, it was a slim cut and accentuated his narrow frame. “I’ll give you money to buy some,” He glanced down at Richie’s pile of clothes, “Appropriate clothes. And you’ll attend a few events with me. What do you say?”</p><p>Richie sank down under the bubbles, thinking for a minute. He didn’t see the downside here. The penthouse was the nicest place he’d ever stayed, with several rooms and even a piano. Eddie didn’t seem like a creep or serial killer. It seemed like a win win. He just didn’t understand the reason for it. </p><p>When he popped up he asked, “Why?”</p><p>Eddie scowled and stepped back as Richie sloshed water over the edge. “Why what?” </p><p>“Why do you need me for this? You’re not hideous or disfigured- unless it’s somewhere I haven’t seen.” He pointedly looked at Eddie crotch and Eddie covered it with a hand, still scowling.  Richie continued. “Why pick some guy up off the street and ask him to be your tag along date for a weekend? I’m sure you could get a date the normal way. Ya know, gindr.” </p><p>When Richie had strode over to Eddie’s limo yesterday he had expected to be paid well. He had even doubled his regular price and Eddie hadn’t even blinked. He’d just handed Richie the cash, watched him stuff it in his boots and then moved to let him crawl in. What Richie didn’t expect was for Eddie to barely let Richie touch him, or for them to just watch TV all night. The deal Eddie offered this morning was even more surprising. </p><p>Eddie considered him then picked some non existent lint off his jacket. “It’ll be fun. I think you’ll,” He looked at Richie and smiled faintly. “Shake things up.” </p><p>Richie grinned. He couldn’t have asked for a better answer. “Well Mr. Kaspbrak, you’ve got yourself a fucking deal.” </p>
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prompt: eddie accidentally coming across richie masturbating (before they&rsquo;re together, pre-relationship) 👀
<p>UGH I COULDN’T MAKE THIS NSFW–FOR SOME REASON, THIS IS WHAT CAME OUT. BUT HOPEFULLY YOU LIKE IT ANYWAY! (I maaaaaay do a sequel, but it wouldn’t be *super* porny…)</p><p><b><i>reddie / it fandom</i></b></p><p>Eddie’s visiting Richie at his college, where he has a single room.  Besties with sexual tension, ahoy!</p><hr><p><b></b></p><p>“Hey, you got any mouthwa–oh shit!”  Eddie turns away, the door to Richie’s dorm room still propped open by his foot, fingers pressed into his eyelids, trying to will away the flash of Richie’s dick he got as he poked his head in just moments ago.  “Rich, seriously?!”  He’d at least had the decency to fling the comforter back over himself to cover up.  “I was gone for, like, two seconds.”</p><p>“I haven’t had any alone time since you got here!  A man has needs!  And your nighttime routine usually takes a good twenty minutes.  I can come twice in that amount of time.”</p><p>Eddie lets out a desperate laugh.  “Oh my <i>God</i>.  I’ll just.  I’ll do without mouthwash tonight.  Do what you gotta do.”  He shuffles back into the bathroom across the hall, red-faced and heart pounding, smiling around his toothbrush.  He makes sure to spend an extra ten minutes on getting ready for bed on top of his usually twenty, just to cover his bases. </p><p>When he comes back, Richie’s laying stick straight in bed, some sci-fi novel propped open on his stomach.  Eddie slips into the twin bed beside him and gets comfortable.  It’s a challenge; Richie’s bed isn’t his own, and suddenly he has a hard time not thinking about all he gets up to in it, both alone and not alone.  The thought of <i>not alone</i> makes his stomach turn a little.  </p><p>“Rich?”</p><p>“Yeah?”</p><p>“How often do you…?”</p><p>“Usually twice a day.  When I don’t have company.”  Richie continues reading his book, Eddie notices with a smile.  He’s always prided himself on multitasking.  Eddie’s missed seeing it in person.  “How ‘bout you?”</p><p>“<i>Richie.</i>”</p><p>“<i>Eddie.</i>”  Richie puts on a deep mocking voice as he says it. </p><p>Eddie turns away, onto his side, before revealing, “Well, I never have.”  He hears Richie’s book come down onto his stomach to rest, finally.</p><p>“Get the fuck outta here.  Seriously?”</p><p>“Don’t make fun of me.”</p><p>“I’m not.  I wouldn’t.”  He can sense Richie turn onto his side, too, facing him.  “I just.  It surprises me.”</p><p>Eddie smirks, peering at him over his shoulder.  “Why the fuck would it surprise you?  Have you met my mother?”</p><p>“Yeah, but you’re just <i>so</i>.  I’ve always seen you as a very sexual person.”</p><p>Eddie turns back onto his back.  He wants to see Richie’s face right now.</p><p>“And I mean, you’re truly adorable.  If I were you, I’d be touching myself all the time.”</p><p>Eddie slaps both hands over his face and laughs.  “<i>Oh my God</i>.  I’m laying in bed with you, and you’re using a pickup line.”  Richie simply gives him a toothy grin.  “When you say you see me as a sexual person, what do you mean?”</p><p>“Uh,” Richie says, flopping onto his back and picking up his book again.  “We probably shouldn’t talk about this right now.”</p><p>“No, I want to know.”</p><p>“It’s hard to explain,” Richie sighs.  “I just… I can see you that way.  Easily.”</p><p>He doesn’t take his eyes off Richie’s face, watching it carefully, hoping for <i>something</i>.  “What way?”</p><p>“<i>Eddie.</i>”</p><p>“<i>Richie.</i>”  He throws Richie’s own mocking voice back at him.</p><p>Richie shuts his book, and this time he chucks it across the room so it lands right on the windowsill.  “Alright.  You know how some people you just can’t picture doing anything with anyone?  Or don’t want to?”</p><p>“Yeah.  I guess so.”</p><p>“Well… you’re <i>not </i>in that category.”</p><p>Eddie can’t hide his smile.  “…I wouldn’t think you’d see me that way.”</p><p>“Full of surprises, that’s me.”  Richie’s hands flail, looking for something to occupy them again and failing.  “Do you wanna go to sleep now?”</p><p>Eddie shakes his head and turns full-body toward Richie, propping his head up on one of his hands.  </p><p>Richie throws him a playful smirk.  “You seriously <i>never</i> have?  Never?”</p><p>“I’ve tried, but just always felt too weird or guilty.  Or like I’d do it wrong.”</p><p>“So long as it feels good, you’re not doing it wrong.”  He looks at Eddie and sighs.  “You’ve gotta stop looking at me like that.”</p><p>“Like what?”</p><p>“<i>That.</i>”</p><p>Eddie notices Richie’s blushing.  “…Or what?”</p><p>“Or I’m gonna tackle you.”</p><p>Eddie bites his lip.  </p><p>Richie shrugs.  “Alright, that’s it.”  He throws one impossibly long leg over Eddie’s hips, mounting him, and starts tickling mercilessly.  Eddie shrieks, trying to curl up and protect himself but unable to; Richie’s just too fucking <i>gangly</i>.  His goddamn limbs are <i>everywhere</i>.  Eddie’s stronger, though, especially now that he’s actually been hitting the weight room at his own college, and throws Richie back on his back, finagling his way on top and pinning his wrists to the bed.  “<i>Oh yeah</i>, this is one of the things I pictured.”</p><p>“Shut the fuck up!”  Eddie’s blushing now.  He pinches Richie’s side.  </p><p>Richie winces but doesn’t struggle; he looks pretty comfortable, actually.  Eddie shifts his hips just to feel what it feels like.  He knows he’s hard, but he’s not sure if Richie is, and he wonders wildly if he could get him there.  He wonders–  “You’re lookin’ real good, Kaspbrak,” Richie interrupts his thoughts, his big, square palms landing on Eddie’s bare thighs.  His eyes go huge behind his glasses as Eddie releases one of his wrists to palm the side of his face, thumb playing just at the corner of his full mouth.  </p><p>Eddie leans in just a little.  “Can I…?”</p><p>Richie nods.</p><hr><p><b>permatag list: </b><a href="https://tmblr.co/mgABSdRO47ONWxElxEvJtOQ">@reddie-to-fight</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mSKySU6MFTBNGg21RfF2sGg">@hurleyhugo</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m9CiKEezwm5jbXgWoT66Xvw">@raspberrywind</a> @losver-kaspbrak <a href="https://tmblr.co/mrztTEmbdPhy9y2cBEzZUZQ">@lilgeorgie</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mv50cam99MDq659udUtM6sA">@geckolover001</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mLAnSdrUcmXDdmeB6OUamMg">@its-stranger-than-you-think</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mqe7yTKWEBeLIqfankD_k5Q">@gazebo-motherfucker</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mbmFxFSPJhlzdkrC80RrhWQ">@waypunsarelife</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mNF87U8T-i9-ef1VZ_YV0KQ">@reddietofall</a> <a href="http://happytozier.tumblr.com/">@happytozier</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m72xg5b9RtMTOaKCFMalrhg">@librablossom</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mU9p1s_wL5Gjk8t5LZIsj3g">@aesteddie</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mg1gLw2Fsi9wk25CkTXna1A">@tapetayloe</a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mQZsIwfkS3Kw8SIE7dmjNjQ">@spagheddi-kaspbrak</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mEHctDzpEmvLDQd3kMNRhgQ">@sadhelianthus</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mIVW6uFqHFBtJrKvXXpneSg">@adhdtozier</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mkvcB_bfgIrta73JdiU6WEQ">@justcallme-trashmouth</a> @fuckboyrichie  <a href="https://tmblr.co/mFYXVZTG0m6fO7P88_FQUNg">@bandaids</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mbU-oj7CYb2UpZhZOwaEB7g">@20gayteeneds</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mYXFnbPANm7HKoB6BKqk9cg">@richietoaster</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m0UIeqFGchDdPzg9mYXvx7A">@burymestanding</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mDB92J7TjQ5VuWx4TquuKnA">@speakslowtellmelove</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mt3xD6wLRW1ZDyDLlv0QTVQ">@notsugarandspice</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mU7_EWOhIcB7mjfitje5JSQ">@richiefuckfacetozier</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mjP9yoYwyvPl-4uUZh04F6Q">@noahsschnapp</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/myNd8XWL_LBF9Vg-wgQgbNQ">@mrs-vh</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mIVW6uFqHFBtJrKvXXpneSg">@adhdtozier</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mHsskg_CONNctEy9c-uevRQ">@thestralskies</a></p>
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Rattle the stars is so FUCKING GOOD Pls give mini hc
<p>

<b>Ahhh sorry this took a while. I’ve been trying to think of some that aren’t spoilers! (Also you may see some of this in later chapters) <br/></b></p><p><b>I focused on Eddie because, let’s be honest, he has the more interesting backstory. </b></p><ul><li>Eddie grew up on the streets as an orphan. He would steal bread or meat where he could, trying to survive. He’d often get caught and beaten so he quickly learned how to be silent and stealthy. Those skills meant survival.</li><li> When he was 7 or 8 he was spotted  by the leader of an underground gang. They noticed how quick he was, and how smart and decided to take him in, offering him a roof and clean clothes for the first time in his life. <br/></li><li>Eddie stayed there for a few years, learning the ropes of being a rogue but again his small statute and quick moves caught the eye of bigger fish. Someone asked him if he’d like to be more than this, more than a street rat and Eddie eagerly agreed. He was brought into a new gang and they taught him all of the assassin techniques- not right away of course, his first few missions were smaller robberies but they quickly saw how skilled he was. The leader of the gang knew that he could use Eddie, that he would be valuable to him, if properly taught. <br/></li><li>It was here that he met Adrian. He was a few years older and Eddie was fascinated by him. The pair rarely talked but Eddie would watch him train and fight, hoping to be like him one day. <br/></li><li>The hierarchy of his new gang was simple, bigger jobs got you a better standing- better rooms, first chance to eat. You got a small cut of what you took. So when Eddie was offered the chance to do more he jumped at it. It was always his intent to squirrel away enough money and leave one day.<br/></li><li>He was given his first assassin job was when he was 15, killing a barkeep that owed a gambling den money. It was an easy job. All he had to do was sneak in at night and slit his throat. But on the night in question he couldn’t do it, he had stood there for hours, staring at the sleeping man. Every time he raised his blade he’d falter.<br/></li><li>Eventually Adrian showed up, sent by the gang to check on Eddie. He saw the scene and that Eddie hadn’t killed the man yet and convinced him that he had to, walking him through it quietly and skillfully.<br/></li><li>Eddie cried as he did it and after Adrian drew him close, whispering quiet assurances.<br/></li><li>That night was their first kiss.<br/></li></ul>
Tags: AHHHHHHH, I WANT TO KNOW ALL HIS BACKSTORY, I LOVE THIS, but seriously him and adrian??, what happened??, UGHH, hc
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Benverly #5 (Amy ❤️❤️)
<p>Ben glanced around as he entered his regular coffee shop. A habit at this point, she hadn’t been here for months. Sighing, he accepted that again she wasn’t here. He ordered a coffee and scone, sitting at his favorite table and pulling out his computer to answer some emails.</p><p>“Long time no see.” A familiar voice called. </p><p>He looked up. “Bev!” Then his eyes traveled down as he quickly saw the reason that she hadn’t been around. “You’re <i>huge</i>!”</p><p>She smiled, holding her belly. “Yea, and at only 6 months. The next three months may kill me.” She said, falling into the booth next to him. It was a familiar scene, one Ben had grown to love. The two of them would come to this coffee shop and work quietly next to each other, occasionally talking. It had taken Ben months to work up the courage to finally ask her out and then she had just laughed and said, ‘Finally!’</p><p>He had thought that the date had gone well. They’d laughed, swapped stories, kissed and- he swallowed, remembering the end of the night. “Is it-” He gestured to her stomach. “Mine?” </p><p>She laughed, light and high, shaking her head. “No! No. Some other guy, less important. But I did realize it after our date.” She glanced at him,  suddenly serious. “Sorry I disappeared. It took me some time to accept this, big change after all.” She smiled at him again. “We had fun though, right? My last fling.”</p><p>He nodded. “I had fun at least.” Ben had been something special. He had known it when they kissed the first time. Hell, he’d known it the first time she stole the last bite of his scone, last spring. </p><p>She looked him over slowly, clearly remembering something specific. “Me too. Sucks that it was over before it even started.”</p><p>He looked at her, weighing his options. He liked Bev, a lot. Maybe this isn’t how he would have chosen things to go but- “It doesn’t have to be over.” He told her.</p><p>She looked at him, eyes suspicious. “You want to raise another man’s baby Ben?” </p><p>He shrugged. “Let’s start with lunch and see where it takes us.” </p><p>She nodded slowly, considering him. “I’d like that a lot.” </p>
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I&#039;ll take Reddie for 27 pls (bonus points if you Don&#039;t make Eddie a therapist/doctor)
<p><b>Well I do love bonus points. </b></p><p>“I’m glad you’re all here today. Admitting you have a problem is step one.” The leader’s voice rang out through the small room. “If it’s your first night I invite you to share your story.”</p><p>Richie looked around, still not believing that he was there. He slumped back in his seat, trying to look as unfriendly as possible. He didn’t want to be there, didn’t want to make friends with people who served shitty coffee and couldn’t even make it Irish.</p><p> It didn’t work. As the first person went to speak, someone sat next to him. The speaker started rambling about how the pressures of college and work had been to much, driving her to drink and Richie tipped his head back, closing his eyes. He didn’t care. </p><p>“You’re being rather rude.” The voice next to him commented.</p><p>He glanced over, finally looking at the person next to him. He was cute, really cute, wearing a deep blue sweater and fancy brand name shoes. He was better dressed than anyone else here and he owned it. </p><p>“Why do you care?” Richie grumbled. </p><p>“Because it’s hard to share. And the system only works if we support each other.” </p><p>Richie looked at the man again. He looked far too tidy to be here, not like someone who ruined his life with drinking. Richie was intrigued. “What’s your story cutey?” He asked, leaning in. </p><p>The man stiffened but glanced at Richie. “I’ll tell you mine if you tell me yours.” </p><p>Richie laughed, a little too loudly. Angry heads whipped to him. He liked this guy, a lot. “How about if we blow this Popsicle stand? My place isn’t too far away.” </p><p>The man looked at him now, considering him. “You can’t date for a year.” </p><p>“I’ll start the program tomorrow.” </p><p>This drew a short laugh but no response. </p><p>Richie tried again. “How about just your name then? You’ve stolen my heart, at least give me your name.” </p><p>He saw a faint blush decorate his cheeks then- “Eddie.” </p><p>Richie held out his hand. “Richie.” Eddie shook it, not breaking eye contact. He had intense eyes. Richie was smitten. </p><p>“You really won’t tell me your deal?” Richie asked again.</p><p>Eddie smiled but quickly dropped it, like he didn’t want Richie to see. “If you go up and share I’ll tell you.”</p><p>“Extortion. That’s hot.” But Richie forced himself to stand, walking to the podium and introducing himself. His eyes stayed on Eddie’s as he explained his benders, waking up with someone he didn’t remember, nearly losing his job, losing his girlfriend. Richie wouldn’t admit it but it felt good to talk, to have people listen.</p><p>When he sat again he turned back to Eddie. “How about that date?”</p><p>Eddie’s reply surprised him. “How about I be your sponsor?” </p>
Tags: reddie, drabble, i’m so curious what happened ti eddie?
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usually when cuddling richie will get in between eddie&#039;s legs and snuggle into his chest. eddie likes to pet his hair and stroke his back, giving him lil head kisses occasionally. once richie is that comfortable he usually will stay pretty quiet and fall asleep.
<p>Richie’s the kind of person that will fall asleep when cuddled there’s no doubt about it. If he sleeps alone his arms are usually wrapped around the nearest pillow/blanket/human/appendage that he can hold onto, and once he’s got it, he doesn’t let go. It’s this suffocating, but comforting hold he locks people in as he dozes off sleeping<strike> and snoring</strike> peacefully </p>
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This is probably an impossible request, but uh, could I please have something about Eddie being the center of a Losers boy orgy? It doesn&#039;t have to be long or wordy, just implied stuff is fine. I&#039;m sorry, this is really an absurd request I mean it&#039;s 6 dudes to keep track of, feel free to ignore 😥
<p>So this was def a challenge but I loved it. I literally love ot7 because I think the bond is so unique and I’ve ALWAYS wanted to write for them but I didn’t think I’d ever be able to. So THANK YOU for challenging me and allowing me to write this beautiful prompt. It’s more emotional than smut? Sorry! So I hope you enjoy it. </p><hr><p><b></b></p><p>Ten hands, one body. The sensations were overwhelming. Eddie could hardly figure out where he should be focusing. The sights, the sounds, the movement, it was so much. </p><p>Should it be on Mike and his lean muscles, his kind eyes, his strong hands? Should he pay attention to the way Mike lifted him up and moved him around, the way he made him comfortable, the way he reassured him? There was safety in Mike. Comfort. Knowledge. </p><p>Should it be on Stan and his knowing face, his thin fingers, his long legs? Stan was running his hands down Eddie’s arms, gentle fingers caressing his skin in a soothing way, slowing his heartbeat and grounding him in a way no one else could. </p><p>Or maybe Richie and his mischievous grin, his wild hair, his strong arms? Richie could light a fire in him and keep it going. He could spark a laugh and an ease that no one else could. There was something untamed about Richie that pulled Eddie out of his head. </p><p>Ben and is soft skin, his brown hair, his understanding expression? Ben had nothing but love flowing through him at any given time. There was peace behind those eye that Eddie could hone onto. He could grasp it and hold it the same way Ben was holding him. </p><p>And what about Bill? What about his auburn hair and his cool composure and his broad chest? Bill was their leader, their number one. Eddie could trust his life in Bill’s hands, so that must mean he can trust this with him, too? He could trust all of them.</p><p>We love you, Eddie. </p><p>All Eddie could do was lay back and let the roam his body, let them whisper into his ear. He let their lips glide across his skin, five different fires at the same time. It was captivating. It was everything he was scared of it being and more. </p><p>Mike lifted Eddie up, shushed his gently whimpers and leaned him back into Ben’s open arms.</p><p>This is about you, Eddie. Let us take care of you. </p><p>Richie ran his hands up Eddie’s bare chest as Bill kissed the skin of his hips, his thighs. Stan watched, eyes drinking in the scene before in, five boys he loved so much, before he ducked down to capture Eddie’s lips in a kiss. And when Eddie shut his eyes, his senses exploded. Everyone was everywhere. Stan in his mouth, tongue sliding over his own and captivating him. Ben’s warmth against his back, fingers tweaking his nipples and sending sparks down his spine. Bill mouthing at his dick, enveloping him in wet, electrifying warmth. Mike, lifting his legs and letting Richie dip below to tongue as his hole, running the muscle around his rim, getting him wet, making him squirm, making him moan into Stan’s mouth.</p><p>Let us love you, Eddie. Let us show you. </p><p>Eddie isn’t sure who opened him up. Maybe they all did. Long, thick, amble digits filled him one at a time until he was exploding from pleasure. Slipping out and slipping in and stretching him until they were sure he could fit each and everyone one of those boys. </p><p>As Bill hovered above him, captured Eddie’s lips in his own kiss, Eddie never felt more ready. The press of Bill’s into him, the slow movement until he was fully seated, was both painful and euphoric. The burn, the stretch, the opening. </p><p>Ten hands on his skin. </p><p>Ben was next, smaller but thicker. His movements were tender and his kisses were gentle. It was a change of page from Bill’s steady, rhythmic pace. Ben pressed in and out, rolling his hips the same way he does everything in this world, with passion.His eyes twisted shut and he mouthed at Eddie’s collarbone, whispering love and affirmation. </p><p>Five mouths on his body.</p><p>Stan was calculated, every movement having felt thought out but not mechanical. Stan’s planned nature wasn’t emotionless. In fact, it was the opposite. He raked his nails down Eddie’s back, whispered his name into his skin, rocked his hips so steadily, so precise that he his Eddie’s prostate dead on every single time. Eddie cried out every single time, voice growing louder and louder and louder until he thought he might burst. </p><p>Six voices in the air. </p><p>Mike’s was large, but gentle. He gave Eddie the time he needed to adjust and responded to everything he thought Eddie might need. And god, Eddie needed Mike. He needed the way his hands soothed his arms, he needed the way his hips rocked forcefully into him, he needed the way Mike kisses him, firm and strong. He needed everything Mike was to overtake him, to become him. </p><p>Six hearts beating in time. </p><p>Richie sank into him with all of his constant energy. He was rougher, more erratic than the others but Eddie was ready for it. He supposes that’s why Richie went last, because by the time he got to Eddie, they’d be ready to go at such a frantic pace. Richie’s love poured out of his mouth, out of his movements, out of his entire being. There was no containing it. </p><p>And when it was time, when Eddie felt that coil start to tighten, everyone else seemed to feel it, too. Their hands on each other, their hands on themselves, their hands on Eddie. It was all so much. So much pleasure, so much contact, so much love. Eddie felt himself spill over the five hands on his body and it was so intense he could have sworn he felt it five more times. </p>
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for the nsfw power hour! i&rsquo;m reallllg in need of some drunk and insecure reddie at a party
<p>Aw this is a sweet prompt! I hope this is what you were hoping for &lt;3</p><hr><p>The music was blaring throughout the house, speaking pumping so loud Eddie could feel it in his chest. It was numbing in the good kind of way when he was downstairs, but he’s not downstairs anymore. He’s upstairs and on a bed with a boy hovering over him that he’s only known for his entire life but this is different, it’s so different. Richie’s never looked at him this way before. They’ve never kissed this way before. Eddie’s head is swimming, drowning in all of the thoughts he can’t control. </p><p>Or maybe it’s the liquor. </p><p>Either way, everything is spinning and the music is blaring and Richie’s lips are on his neck, searing like fire and getting caught on the tackiness of his skin. It’s so much, too much, and when Richie’s hand grabs the hem of his shirt he can’t handle it. He can’t think straight. The only think he can think is no, no, not good enough, not like the other boys and he freaks out. Breath coming in short, asthmatic spurts. </p><p>Richie is off of him in a second, giving Eddie space but also crowding him and checking in. “Eds, shit, are you okay? Did I – did I cross a line?”</p><p>Eddie just shakes his head, no, Richie isn’t wrong. Eddie is. </p><p>Richie gives him some time before prodding. “Talk to me, lover boy?”</p><p>It’s not as hard as Eddie thought it would be to spill his insecurities. In inhibitions were lowered and hey, maybe that’s how he got himself into this mess in the first place. Fucking alcohol. </p><p>“I’m not good enough for you,” comes out in a hiccupping sob and Eddie can’t stand the look of pity on Richie’s face. “Look at me! I’m gross. I’m nothing but fat and skin. No muscles, no tight abs, nothing! I’m just a sissy girly boy!”</p><p>“Eddie,” Richie cups his face, leaning in close enough to share breath. “It’s not your body I love, it’s you. Wait – fuck. I do love your body. You have to know that, right? I meant I don’t love you foryour body. Your body is great. Fuck. I’m fucking this up.”</p><p>Eddie calms for a second and Richie wipes the lingering tears off of his face before whispering, “Can I show you?”</p><p>Eddie hesitates for a second, but nods. Richie gently lifts his shirt over his head and lays him down again, gently running his hands over Eddie’s skin. </p><p>“You’re beautiful,” Richie says and Eddie doesn’t want to believe him but there’s too much sincerity in his voice, too much love. Richie leans down and presses gentle kisses to his skin, anywhere he can reach. Every time he kisses somewhere he says a sweet nothing. Your skins is so soft, your tan is so beautiful, your shoulders are perfect, your hips are delicious.</p><p>The praise, the love, the warmth of it all sends Eddie into overdrive. One intense emotion followed by another, mixed in with a little bit of vodka and it lights his nerves up. Richie’s kisses go from sweet and innocent to hot and wet. He scorches his ways down Eddie’s chest, into the happy trail on his stomach and eventually ends up mouthing the tent in Eddie’s shorts. Even through two layers of fabric, Eddie finds himself bucking up into the wet warmth of Richie’s mouth. </p><p>“Is this okay?” Richie asks. When Eddie nods he hooks his fingers in the shorts and drags them down, along with his briefs. Eddie feels the cool air on his skin and watches as Richie marvels for a moment, takes the sight in, and then begins to pepper kisses around his hips and thighs. </p><p>“You’re so perfect, Eddie. I’ve been crazy about you since we were kids.” And with that he licks a single stripe up the underside of Eddie’s dick. </p><p>It feeling knocks the wind out of Eddie. It’s unlike anything he’s ever felt before and it only grows as Richie continues. He kitten licks the head, swirls his tongue around, and then takes Eddie into his mouth slowly. The heat is overwhelming and drowns in a completely different way with each inch that Richie swallows. It’s better than any fantasy Eddie has ever had, better than his hand could ever be. Richie’s mouth on him is like ecstasy in motion. </p><p>Whatever Richie can’t take with his mouth, he makes up for with his hand, setting a steady space of humming and sucking and swallowing. It builds Eddie up much faster than he thought it would and soon he’s tapping on Richie’s shoulder, warning him to stop, now before it’s too late.</p><p>Richie gets the message pulls off with an obscene pop. He moves his hand quick, looking up at Eddie with lidded eyes and soon Eddie is shooting off, painting Richie’s face with his cum. His vision blacks out for a moment, senses sharpening and then dulling, before he can really see the mess he’s made. </p><p>Richie’s got cum in his hair, on his classes, and on his cheek. Eddie watches as his tongue pokes out to lick some of it off and holy shit, that’s got to be one of the hottest things he’s ever seen. </p><p>“I don’t know if blow jobs help with self-esteem, but I hope this one did,” Richie chuckles and while it didn’t fix all of Eddie’s insecurities, it did bring him closer to the boy in front of him.  </p>
Tags: nsfw, but so sweet!!, adorable!, i love the trope of ‘insecure character is kissed all over body’ like how cute and sweet?
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hanzier bottom richie - any kinks you want (except watersports ew wtf) maybe spanking? but rough. i&rsquo;m excited about this nsfw power bour!
<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="145" data-orig-width="661"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/df8955a37f12b44c01566b6492f989ed/tumblr_inline_pmn1agfChj1w31vwa_540.png" data-orig-height="145" data-orig-width="661"/></figure><p>Here you both go, some bottom Richie Hanzier needy slut dirty talk loving</p><hr><p>“God, Mike, fuck me, please,” Richie moaned, face pressed into the pillow and effectively muffling some of his voice. Mike was currently behind him, rocking relentlessly into him. Richie prided himself in his stamina, knowing he wouldn’t come too early, and he loved it. He could really last like this, and so could Mike. It let him really sink into the pleasure, really fucking enjoy the feeling of Mike slamming into his prostate</p><p>The best feeling, though, was the drag of Mike’s cock in and out of him. He loved to feel it, loved when Mike pulled all the way and out and pushed all the way back in. That feeling, just the absolute drag of Mike’s cock was intoxicating. And Mike knew it. He made a point to alternate between swift, rough thrusts and slow, deliberate ones. </p><p>“Mikey, baby, give it to me. I want it to bad, I want you so fucking bad,” Richie babbled. Mike grabbed onto his hips harder, rocked in full motions harder. </p><p>The echo of skin on skin bounced off the walls of their bed room and Richie was certain that the neighbors would know what was going on just from that alone. it was so loud, so distinct. Just skin on skin, the way Richie liked it. </p><p>“Yes, fuck, yes,” Richie rocked back to meet him, his own hips rising off the bed and dragging his sensitive cock over their sheets. “Mike, god, you’re so amazing. You’re so deep, I love it so much. I could live with your dick in my ass for the rest of my life.”</p><p>Mike laughed above him, running his hands down Richie’s spine and keeping up his own motions. There was a thin sheen of sweat on both of them and the air changed from cool and comfortable to hot, sticky, charged. </p><p>Suddenly, Mike pulled out, pressing his hand down on the center of Richie’s back to keep him in place and he gently stroked himself, admiring the view of Richie’s worked up body. </p><p>“Baby, please put it back in,” Richie whined because no, this wasn’t what he wanted. This wasn’t what he needed. He wants the blinding pleasure of his hot ass boyfriend absolutely destroying his asshole. “I need it, please. You feel so good. You fill me up and now I feel so empty.”</p><p>“Yeah, baby?” Mike finally answered, voice rough and strained. The voice of a God who was treating his loyal follower very, very well. “You like it?”</p><p>“I love it, Mike. You know I love it. I love it when you’re so deep inside, when you’re rearranging my fucking organs.”</p><p>Mike laughed again, a full belly laugh that could have wrecked the mood if they hadn’t known their way around each other so well. “My dicks not that big, Rich. It’d kill you if it was.”</p><p>“I’d die a happy man, then.”</p><p>Mike smiled and, without warning, flipped Richie over and bent on of his legs up toward his chest. He slipped back in and immediately picked up a brutal pace, folding Richie in half and leaning over him. </p><p>Richie couldn’t hold back the string of incoherent words that fell from his lips from finally, finally being filled again. Mike inside of him, it felt so right, so natural. So fucking good. </p><p>“Baby, baby, baby, god yes. I’m yours. Your cock is so good. You fuck me so good. Never stop fucking me, please. Never take your dick out.”</p><p>Mike picked up the pace, reaching down between them to strip Richie’s cock in time with his own thrusts. “You’re such a fucking slut, Richie. You know that?” Richie just nodded in response. “But not for anyone else. Just for me. Me and my cock, yeah?” Another nod. “We take such good care of you. No one else can fuck you this good.”</p><p>Mike drags his cock out slowly for emphasis, relishing in the high whine Richie lets out. It doesn’t take long for Richie to spill between them, pushed over the edge by Mike’s words and his deliberate actions. Mike doesn’t stop fucking him, though. He keeps going, riding Richie through the overstimulation as the pleasure morphs into a sick, addicting pain that Richie can’t get enough of. “You’re such a slut that you let me fuck you even after you’ve come.”</p><p>“I am,” Richie gasps, tears springing to the corners of his eyes. “I’m your slut, Mike, please. Give me your cum. I want it so bad.”</p><p>And well, Mike could never deny is baby. </p>
Tags: ho ho holy shit, bottom richie, BOTTOM RICHIE!!!, i love him oof, nsfw, honestly perfect
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STANLON!! IDK HOW THE POWERHOUR WORKS BUT MIKE AND STAN ARE DARED TO KISS AND THE KISS GETS HEAVY &amp; THEY END UP FUCKING. IM A SLUT FOR TRUTH OR DARE FICS
<p>The power hour works by you requesting smut and me hopefully writing it. And check it out, you’re a lucky winner. &lt;3 Have some Stanlon closet handys</p><hr><p>“Get in the closet!” Bev shouts, pushing Stan in until he’s chest to chest with Mike and the door is slammed shut. Great, fucking great. </p><p>Stan looks around, letting his eyes adjust briefly before he goes to say anything. He wants to apologize, he wants to say sorry for landing them both in this situation but he doesn’t. He can’t. not when he feels Mike’s hand cup his cheek and guide his face toward his. </p><p>“Stan,” is all he says. It’s a simple name, really. One syllable, four letters, nothing special at all. But the way Mike says it, like Stan’s the holy scripture, makes any thought Stan ever had about anything ever fade away.</p><p>Mike guides him up slowly, gives him plenty of time to say no, and then gently kisses him. It’s nothing more than a brush of lips but it ignites something in Stan. Something he’s never felt before. It’s carnal, it’s new, it’s something so unfamiliar that Stan doesn’t know how to control it. </p><p>It has him pushing up on his toes, really connecting their mouths and lucky for him, Mike responds just as eagerly. Stan doesn’t know where it comes from, but he does know that he can’t stop it now. Not unless he had to. </p><p>Mike deepens the kiss, sliding his tongue into Stan’s mouth and pressing them both against the door. It creaks and Stan is distantly aware that the others know about them. They know about the kiss and the heat rising up in his collar and the tightening of his pants. </p><p>Or maybe the others don’t know. Maybe it’s just Mike that knows because Stan can feel his strong hands on his hips and he slots their legs together and grinds. </p><p>It’s heaven, it’s bliss, is unadulterated pleasure. Not only can Stan feel the warmth of Mikes body on his, he can feel Mikes own erection pressing into his hips. It’s comforting, almost, to not be the only one so worked up right now. </p><p>Mike sets a rhythm. Stan is thankful to lose the control, he’s not sure what he would do with it. He’d probably freeze, struck by the pressures of grinding on his lifelong crush in a closet at some party. </p><p>Oh. Fuck. They’re at a party. </p><p>“Mike,” he whispers, breaking the kiss. Mike lets out a small groan and picks up his speed, grinding harder against Stan. “No, Mike.”</p><p>“Oh, fuck,” Mike immediately stops, putting as much distance between the two as he can in the tight space. “I’m so sorry, Stan. Are you okay?”</p><p>Fuck. No. That’s not what he wanted.</p><p>“No – yes. I’m okay. I just,” his words aren’t working. He can see Mike’s concern written all over his face so he takes a breath, reloads his words, and says, “Stains.”</p><p>“Oh,” Mike says and he quickly regains his confident, crowding Stan’s space and undoing his pants, shoving them down and then his own. </p><p>He takes both Stan and himself in his hand and pumps. Stan can hear the thud of his own head hitting the door as he falls into absolute bliss. The friction, the slight slick from their combined precum, the heat, it’s so much. the skin on skin, the gentle thrusts, he honestly thinks he might explode.</p><p>And, oh wait. Yeah. That’s what that feeling is. Stan actually does explode, gasps and groans stuttering out of his mouth as he does. Mike, clever boy, uses a sweater hanging behind them to catch Stan’s spunk, and then his own as he follows close behind. </p><p>If they weren’t so short on time, the kiss they shared would have been longer, deeper, more intimate. Instead, though, they shucked their pants back up and fixed their clothes, sharing a chaste but meaningful kiss before rejoining the party as if nothing happening. </p>
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Eddie+ a dildo+ making richie watch= the best Saturday night ever for them
<p>Shooo yessss this is such a good prompttttt</p><hr><p><b></b></p><p>The TV droned on in the background, jeopardy music playing idly but Richie couldn’t focus on that. There was no TV show, no Saturday night activity in the world that could take his attention away from the boy in front of him. </p><p>Sat on the recliner on the other side of the room is Eddie. It’s almost normal, almost natural. The two of them sit on opposite side of the room all the time, little casual domesticity that they weave in and out of their everyday lives. But this is not domestic and it sure as hell isn’t domestic. Eddie’s got one knee drawn up to his chest and the other resting on the floor as he gently pushes a bright pink dildo in and out of himself. </p><p>The entire sight is captivating. Little, quiet sounds are falling from Eddie’s lips as he works, his eyes are glazed over and his tongue gently hangs at the edge of his lips. Richie has full view of Eddie’s ministrations, too. He watches as the dildo moves swiftly in and out. He can see the way Eddie’s unattended cock gently bounces from the rhythm. </p><p>Richie thinks about the heavy weight of Eddie on his tongue, the salty sweet taste, the blissed outlook he gets, and he can’t help but palm himself through his sweatpants. He’s ridiculously hard just from watching, but it’s so unbelievably hot. He can’t help himself. Richie grabs himself, feeling the outline of his own cock and gently strokes over the fabric. It’s not enough, but it works for now. </p><p>Eddie stares at him, eyes growing impossibly darker as he picks up speed. It’s a fucking challenge, Richie thinks. Well, challenge accepted. </p><p>Richie dips his hand in and frees himself from his sweats. Eddie’s eyes immediately fall to the movement, taking Richie in and making a louder, more needy noise. Richie matches Eddie’s pace, picking up speeds at the same time until they’re both falling apart in the living room, separated by an apartment’s worth of floorspace with nothing but their own hands and hungry eyes. </p><p>“Richie,” Eddie moans and it takes Richie apart letter by letter. He can feel himself getting close. God, he’s never felt this good by his own hand before but there’s something about the unattainability of his own boyfriend, only yards away that has him sprinting towards the finish. </p><p>Eddie must feel the same way, too, because he takes himself in his freehand and starts to pump, the double pleasures pushing him to the edge hard and fast. He doesn’t once break eye contact as he breaks, spilling into his chest, hand, and unfortunately, the recliner. </p><p>“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” Richie moans, stripping his cock and feeling the heat build inside of his bones before he snaps, eyes clenching shut as he feels his own warmth leak onto his hand. </p><p>Fucking hell. Who knew masturbation could feel so good. </p>
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Desperate sub Richie calling Mike daddy while he begs to be fucked &gt;:)
<p>Moe you sure know how to fucking request smut. Also, this is my first time writing Daddy so it was a fun challenge. I hope you like it. I picture Mike as a more challenging sub. A bit of a brat. &gt;:)</p><hr><p>“Richie, I swear to god if you don’t fu-” Mike was cut off, a hand coming down particularly hard on his ass. It made him choke on his own words, mouth going dry as the pain faded into pleasure and heat rose to his skin. The hand came down again, harder, and then again on the opposite side. </p><p>“Now, what did we talk about, Kitten?” Richie asks, voice condescending behind him. </p><p>Mike took a deep breath, heat rising to his chest now as he resisted the urge to roll his eyes. The need to challenge Richie again is strong, but he knows from experience if he pushes too far neither of them will win. So he settles, takes another breath, and says, “I’m sorry, daddy.”</p><p>“Aw, that’s okay, Kitten. I know you didn’t mean to break the rules, you’re just so hungry for my huge fucking cock,” Richie taunts. Mike keens as he feels Richie’s aforementioned cock slide between his ass cheeks and against his entrance. He instinctively ruts his hips back, hoping that maybe he can get more friction, maybe Richie will slip the tip in. </p><p>Mike’s head falls to the sheets as Richie slaps his cock against the sore skin of Mike’s ass. “Say it, Mike,” he says, voice stern and leaving no room for argument. </p><p>“I’m so hungry for your cock,” Mike says, but there’s reluctance in there. He’s still challenging, his need to toy with Richie just as much as he’s being toyed with is insatiable. </p><p>“Again,” Richie demands, and Mike repeats himself but it’s still not enough because Richie brings his hand down hard. “Kitten,” comes out in a warning tone and Mike feels the wall start to fall. </p><p>“Daddy,” comes out in a higher voice, not too high but it’s there. “I need your cock, please. I want it. I need it inside of me as deep as you can get it.”</p><p>There’s truth behind it, there always is, but there isn’t the desperation Richie is quite looking for because he doesn’t give Mike what he wants. Instead he returns to rutting against Mike’s cheeks, purposely putting pressure on his sensitive hole. Pride surges in him as he hears Mike whine for the first time all night. </p><p>“You’re already opened up,” Richie says, running the tip of his dick roughly over Mike. “I could just slip in.” he presses the tip in for emphasis and Mike fucking keens. He wiggles his hips back, getting as much in as he can, before Richie slips out again. “You fucking want that, don’t you?”</p><p>It feels like Richie’s taunting him for hours, days even, and it breaks him down. He can feel his resistance slipping, his need to challenge Richie’s dominance falling apart with every slide, every tease. Richie alternates between slipping in a quarter of the way, halfway, and even fully, before going back to teasing. Mike is so hard, hanging between his legs, that he thinks he might die. </p><p>“Rich – daddy,” falls from his lips, “Please fuck me. I’m a good little kitten. Please, I want you inside of me. I need you, daddy. Please.”</p><p>This seems to be enough, or maybe Richie’s at his wits end, too, because he slips in all the way. As soon as he’s to the hilt he sets a brutal pace, knocking Mike off of his elbows until his chest is on the bed, supporting the rest of his weight on his knees. </p><p>“You look so pretty like this for daddy, Kitten,” Richie says, voice breaking from his own pleasure. “See what good Kittens get? They get daddy’s cock. Do you like daddy’s cock?”</p><p>“Yes, yes, yes,” Mike chants in time with Richie’s thrusts. He does, he loves it so much. </p><p>“Tell me, Kitten,” Richie says. To emphasize his point, he slowly down to a leisure pace, holding onto Mike’s hips and rubbing gentle circles in the skin. </p><p>“I love daddy’s cock,” Mike cries, desperate for more, desperate for Richie to return to the pace he had set. God, he was so fucking close. He could have come soon if Richie just kept fucking going. “Please, give me more. I love it so much. Love it when you’re so deep, love it when you fuck me hard. Please, fuck me hard, daddy? Please? I need it so bad. I want it so fucking back. I can’t – I won’t. Please.”</p><p>Richie doesn’t hesitate, he slams into Mike so hard the headboard rattles and Mike can feel his soul being dicked out of his body. Richie is so rough, so hard that Mike knows he won’t last. He knows he’s going to shoot his load any second. </p><p>“Daddy, ‘m g’na cum,” he says and that’s it. Blinding white overtakes his vision as he ruins their sheets. </p><p>“Good, Kitten,” Richie groans and then he follows suit. </p>
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stozier, 39 pls &amp; thank u
<p><b>stozier + 39 long distance au</b></p><p><br/></p><p>After eight months you think you would get used to it. </p><p><br/></p><p>On days like this, the longing almost felt unbearable but Richie couldn’t turn over and call Stan now, it was already too late in the evening. Going to separate colleges was a difficult move but “We’ll make it work, I promise Richie.” was a mantra that Richie had found himself repeating more often than not. Absence makes the heart fonder is utter fucking bullshit is the conclusion he reaches at 1:26 am. </p><p><br/></p><p>Richie can’t stay still. He flexes his fingers, opening and closing them to ward off the phantom feeling of Stan’s firm hand intertwining with them. His feet twitch at the thought of their seemingly endless bike rides back in Derry. His chest feels tight and weightless at the same time as he thinks of their first kiss at the quarry, neither wanting to leave despite the fact the rest of the Losers had long gone.</p><p><br/></p><p>Instead, Richie is in California and Stan is in Georgia and he feels the overwhelming need to cry.</p><p><br/></p><p>So he does. </p><p><br/></p><p>It starts slow but exponentially goes downhill as he remembers that one time Stan got so happy about spotting this dumb bird that he cried. Richie throws his arm over his eyes and almost wails—it’s a good thing his roommate is out. God, he can’t stop hiccuping air in and he’s run out of tissues from his bedside drawer and this night couldn’t get any worse—</p><p><br/></p><p>His phone vibrates and he answers at lightning speed. “You’re still up?” Stan’s tired voice rings through the phone.</p><p><br/></p><p>“When am I never Stanny?” Richie grins, sounding too relieved to be deemed comical.</p><p><br/></p><p>“Richie … have you been crying?” Stan’s voice is a little clearer now as if Richie’s choked voice had sobered him up from sleep. “What’s wrong my love?”</p><p><br/></p><p>Richie starts crying again.</p><p><br/></p><p>“Oh god,” Stan exclaims. “Do I need to call Bev? Do you want me to call Mike? How about Ben? You wanna talk to Ben? Richie please I’m panicking and it’s four in the morning and—“</p><p><br/></p><p>Richie laughs wetly. “I was thinking about you Stan,” he confesses quietly. “It’s just— I couldn’t sleep because I was thinking about you and how much I missed you and I didn’t want to call because you were already asleep.”</p><p><br/></p><p>“I miss you too.” Stan says softly. “I couldn’t sleep either and I just needed to hear your voice.”</p><p><br/></p><p>“Which one?”</p><p><br/></p><p>“I’m going to physically send a slap through this phone call if you do a Voice at 4:30 in the morning Richie.”</p><p><br/></p><p>Richie barks a laugh. “I love you, Stan my man but I don’t want to keep you up so I’ll see you soon my lovely.”</p><p><br/></p><p>“I love you too Kookie.”</p><p><br/></p><p>“That doesn’t even make sense—“</p><p><br/></p><p>“Goodnight!”</p><p><br/></p><p><br/></p>
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reddie &amp; 3 please?
<p><i><b>3. teacher/student au</b></i><br/></p><p>Richie hated this.</p><p>He hated this stupid community center with its stupid brick walls and uplifting posters. All the people shuffling around with their kind greetings and welcoming smile. It was a downer, forcing Richie to put his busy schedule on hold just to fulfill a promise he had to his best friend who had a crush on the instructor. Despite his best effort he had been cornered, and now here he was sitting on a chair that put a kink in his back and an headache between his temples. </p><p>“Don’t look so happy.” Ben sarcastically said, rolling his eyes and pulling out his notebook. “You’re going to like this, it’s a new skill that you can use all your life and-” </p><p>“It’s a sewing class.” Richie cut, leaning back in his chair and eyeing the exit. “You know how to sew, I’ve seen it.” </p><p>“It’s the advanced course.”</p><p>Before Richie could slap back the classroom door opened, but instead of the lush amazing woman that Ben so fondly described, in stepped a short man with a loosened tie and frowning face. With feather like hair that fell into his eyes-long past due for a cut-and freckles dusted along his cheeks and nose Richie swooned. He was gorgeous, absolutely gorgeous. It was like looking into the face of an angle and because of that Richie was sure he had died on the spot. Sitting up a little straighter he ignored the slouched disappointment from the friend beside him. With a tightened stomach and focused heart he awaited for the man to speak. </p><p>“Miss Marsh is not going to be in today so I will be covering her class.” The man muttered under his breath, clearly not amused with the commitment. “Lucky for her my class ran long and she was able to catch me before I was able escape home so here I am.” There was a small hand gesture, and Richie could feel his lips curl into a smile. “My name is Eddie Kaspbrak and I am your substitute. I was told by Miss Marsh that you all have your assignments and should-” </p><p>Richie spaced out, watching the teachers lips move but not hearing a single thing. All that filled his ears was his beating heart, it sepaking all the things he thought had been lost long ago. People moved around him, Ben tugging on his arm and gaining what little attention span Richie possesed. </p><p>“We can just go, I’m all caught up with the assignment.” </p><p>“What? No.” Richie sputtered, snapping back into place like a rubber band. “We can’t go.” </p><p>“Why not? You hate it-” Ben stopped noticing that his friend was still watching the teacher as he took the seat behind Miss Marsh’s desk. “O-Oh, now I get it.” A shit eating grin growing along his face making Richie scowl. “The tables sure have turned huh?” </p><p>“Go talk to him and find out if he’s single.” Richie half asked, half demanded earning a snort. “Come on, I came to this class to be your wing man so return the favor!” </p><p>“I’ve been asking you to come to class for three weeks, so-” He rapped his fingers on the desk, packing up his notebook and leaving Richie hanging by a thread. “In three weeks.” </p><p>“Wow. That’s harsh Hanscom.” </p><p>“An eye for an eye Tozier.” He hummed, standing from the table and turing to leave only to be stopped by a firm hand on his wrist. </p><p>Richie looked up at him with pleading eyes, “Please. I’ll do anything.” </p><p>“Anything?” Ben repeated, raising an eyebrow. Gulping down the inevitable guilt that would come from this decision Richie nodded, making his best friend sigh. “Alright, just stay here.” </p><p>Richie did as he was told, watching Ben as he walked up to the desk and casually struck up a conversation with Mr. Kaspbrak, who at first looked like he wanted nothing to do with him. After a few back and forths the teacher smiled, extending his hand out for Ben to shake. A nervous itch began to crawl its way up his spine, settling at the base of his skull. Ben pointed to him, and not knowing what to do he awkwardly waved immediately regretting it when Mr. Kaspbrak full on laughed. </p><p>Now, Richie had never been the type to have problems with relationship. That was Ben, not the smooth talking trashmouth who once talked a woman into blowing him as he did his daily radio show. And yet there was something different about this teacher, something that made him all giddy and weird like he was thirteen again. After what felt like forever Ben came walking back, a smile curling at the corner of his lips. </p><p>“Well?” Richie pressed, glancing back to Mr. Kaspbrak, who now busied himself with a book. “What did he say.” </p><p>“He said that Beverly likes me and is currently at the bar across the street hating that she had to miss class.” Excitement seeped out of every pour, making Richie slightly jealous. “I guess he is her wingman. Small world.” </p><p>Although happy for his friend he needed to know the rest of the conversation. “Okay but what did he say about me?” </p><p>“Oh if you wanted to actually talk to him you need to take his class, he said his time isn’t free.” Ben laughed, “I like him.” </p><p>Richie gaped, one hundred percent over this bullshit and already thinking of a way to get the teacher to spend a little one and one time with him. If he had to take a stupid community center class than so be it, it would be worth it in the end.  “Well what the fuck does he teach?” </p><p>“Ethics..” </p><p>“Aw fuck.” </p>
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13 w/ hanzier if you&#039;re still doing the number ask thing please
<p>“Cuz when push comes to shove, I will kill your friends and family to remind you of my love, Da da da dat da dat da da da da ya da.”</p><p>Mike turned as he heard the familiar song, sung by the most over the top cast member- which, in musical theatre was really saying something. Richie was there, wearing his crown, as always. He insisted that it helped him stay in character. </p><p>The other man plopped down next to Mike, fingering his costume. “I gotta say, you really pull of this blue Mike Man.”</p><p>Mike smiled at him. He was used to this, to Richie’s casual and constant flirting. “Aren’t you already hooking up with all of the Schuyler sisters?” </p><p>Richie put a finger to Mike’s lips, shushing him as he glanced around. “That is privileged information! I thought you were on my side!”</p><p>Mike laughed, moving back. “I’m Hercules Mulligan, I couldn’t be less on your side.” He lifted a hand, flicking Richie’s crown. “King George.” </p><p>“The third.” Richie reminded him, tipping his chair back onto two legs as both chuckled. The pair had become unlikely friends. Richie was loud and flamboyant where Mike was more reserved. It had started with Richie asked him to run lines with him and lead to late night drinks at a local bar. It was Richie’s first big performance and he was eager to please. Mike always reassured him that he had nothing to worry about, he owned the stage every time he walked onto it, they couldn’t have found a better king. He loved watching Richie on stage, he was made for the spotlight. </p><p>“You know Mike, I could use some help with my last scene.” Richie said, pretending that he wasn’t watching Mike’s reaction closely. </p><p>Mike shook his head. “Richie, you’re got this. You’ve been off book for a month. I don’t think you need me.” </p><p>With a small clatter Richie went back to four legs and leaned in, whispering in Mike’s ears. “What if I do need you though Mike? What if I need you <i>badly</i>?” </p><p>Mike turned to him, raising an eyebrow. “I would say that you have the sisters for that.” As much he as he’d like to believe Richie’s flirting he knew that he was like this for everyone. He wasn’t going to be part of Richie’s Hamilton Bingo card. </p><p>Richie stood, looking down at him. “One day Mike, you’ll say yes.” </p><p>Mike shrugged. “I’ll say yes on the day you’re serious about it.” </p><p>He watched something flit across Richie’s face. He looked almost upset but then recovered. “What about a kiss? For good luck?” </p><p>Mike stood, smiling at him. “Fine.” He moved to kiss Richie’s cheek but Richie moved, pressing their lips together briefly. </p><p>Richie pulled back, examining Mike’s face before saying, “When will you realize Mike? I’ve been serious from the start.” </p><p>With that he left, humming ‘Wait for it’ to himself, leaving Mike feeling very confused and a little hopeful. </p>
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reddie with 1?
<p><i><b>1. soulmates au</b></i></p><p>The air on the roof was cool and refreshing, washing over his heated face. Tears were already welding up in his eyes, his lips trembling with pathetic emotion. Rushing to the edge he looked down at the city, the lights and cars full of happy and complete people. People who had their lives all lined up for them, whose time still ticked on their skin or have run out, introducing them to the person they were destined to be with. It was a somber sight, one that mocked his very being</p><p>Ripping up his sleeve he clawed at his wrist, desperately trying to remove the blinking numbers. He was drawing blood but there wasn’t a single thought to stop, only pain, only desperation, only a gnawing agony that vibrated deep in his bones. “Get off.” Eddie choked out, digging into the tender flesh. “Get off of me.” </p><p>Still the numbers blinked. </p><p>Blinked the same fucking thing that it has since he was thirteen. </p><p>0:00</p><p>It was a badge, a social stigmatism that he carried each and every day. No one wanted to be with someone who they felt pity for, who they knew would never be truly theirs. Having your soulmate ripped from you-and at such a young age-was a down right travesty. Everyone wanted to help but didn’t know how. Friends only offered sad looks when he was asked, casual conversation coming to a complete halt when his secret was revealed. </p><p>Eddie tried to hide it, wore over sized hoodies and long sleeve shirts to keep his shame hidden but it never worked. One slip, that’s all it took to turn the air thick and tension heavy. His entire life he had been hiding, hiding from the fact that he was destined to be alone, marked by the ultimate pain. </p><p>The door opened and slammed shut, making Eddie snap back into reality. Wiping at his face he kept himself forward, praying it was just some couple who were looking for a quiet place to suck face. “Hey Eds, I was wondering if you’ve seen Bev? She’s got my cigs and-”</p><p>“No Richie she isn’t here.” He growled, rubbing his face over twice. “Try the basement, she’s probably dry humping Ben down there.” </p><p>There was no sign of escape, no creek of the door to tell Eddie that the answer had sufficed for the trashmouth. Instead footsteps echoed against the muffled music from inside and Eddie did his best to hide the fact that he had been in the middle of an emotional breakdown. </p><p>“What’s got you down Spaghetti Man?” </p><p>Eddie scoffed, the nickname making his chest twist just like it always did. “Don’t call me that, why do you always have to give me nicknames? Do you just hate my name or are you that so self righteous that you have to-” </p><p>“Whoa, calm down there.” Richie held up his hand in defense. “Put away the daggers, I’m not your enemy here.” </p><p>Letting out a sputtered breath Eddie apologized, pressing his forehead against the railing and breathing in the sweet smell that was New York. Once upon a time this place meant absolute freedom, something he had craved. Now it tasted like failure, like he was the the one fighting against the tide while everyone else floated downstream. Life was hard, harder if your name was Eddie Kaspbrak. </p><p>“I saw Bill met his soulmate.” Richie commented, putting his back against the city and staring at the raging party inside. His fingers fidgeted, the need for a cigarette becoming more apparent by the second. “Is that what’s got you so worked up?” </p><p>“Yeah.” Eddie admitted, keeping his eyes set on his tennis shoes. “I knew it was coming, just like I did with Stan and Ben but it still hurt you know? Like a slap in the face.” </p><p>“Why?” </p><p>“Why?” Eddie repeated, lifting his head and staring at his acquaintance with skepticism.Now, Richie Tozier wasn’t the type of person Eddie liked to associate with. He was loud and crass and for some reason he always smelt like irish springs even after smoking an entire bowl himself. They were thrown together after Ben and Beverly’s time ended, forcing the two groups to become one. Friends by default, that’s what Eddie called it. “What the fuck do you mean why?” </p><p>“I mean you have no time but so what? It’s better that way.” Richie shrugged, turning to face Eddie in full. Before he had time to spit fire Richie continued, “I spent my entire life watching my parents hate each other, watching my father beat the shit out of her and her drink herself to near death. They shouldn’t have been together, should have never married but they did because they were soulmates. It was terrible and I told myself I would never let society decide who I was going to love.” </p><p>Eddie blinked, taken aback by Richies sudden honesty. “I didn’t know stuff like that happened.” He admitted, shamefully looking down to the trickle of blood that trailed down his hand. “I thought-”</p><p>“Sometimes it’s best to be free of this whole soulmate thing. Take it from me Eds, you aren’t as fucked as you think.” Richie rubbed his own wrist, right where Eddie expected his time to be. No one knew how much the trashmouth had left, he never spoke of it and always covered himself with brackets or clothing. Eddie wondered if they had already met, if Richie had turned her away or just kept walking. “Besides, who needs the stress right?” </p><p>Eddie watched Richie snap back to his happy go-lucky self, jumping from sad to joyful in a matter of seconds. If he hadn’t been paying attention he would have missed the dark look that Richie had wore through his confession, of his dull eyes and forever fwon. Eddie recognized it, he himself wore it from time to time. </p><p>It was pain. </p><p>“I guess you’re right Richie.” Eddie answered, watching his friend brighten. “I’m surprised.”</p><p>“I can be surprising Eds.” Richie jested, smirking. “Just wait and see.” </p><p><i>Alright</i>, Eddie thought. <i>I will.</i></p>
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☕️i saw the one you reposted and it was amazing so ur opinion on poc in fandoms
<p><a href="https://honeybeehanlon.tumblr.com/post/182636746609/poc-in-fandoms-stir-the-pot-em"><i>(this post </i></a><i>by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mbBTSrwfGZf9lCMAPLO5F7w">@reddie-for-anything</a> )</i></p><p><i>This is going to be long, also please feel free to ask questions or add onto this because this discourse is very important to me and needs to be had. </i></p><p>As a POC in fandoms, in a word, I feel underrepresented. Specifically, from the black experience, it’s so rare that I find other black people that take up these spaces. (I’m speaking to black communities because that is where I come from and I will not speak to cultures and groups that I do not identify with.) I think that fandom culture/nerd culture just isn’t an outlet that many black people are exposed to; brown and black people’s main priority isn’t pop culture or media consumption. Most of the time it’s survival, it’s just <i>being</i> and that exhausts the body so quickly when it takes so much energy just to be. I think media representation has a lot to do with the lack of diversity within fandom culture, and that, as I stated previously, fandom culture just isn’t a thing in black communities. To put it frankly, we don’t have the time for fandoms.</p><p>However, as a black person in fandom culture, it’s fun, it’s rewarding. I think fandom culture really shaped my relationships, on and offline. I communicate a lot with white people, and because there’s that common interest, I feel more accepted. Fandom culture is foreign to black spaces, and I don’t feel comfortable bringing up my hobbies because of that. </p><p>It’s a double-edged sword in some aspects because even though I have found a creative outlet that I truly enjoy, no one can understand my life outside of fandom. You can learn, but you will never know. I never was really in touch with my black identity because I felt I had to pick one or the other. Content creator <b><i>or</i></b> black woman, but my experience is mine and isn’t universal. I’ve learned that I am whole, and I have different parts that sometimes oppose, but I will <i>not</i> divide them to become palatable.</p><p>It’s weird being in a space that you love so much but feel very underrepresented in. People choke up about these topics because there aren’t people with the first-hand experience to speak to it. I, personally, appreciate that to some extent because it should be those who live the narrative to speak towards it. I appreciate that those around me listen, and are interested in some capacity because for so long this kind of dialogue was so foreign. However, if you are not a person of color that does not mean you should stay silent as well. You are a part of this too. </p><p>Specifically to the IT fandom, the misrepresentation, and the little representation of Mike speaks to the homogenous mindset of fandom culture. That being a white person you cannot identify with Mike and therefore are unable to write about him. Ok, you may not be a gay man but that’s not going to stop you from writing that reddie one shot, is it? You can say the movie represented Mike poorly, but that’s a cop-out answer in my perspective because people use ‘Eds’ and ‘Eddie-spaghetti’ all the time in their works but those all came from the book. </p><p>If you’re uncomfortable writing POC characters, ask yourself why. Unpack the biases you may have, subconscious or not, because more likely than not, they have a larger impact than just fandom content. I’ve talked about the IT fandom’s culture surrounding Mike a lot (<a href="https://honeybeehanlon.tumblr.com/post/179045595834/mike-for-the-character-thing-please">here</a> <a href="https://honeybeehanlon.tumblr.com/post/176531431034/i-think-the-worst-part-is-that-mike-was-pretty">are</a> <a href="https://honeybeehanlon.tumblr.com/post/176320904419/i-want-u-to-go-off-girl">various</a> <a href="https://honeybeehanlon.tumblr.com/post/175868518049/whast-ur-thoughts-on-mike-being-a-druggie">links</a> <a href="https://honeybeehanlon.tumblr.com/post/175628878254/no-youre-never-seeing-any-nsfw-stanlon-because">where</a> <a href="https://honeybeehanlon.tumblr.com/post/175628252024/how-come-i-never-see-anything-nsfw-for-stanlon">I</a> <a href="https://honeybeehanlon.tumblr.com/post/174654692689/i-am-so-tired-of-mike-hanlon-appreciation-posts">do</a>) because people are afraid that if there is any flaw in Mike’s character, its racism.</p><p>I’m here to tell you it’s not. No, it’s not. Maybe Mike’s not that good at chemistry, or he code switches from time to time, or he doesn’t have that great of a relationship with his parents. That’s good! That’s <i>your</i> interpretation. Mike is a 3-dimensional character just as much as any of the other Losers. Flaws are good. Flaws make them more loveable. Mike isn’t perfect. Black people aren’t perfect. </p><p>If you’re unsure, if you’re shaky, if you think something isn’t quite right, it’s okay to ask questions, get clarification. Education is necessary for these types of things and it is nobler to plead ignorance than to gatekeep. We are all learning, and we are all at different points in this education. </p><p>Please, if you want to talk more about this, do so. These types of discussions are <i>so</i> important. </p><h2><a href="https://honeybeehanlon.tumblr.com/ask">How do you take your Tea?</a></h2>
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Reddie - 43? 💖
<p><b>43: </b>Falling In Love with Their Best Friends’ Partner <br/><b>Pairing</b>: Eddie Kaspbrak/Richie Tozier </p>
<p>Eddie Kaspbrak was too drunk for somebody with a such a deep, relevant secret. </p> <p><a href="http://stephenskings.tumblr.com/post/182635938662" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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reddie 2?
<p>
<b>Reddie &amp; childhood best friends au</b>

<br/></p><p>When Eddie was 5 he met Richie Tozier on the playground, helping the other small boy up after he received a beating from the larger boys. Eddie thought he was loud and dirty and told him as much. Richie just laughed and declared that he was sticking with this kid.  </p><p>By 6 the pair were best friends, pushing their desks together so they could share coloring crayons and having as many sleepovers as their parents allowed.Eddie still thought Richie was too loud but he liked it, how Richie commanded people’s attentions like Eddie never could. <br/></p><p>By 8 Eddie was sure he’d never have another friend that he was as close with as Richie. He loved all his other friends but there was something special about Richie, they were two halves of the same oreo. They were inseparable. </p><p>By 12 Eddie knew he was undeniably, painfully in love with Richie. He wasn’t even fully sure what it meant to be in love but he knew that his heart sped up when he saw Richie and that he wanted to protect the other boy from bullies, from hate and fear. </p><p>By 14 Richie had a girlfriend and Eddie had a secret. They were still best friends but they saw each other less because she complained that he spent too much time with Eddie. Richie apologized to him and started coming over to Eddie’s house after their dates but Eddie hated how Richie always smelled like her perfume and how he’d have lip gloss smeared on his lips. </p><p>By 16 Eddie knew he’d never be in love like this again. Any other love couldn’t be as all encompassing and heart stopping his was for Richie. He also knew that Richie wasn’t his to love. Richie had broken up with the first girlfriend but they’d been others, all of them insisting that they were more important than Eddie. And weren’t they? They could give him something he wanted, something that Eddie wasn’t allowed to give. <br/></p><p>By 18 Eddie knew that the touches from Richie were too frequent, too full of want and desire to not mean something. He saw how Richie watched him from the corner of his eyes, always keeping Eddie in his periphery, like knowing where Eddie was kept him grounded.  Eddie saw because he watched Richie in the same way. <br/></p><p>By 19 Eddie wasn’t jealous of all those girls anymore because he had finally kissed Richie and it had been everything he wanted and somehow so much more.They had kissed after a fight, because there was no other way that their first kiss could have happened. Both said it felt like coming home after being away. <br/></p><p>By 25 Eddie was standing up in front of an altar, trying (and failing) not to cry as he married the love of his life. Richie would deny it later but Eddie saw the tears in his eyes too, glinting in the sun. <br/></p>
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I saw you tagged your post asking for fic requests with stozier and they&#039;re my otp! I was wondering if you would pull some cliches out and do a &quot;they have to share the bed&quot; trope for a getting together fic. It can be fluff or NSFW! Thank you!! :)
<p>I love writing stozier as two bickering best friends who end up screwing after years of tension but honestly they work really well in fluffy scenarios too? Who knew?? I really loved writing this and I’m really proud of it so I hope you do too! Thank you for sending this anon &lt;3</p> <p><a href="http://toziertrashmouth.tumblr.com/post/182247465614/i-saw-you-tagged-your-post-asking-for-fic-requests" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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I changed it do this one &ldquo;I started pretending to dirty talk to you an hour ago and it stopped being pretending 58 minutes ago&rdquo; sex reddie
<p>Holy cow look at me go, finishing the last of my super old prompts. </p>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14520066/chapters/41436551"><b>Read it here on AO3 </b></a></p>
<p>If the prompt didn’t imply it this is NSFW.</p>
<p><b></b></p>
<p>	Richie wasn’t sure how they had ended up here. Sure, he could probably list out the steps they had taken. The ones that started with him living with his best friend and crush since high school and ended with said crush leaning over him and whispering pick up lines into his ear. But practically? Emotionally? He had no idea how they’d gotten here, playing a game of dirty chicken on a Friday night. </p>
<p>	And he’d be damned if he was going to lose first. </p>
<p>	“Nah Eds, the best pick up line has to include a touch.” Richie replied, leaning in so he was well within Eddie’s bubble. The smaller man didn’t move back, instead raising an eyebrow and looking at Richie. </p>
<p>

“Like the ‘hey’ in Spiderverse?” Eddie asked with a laugh as he finished his wine.

<br/></p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/182381295922/i-changed-it-do-this-one-i-started-pretending-to" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Continuar a ler</a></p>
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Hi!🖤 Could you do Reddie  &amp; the word &#039;lovely&#039;
<p><i><b>Reddie, Word: Lovely</b></i><br/></p><p>The entire thing had been a waste of time. What in the hell did he think was going to happen? That he was just going to show up and sparks would fly, that he would have waited these ten years without moving forward with his life just like Eddie had? What a joke, what a cosmic fucking mess that left the universe laughing and Eddie hanging high and dry. Still, the liquor was free and the decorations were almost bearable as the world began to dull from his third double shot. </p><p>People spoke and danced inside the venue, enjoying one another’s company like the reunion intended. Eddie itched for another swig and he did so because-who was he fucking kidding-it was the only way to keep his sanity intact. With the flask against his lips he didn’t noticed the woman coming up to him, her fashionable clothes looking out of place in a sea of Derry slobs. She wore a sympathetic face, her lips turned downward at his drunken state. </p><p>“Hey Eddie, long time no see.” </p><p>Eddie jumped, nearly spilling his vodka down his chin. “H-Hey Beverly. I-uh didn’t see you there.” </p><p>“Snuck up on ya didn’t I?” Her grin not reaching her eyes. “Didn’t know I could still do that.” </p><p>Clearing his throat he hid his flask back in his breast pocket, a red tint covering his cheeks. “Some things never change I guess.” He muttered, biting his lip and looking past her to make sure there weren’t any stragglers that hid behind. They were alone, the party raging in inside as they stood by the midnight sky overlooking the least shitty part of Derry. “Shouldn’t you be enjoying the party?” </p><p>“Shouldn’t you?” </p><p>He snorted, rolling his eyes and leaning against the railing. Just passed the plated glass he could see him, completely engrossed in a conversation with Bill and his new wife. Eddie forgot how handsome he was, with the high cheekbones and wide grin surviving adulthood. His hair was tamed, his thick dorky glasses gone and a few wrinkles gathered at the corner of his eyes. Perfect, he was so absolutely perfect that Eddie wanted to cry. However, with all that perfection there was one thing that Eddie despised, one thing that ruined all hopes he had built up during the trip home. </p><p>The fiance on his arm.</p><p>Eddie took another drink from his flask, all embarrassment leaving him now. “No, I should actually get going but Uber takes fucking forever in this hellhole.” </p><p>“Hmm.” Beverly sang, watching her old friend turn back away from the sight. “It really is good to see everyone though, catching up after all this time.” Again, Eddie snorted unable to hold back his disgusted look. Ignoring this she continued, “I mean Stan and Mike are married? And Bill is a published author and Ben and I have twins now. I mean even Richie-”</p><p>“Oh for the love of god save it Bev.” He unintentionally nipped, rubbing the bride of his nose and holding up his hand. “I’m sorry I just-” Pausing he looked back inside, not surprised that Richie had taken to the dance floor with the blonde beauty he had brought. They floated together, their feet not even touching the floor. It was beautiful, more beautiful that anything Eddie could ever manage with his two left feet and awkward stance. This was what Richie deserved, someone who could be all the things Eddie wasn’t. Graceful, dependent and most importantly presentable. </p><p>The ache in Eddie’s heart was enough to kill him on that balcony. </p><p>“I understand.” She whispered in his ear, her kind touch like a brand on his shoulder. </p><p>“No you don’t.” He corrected, shaking his head. “You ended up with the person you love the most. Started a family, created a life for yourself. Do you know what I have Bev? What’s waiting for me back in New York?” The woman shook her head, retreating the hand that held him. “Nothing. An empty apartment, a dead end job, a cat that’s not even mine. I let him go when he left and he found his own life without me in it.” </p><p>“Eddie-”</p><p>“It’s fine.” He breathed, his bones becoming lead in his body forcing him to stay forever stuck in this moment. It hurt, telling Beverly the truth but what hurt most was the knowledge that Richie was happy. Happy without him. “I guess it just wasn’t meant to be.” </p><p>Beverly said nothing more on the subject, leaning into him as they proved themselves against the railing and watched old classmates inside. It was a somber sight, forcing sobriety to a man who wanted nothing more than to drink his pain away. “They really are a beautiful couple aren’t they?” Beverly whispered into his neck, placing a platonic kiss onto the skin there. “Almost like out of a movie.” </p><p>“Yeah.” He agreed even against the protest of his chipping heart. </p><p>“They’re <i>lovely</i>.” </p>
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for the hc thing? Richie has a huge following making ironic Tik Toks. He is VERY skilled in the art of shooting (the dance) and fortnite default dances. That is all.
<p>I got carried away… which is weird because I’ve never played fortnite and I’m not into tik tok so I had to ask my friends the weirdest questions of all time but I feel educated now, so thank you!</p><p><br/></p><p>- So, the first signs of this nightmare started when Fortnite came around</p><p>-
 Richie didn’t even play it, Bill and Ben did, and they tried to make 
every loser play with them but everyone was okay with just watching</p><p>- Except Richie</p><p>- The first time he watched them play he got fucking heart eyes looking at the screen</p><p>- “Holly shit, guys! Fucking pickaxes and parachutes?!”</p><p>- He was heavily scolded for using the term parachutes</p><p>- “THEY’RE CALLED GLIDERS, TRASHMOUTH.” yikes..</p><p>-
 Well anyway, you know how it goes. Richie gets sickly addicted, to the 
point of making everyone else bored of playing because he has the power 
to make everything suddenly annoying</p><p>- Richie takes it to 
extremes, like doing the dances everywhere they go at random moments, 
and the thing is… he kinda sucks at it…</p><p>- At first, the losers
 pretend they don’t know him if he starts dancing in public. But this is
 Richie Tozier, alright? He’s committed! (right..)</p><p>- He starts 
practicing every afternoon to get better, and sadly for the others, he 
makes sure to share his progress by hitting one of the losers up with 
texts and calls to say how good he’s getting</p><p>- But oh well, he 
actually starts getting better, like really-good better. Once, Mike made
 the mistake of complimenting one of Richie’s dance moves and that was 
the no turning back point. Richie is on fire </p><p>- He’d show off his 
dances on high school parties and ONCE a drunk guy came out of nowhere 
and joined him and Richie swore he was the happiest man alive in that 
moment</p><p>- Also, very important to mention. He sucks at playing, but
 that’s how he likes it. He likes the game because there’s always new 
skins and stuff to buy, and the colors and designs and the whole 
adrenaline of just fucking around with other players it’s what really 
makes it appealing to him</p><p>- He almost never kills anyone and 
annoys the other players every way he can think off: he shouts into the 
mic when it gets quiet, does his voices until he’s most likely mutted by
 every single teammate, etc<br/></p><p>- Some players start recognizing 
him and they make sure to let Richie know how much he’s hated and 
annoying and disliked. Everytime, Richie comes back with a mom joke</p><p>-One time his team won Victory Royale and he called every loser to make a speech even though he killed no one</p><p>-
 It starts getting boring after a while so he tries to make the losers 
play with him once, after much begging they agree, so they play on the 
playground mode</p><p>- So like at this point only Richie, Ben and Bill 
know the controls and all that, Mike and Bev are quick to learn by 
themselves, but right in the beggining of the game, before anyone had 
the chance to tell Eddie and Stan how to play, Richie just has to take 
the chance to mess with them</p><p>- He builds walls around the two of 
them so they get trapped and Richie almost pees his pants from all the 
insults Eddie throws at him while Stan just stays quiet and says </p><p>- “You begged me to play, I’m here for literally no other reason.”</p><p>-
 And then Eddie just keeps slamming all the buttons until he smashes the
 walls down with the pickaxe ( he kills Stan in the process )<br/></p><p>-
 After Eddie learns he can do that, he honestly doesn’t care about 
anything else, he just keeps trying to murder Richie with it, but every 
time Richie simply uses other weapons to kill him, which leaves him even
 more pissed</p><p>- Eddie loves to collect things and every time he 
shouts “Guys I just got balloons!” or other things the first thing 
Richie does is to kill him and keep the things for himself</p><p>- 
Anyway, those little sessions always end up with them doing pointless 
things and Richie killing Eddie every two minutes because he thinks it’s
 funny</p><p>- Then Tik Tok became a thing</p><p>- It wasn’t really that
 popular in the beggining, or at least the losers were still oblivious 
to it. But sometimes they have these “try not to laugh” challenges and 
they usually watch vine compilations, but this time autoplay took them 
to a tik tok compilation</p><p>- I think it’s obvious that Richie fell in love again</p><p>-
 So they kept on watching those compilations, and after a few minutes 
some tiktoks had the fortnite dances in them, oh bOy, is Richie gonna 
download that now and become obsessed ??YES???</p><p>- And like, the 
ironic humour in it is so perfect for him that Richie downloads tik tok 
right in that minute and starts trying to figure out how to do things by
 simply putting the losers on video and zooming in on their faces with 
some random music as background</p><p>- His content is shitty and he got
 kicked in the ass many times because he keeps following his friends 
around every day and recording their arguments or pointless things</p><p>-
 He gets addicted to watching compilations and that’s when he starts 
attempting to do those ironic ones and he thinks he’s pretty good</p><p>- He actually is <br/></p><p>-
 Well, his first tik toks were super cringy and belong to a darker past 
but now he’s a real tik tok master, or at least that’s what he says</p><p>-
 As revenge for putting their faces on tik tok, one time Bev got the app
 and the rest of the losers took Richie’s cringy old ones and had a 
great time making fun of him by adding their own tik toks</p><p>- They 
didn’t get any popular but the point was to bug Richie, which sorta 
worked because he was embarrassed and deleted all his old content</p><p>-
 One time Mike and Stan got into a small fight, and Richie kept singing 
the first verses of “Hit or Miss” to both of them until they couldn’t 
take it anymore and had to get over their fight to kick Richie’s ass 
together<br/></p><p>- And like, Stan was really, really pissed whenever 
Richie used that tactic, specially when he sang “you’ve got a boyfriend I
 bet he doesn’t kiss ya” <br/></p><p>- So once Eddie really, really got 
mad at Richie and Stan just fucking lost it, he started shouting that 
one verse in the middle of the school canteen<br/></p><p>- Richie couldn’t even be sad anymore, how could he? <br/></p><p>-
 Stan was so embarrassed because he forgot they were at school and 
everyone just stared, but Richie saved it by singing the next line out 
loud so that Stan wasn’t the only one getting attention</p><p>- Eddie was still mad</p><p>- Richie did the only logical thing and started singing “Baby I’m yours” by breakbot</p>
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<p>“Where’d they come from Richie?” Eddie asked again, staring Richie down. His hands were on his hips and he was rigid with anger. Richie was worried he would snap, he was so tense, his gaze was so cold that Richie had to look away. </p><p>“I don’t know!” He said again, running a hand through his hair. “I swear!”</p><p>His boyfriend set his jaw and shook his head. “Panties don’t just appear Richie. And in your bed? Bunch up under the covers?” The disgust and disappointed in his voice hurt the most. </p><p>Richie glanced at the offending undergarment. Red with lace lining the edges, nearly see through. They screamed seduction and temptation. He wanted nothing more than to ball them up and throw them away, to never see them again. They appeared out of no where and had ruined everything. </p><p>“I didn’t cheat on you Eds!” He took a step towards Eddie, hands outstretched, trying to get closer. He thought that maybe if he could touch Eddie it would be okay, Eddie would see that he didn’t do anything wrong. </p><p>But Eddie took a step back, shaking his head. “Really? You didn’t? Because it kinda looks like you fucking did.” </p><p>It stung that Eddie would even think that. Richie swallowed his tears. “Eds, I wouldn’t, I would never!” </p><p>“Do you remember last night?” His  words cut through the air and Richie winced as they hit him, slicing into him. </p><p>“No.” He admitted. He’d gone to a party with Bill, Eddie had to write a paper and couldn’t come. Richie had gotten beyond drunk and didn’t remember anything more than flashes. </p><p>Jello shots. </p><p>A bed. </p><p>Skin. </p><p>“So you don’t remember if you cheated.” Through the anger he heard the hurt that Eddie was trying to hide. It was easier for him to be angry than sad. </p><p>“I wouldn’t cheat on you.” Richie said, throwing as much emotion behind it as he could. “I love you. We’ve been together for years! There has to be another explanation. I just-” He looked around desperately. “I just don’t know what it is.” </p><p>“Convenient.” Eddie snapped. Moving quickly he crossed the room, pausing at the Richie’s door. “Don’t call me. I need some time.” He didn’t look at Richie as he said it and that was the hardest part. </p><p>Richie rushed to him, taking one of Eddie’s hands in both of his, refusing to let him go. “Eds.” Richie was practically begging.  “Don’t do this, please. Please, stay, we can talk.” Eddie leaving now felt like the end of them and Richie couldn’t let that happen. </p><p>Eddie yanked his hand back, rounding on Richie. “About what Rich? About how you don’t remember last night? About the underwear that you tried to hide? What exactly would you like to talk about?” </p><p>The words hurt, in part because Richie didn’t know what had happened. He hadn’t even seen the panties until Eddie found them when he came over and started making Richie’s bed. That was when the fight had started, when Eddie had grown cold. </p><p><b></b></p><p>Richie’s mouth flopped uselessly and Eddie nodded. “I thought as much. Goodbye Richie.” </p><p>Richie didn’t try to stop him. </p>
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<p><b>words:</b> 535</p>
<p>At first he thought he was just be
paranoid. <i>It’s just the pipes</i>, Eddie
told himself. But no, he definitely heard the front door of his apartment
opening. <i>Oh fuck, oh fuck, shitshitshit</i>,
he thought, slowly sitting up in bed, trying to be as silent as possible. As he
heard footsteps carry through his apartment, he quietly slid out of bed,
searching for some kind of weapon. The only thing he could find that even
remotely resembled a weapon was a silicone dildo, which he knew wouldn’t do
much damage. <i>Guess I’m punching my way
out of this one</i>. He took his phone out and dialed 911, but didn’t press the
call button, just in case he really was just hearing things. Then, he slowly
slipped out of his bedroom, heading down the pitch dark hallway. </p> <p><a href="https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/176248103587/can-we-get-a-badass-eddie-where-he-does-something" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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<p>HEY GUESS WHAT I FINALLY FINISHED</p>
<p>also I know we already talked about this but for other people reading: i requested the same thing from <a href="https://tmblr.co/mwWt4zD0ogfXm4vswScIBYg">@jacksbrak</a> a while ago and he did such a good job with it omg, you can find his fic <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16370402">here!</a> so yeah this sounds pretty good lmao</p>
<p><b>words:</b> 9,332 (i got a little carried away lmao)</p>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/17626262">read on ao3</a> or below!!</p>
<p><b>nsfw</b> below the cut obviously lol</p>
<p>They were sitting on Richie’s bed doing
homework while absently watching TV. It was some Netflix show, but Mike was
more focused on his reading - or he was trying to be at least. What he was
really focused on was Richie: how close he was, the smell of his cologne, the
way he would fidget. All of it had Mike wanting to focus all of his attention
on him. Luckily Richie didn’t give him much of a choice when he started tapping
his fingers absently against Mike’s leg. He huffed out a heavy sight and rested
his head on Mike’s shoulder. “Man, this assignment is killing me. I’m tryna get
fucking smashed tonight,” Richie said, referring to the party that Bill, Mike,
and Stan would be hosting later that night.</p>
<p>“Yeah, me too,” Mike agreed. “I
wanna get trashed one last time before finals really start kicking my ass.” Richie
gasped and clapped excitedly, turning his body toward Mike.</p>
<p>“Yes! I love drunk Mike! He says
such funny shit, and he’s actually nice to me.”</p>
<p>Mike rolled his eyes. “I’m nicer to
you than I should be,” he joked with a soft smile.</p>
<p>“I hope we play never have I ever,
or maybe some truth or dare. I wanna know what drunk Mikey has to say.” Richie
waggled his eyebrows.</p> <p><a href="https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/182485270622/babydoll-face-i-have-a-prompt-for-you-how-does" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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<p><b>nsfw </b>below the cut</p>
<p>Bill Denbrough had never
necessarily believed in luck - but now he was seriously considering that it
might exist, and that he might have the worst luck on the planet. Because his
professor had just announced project partners, and his was Richie Tozier.
Richie got fine grades - great grades, actually - so Bill thought that at least
that as a silver lining. But there were other smart people in the class, people
who weren’t absolutely insufferable. People who hadn’t broken Bill’s heart six
months ago. </p> <p><a href="https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/182225997537/oh-cool-can-i-request-a-angsty-smutfic-for" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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<p><b>You all wanted it, so here it is.</b></p><p>🌪ANGST🌪 🧁FLUFF🧁</p><p><i>I am getting married today. I am getting married today. I am.. </i>Eddie told himself that over and over again as he watched his wife walk down the aisle. As he listened to her give her vowels. And as she said “I do.”</p><p>“Do you, Eddie Elliot Kaspbrak, promise to Love Myra Tomp through sickness and in health?” The priest asked.</p><p>“I..I..” <i>I do. Just say it. It’s not that hard. </i>“I don’t.” <i>Faggot</i>. </p><p>“What!?” Sonia screamed and Myra’s eyes widened.</p><p>“I-I-I’m sorry!” Eddie cried. “I can’t do this!” Eddie ran down the aisle and into his dressing room, locking the door. Suddenly there was a knock on the door. “Go away mom!”</p><p>“It’s Beverly.” </p><p>Eddie wiped his tears and unlocked the door. He and Beverly use to be really close but haven’t spoked in years. </p><p>“Hi.” Eddie said sadly.</p><p>“Hi.” She smiled and walked in.</p><p>“I-I don’t know why I did that.” Eddie said.</p><p>“I know why.” Beverly said.</p><p>“What did Richie say?” Eddie asked.</p><p>“He uh..He left before Sonia walked down the aisle. He didn’t want to watch you marry someone else.” Beverly said.</p><p>“Oh..” Eddie said, a bit relieved.</p><p>“He still loves you Eddie.” Beverly said.</p><p>“I know..” Eddie whispered.</p><p>“And you still love him.” </p><p>“I know.” Eddie cried.</p><p>“Then why are you marrying Myra?” She asked quietly.</p><p>“I don’t want to be gay!” Eddie sobbed.</p><p>“There’s nothing wrong with being gay. It’s your mother putting that thought in your head. You need to stop talking to her.” She said.</p><p>“She’s my mother Beverly! I need a mother! I need family!” Eddie cried.</p><p>“We’re your family. All of us. Not that big bitch. I don’t have a mother or a father and I’m going just fine.” Beverly smiled.</p><p>“It’s just..I..” Eddie didn’t know how to finish because Sonia walked in.</p><p>“Edward.” Sonia said sternly.</p><p>“Do you want me to leave?” Beverly asked.</p><p>“Yes.” Sonia said. </p><p>“I was talking to Eddie.” Beverly said bitterly.</p><p>“No..” Eddie said and Beverly nodded.</p><p>“Edward your fiancé is in tears! Why would you-“</p><p>“Why don’t you love me?” Eddie asked. This caught Sonia off guard.</p><p>“I-what?” Sonia asked.</p><p>“What did I ever do..Even after trying to be straight you still just..I just want to know why you don’t love me?” Eddie said.</p><p><i>“Eddie of course I love you!” Richie cried as he watched Eddie pack his stuff.</i></p><p><i>“No you don’t! I need time.” Eddie said.</i></p><p><i>“Please!” Richie begged. “I-I can change! Have I not spending enough time with you? I’ll quit my job please don’t leave me.” Richie sobbed.</i></p><p><i>“I’m not a faggot Richie!” Eddie screamed and shoved him away.</i></p><p><i>“Of course you’re not! Eddie theres nothing wrong with being gay. We don’t have to get married. We can break up j-just please still be in my life.” Richie sobbed. </i></p><p><i>“Goodbye Richie.” Eddie said and walked out the house.</i></p><p>“Well?” Eddie asked.</p><p>“I don’t want a gay son Edward. We’re fixing you.” Sonia said.</p><p>“This is who I am! If you don’t want a gay son..then mom you don’t have a son.” Eddie cried. Sonia looked at him in shock but then sighed.</p><p>“Fine.” She said.</p><p>“Fuck you!” Beverly screamed. “You should be ashamed! Not loving your son for who he is disgusting! Rot in hell he doesn’t need you!” </p><p>“I meant fine to him being gay.” Sonia said awkwardly.</p><p>“Oh.” Beverly said embarrassingly.</p><p>“Really?” Eddie asked.</p><p>“Yes. I’ll..get it over it I guess.” Sonia said.</p><p>“All right!” Beverly cheered. “Sorry for cursing you out, I’ve been holding that in for a LONG time.” She said. “Now go get your man.”</p><p>“I don’t have his address.” Eddie said.</p><p>“Yes you do.” Eddie smiled and pointed to the table with the sheet of paper on it.</p><p>***</p><p>“So..” The cashier said awkwardly. “Can I ask why you’re here at 12 am in a wet tuxedo buying condoms, gummy ring pops, and bath bombs?” She asked.</p><p>“It’s a long story.” Eddie said.</p><p>“Fair enough.” She shrugged and scanned the items.</p><p>***</p><p>Eddie looked at the sheet of paper one last time to be sure he was at the right door. <i>I can do this. </i></p><p>He knocked while gripping his inhaler. <i>What if he doesn’t love me? What if this is payback? What if-</i></p><p>“Okay so have a 20 but-..you’re not the pizza man.” Richie said shocked.</p><p>“Hi..” Eddie said embarrassingly.</p><p>“Hey.” Richie said.</p><p>“I didn’t get married.” Eddie said.</p><p>“I can tell.” Richie smiled.</p><p>“Cool..” Eddie said.</p><p>“Do you want to come in?” Richie asked.</p><p>“Yes. I mean- if that’s okay with you?” Eddie replied.</p><p>“Of course it is sweetheart.” Richie said in a southern accent and the rest was history.</p><p><b>This is trash I’m sorry.</b></p><p><b>Please send me asks!</b></p><p><b>-Sincerely, Me</b></p>
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<figure data-orig-width="540" data-orig-height="540" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/d0e1cdc79cafd93711c3c74cf0752956/tumblr_inline_pm08akqozc1tbqw53_540.jpg" alt="image" data-orig-width="540" data-orig-height="540"/></figure><p>The sky hung low, the threat of a storm in constant motion. His feet stepped lightly along the asphalt, doing his best to avoid the puddles that had formed from the night before. Barbed wire threatened him, the dull windows whispering stories that he no longer cared to hear. Even after five years, Eddie still hated this part. Hated the metal detector, the inevitable pat down due to the bullet stuck in his hip and the accusing stares of the guards as they passed him threw. This was never what he had expected, not the ache in his spine due to the moisture in the air or the heaviness in his heart every time a case was assigned to his desk. It wasn’t right and still Eddie couldn’t find the strength to quit, knowing deep down that he would be doing this until the day he died.<br/></p><p>“You’re late.” Mike commented, sounding just as annoyed as Eddie felt. “This cuts into time that we need to establish-”</p><p>“Whatever.” Eddie groaned, rubbing the bridge of his nose. “I just really didn’t want to be here.” </p><p>“You know that joke stopped being funny three years ago.” Mike nipped, cutting his sharp teeth against Eddie’s soft skin. </p><p>“It’s not a joke.” He muttered, pulling out the flask he had hidden in his breast pocket and taking a quick swig, savoring the burn. Mike eyed him but said nothing because there was nothing to say. Eddie was only here due to a contractual obligation to the state. Mike knew this, the judge knew this and so did his boss which is why he gave him the cases that were deemed a waste of time. Public defense was what young and hopeful newbies signed up for, before the life crushed their need to save the world. Eddie knew this from experience. Somehow Mike had avoided it all, the stars still dancing in his eyes the same way the had on the very first day. Things would change, maybe not today, maybe not tomorrow but someday Mike would feel the heartbreak that came with the reality of their meaningless job. </p><p>And that, Eddie did not envy him. </p><p>“Did you at least read his file?” Mike inquired as they stopped in front of the steel door that held their client. “Please tell me you read-”</p><p>“Yes I read it.” Eddie nipped, “Not that I needed to, this guy is all over the fucking news.” </p><p>“Don’t let those newscasters get into your head.” Mike warned, his hand hovering above the nob as Eddie took another drink from his forbidden juice. “Everyone is innocent until proven guilty.” </p><p>“God you sound like a bad episode of Law and Order.” </p><p>Mike let that go as he entered the room, the usual scent of mildew and body odor wafting into them. After his eyes adjusted Eddie took his first good look of his client, the pictures on the news doing him no justice. He was tall, even sitting down he was almost at Eddie’s full height. His body was lanky and awkward, bones poking through the orange jumpsuit in off putting places. The locks on top of his head were overgrown, hanging past his ears and into his face. What really got under Eddie’s skin, the finishing touch to it all were the thick glasses that he wore, magnifying his bright blue eyes as he stared up to the two. Eddie fought against the bubble in his stomach, the attractions that he unintentionally felt. </p><p>“Good afternoon Mr. Tozier.” Mike greeted, pulling his seat from the desk and sitting down. “My name is Mike Hanlon and this is my partner Eddie Kaspbrak, we are your public defenders.” </p><p>“Hi.” The prisoner chirped, lifting his shackled hands up to offer a small wave. “It’s Richie actually, Mr. Tozier is my father.” </p><p>Eddie scoffed at he joke, taking his own seat in a much slower fashion. After shooting him a warning glare Mike continued, “Alright Richie, well let’s get to business. You are accused of the murder of George Denbrough, there is a mounting amount of evidence against you and your last defenders were dismissed which puts us way past schedule.” </p><p>“They didn’t believe that I didn’t do it.” Richie sighed, his shoulders slumping forward. “They wanted me to take a plea deal, to keep me from death row.” </p><p>“Well did you do it?” Eddie asked bluntly. </p><p>“Eddie! Come on don’t-” </p><p>“What? It’s a valid question don’t you think?” He continued, waving off his partner. “If the belief of your innocence is so important that you dismissed your first counsel then I think it’s something we need to put on the table because the evidence is damning Mr. Tozier, you’ve got to know that.” Digging into his briefcase he pulled out Richie’s folder, pulling out the photos of the crime scene and spreading it before his client. It was horrible and if he had any sanity left he would have turned his head away and barfed. Body parts and blood covered every inch of the table, the remains of that poor boy spread out in a grotesque display of guilt. Eddie’s eyes flickered back to Richie, whose face was scrunched up in either disgust or fear. “This is what the prosecution has, among a hundred other things. In my personal and professional experience this is where we work up a plea deal unless you are just asking for the death penalty.” </p><p>“I didn’t do this.” Richie said in a flat, even tone even though there were tears building up in his eyes. “I’m not going to give into a plea deal and I’ll go though a million public defenders until just one of them actually listens to me. I. Did. Not. Kill. That. Boy.” </p><p>“Guilty, not guilty, whatever. This is a hopeless case Mr. Tozier and I can almost guarantee if this goes to trial you will end up on death row picking out your last meal.” Eddie replied in an equally flat voice. </p><p>“You are so dark minded that you won’t even hear my side of the story?” Richie asked, accusing him of all the things Eddie knew to be true. “When I look into your eyes I see nothing but self hatred and cold heartless that I feel sad for you.” </p><p>“You feel sorry for me?” Eddie mocked, a chuckle building in his chest. Leaning forward he continued, “You are the one on trial for murder Richie.” The name came out in complete mockery. “You should feel sorry for yourself.” </p><p>“I know I didn’t do this.” Richie shot right back, rumbling Eddie right down to his bones. “I know the truth and that’s what really matters. At least I still have hope for justice Mr. Kaspbrak, it looks like you have given that up a million years ago.” </p><p>Fair enough.</p><p>Mike cleared his throat, pulling Eddie back so that he was sitting proper in his seat. “Look Richie, you have got to excuse Eddie here, he’s been through a lot and I know that’s not an proper excuse but you need to believe me when I say that no matter what we will fight for you. I believe in innocence until proven guilty, and I would die for your right for a fair trial.” </p><p>“Really?” Richie asked, the fire in his eyes diminishing into a dull light. “Do you mean that?” </p><p>“I do.” Mike nodded, “And I know it’s hard to believe but Eddie here is the best of the best. He’s saved a million innocent lives and I know that he has at least one more in the tank.” </p><p>“Don’t bet on that.” Eddie said under his breath, so soft that only Mike could hear. </p><p>“What do you say Richie, are you ready for our counsel?” Mike questioned, extending his hand out in peace. </p><p>Richie accepted it, smiling as he shook his lawyers hands. “Yes.” He sputtered out, almost in a choked sob. “Yes, thank you so much.” </p><p>Eddie couldn’t help himself from tripping, couldn’t stop the fluster in his face as Richie’s eyes met his. There was an ache in his hip and in his heart, reminding him of the last time he had taken a criminal’s word over his own gut feeling. He didn’t know it yet, but this trial was going to be the one that completely broke him, shattered everything he thought he had known about justice, innocence and-against his own free will-love. </p><p>But Eddie would soon find all of this out. </p>
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<figure data-orig-width="540" data-orig-height="540" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/1d3e8ef2b3491cead116a93485c2a574/tumblr_inline_plyqk882Lt1tbqw53_540.jpg" alt="image" data-orig-width="540" data-orig-height="540"/></figure><p>Richie groaned, his entire body aching as he tried to rise from his bed. Bones cracked, muscles cried and for a moment he was sure he was going to vomit. The space between his ears throbbed, his throat refusing to work as he tried to call out for his bandmates. He didn’t know what time it was, or what day for that matter. All he knew was that hangovers were a bitch and he was attracting them more and more lately.<br/></p><p>Eventually he peeled himself from the sheets, throwing on whatever he could find on the ground and stumbling out into the main foray of the bus. The others didn’t even bother to look up, having become accustomed to the sight of their lead singer’s state. Stan said something under his breath, and Richie couldn’t be bothered to listen instead plopping down on to the couch and laying his head onto Beverly’s soft lap. </p><p>He let out a content sigh just as she complained, “You smell like sex and cheep liquor Rich.” </p><p>“Oh boo.” Richie replied, rolling his eyes and huffing. “It was Seattle, sue me for having a little fun.” </p><p>“That’s all you do now.” Stan hissed, his annoyance interlacing itself in his words. “Sing, drink, sex, repeat.” </p><p>“Emphasis on repeat.” Richie cackled, burying his face in Beverly’s skirt. “I’m a rockstar Stanny, you should take a page out of my book and do the same.”</p><p>“I would never.” Stan replied with a scowl that ever reached his eyes. </p><p>The bus began to rock Richie back into slumber, the soft noise from the radio floating his own voice around them like a lullaby. Things were perfect, or at least as close as they could get. The Losers Club was topping every chart, their shows selling out on the first day. He was literally on a road trip with his four best friends, all of them doing what they had promised to do back in his shitty basement as kids. Perfect, fucking perfect. </p><p>Well until-</p><p>“Holy shit.” Bill said, followed by a slew of curses. The forcefulness and astonishment in his tone gaining Richie’s attention, making him perk up a little. “Did you guys read the article they did on us in the Rolling Stones?” The magazine crumpled up in his grip as he spoke, “Any of you?” </p><p>“No.” They all answered in unison. </p><p>“Honestly I didn’t know they did a story on us.” Richie grumbled, scratching his five o’clock shadow. “They didn’t send a reporter.” </p><p>“Yes they did.” Mike corrected, “That short guy in Chicago. Remember? You blew him off to go suck face with some groupies in your dressing room.” </p><p>“O-Oh.” Richie sputtered for a moment, a faint memory of a cute boy with a lanyard on asking to talk to him and getting offended with Richie suggested they do less talking and more- “That guy was from The Rolling Stones?” </p><p>“Yes and no.” Beverly said, forcing Richie to sit as she stood to get the magazine from their bassist. “He’s a freelancer, he’s written for he New York Times and People. Said he goes where the music is, been doing it for years.” </p><p>“You talked to him?” Richie asked.</p><p>“We all did.” Stan nipped, “Him and his photographer.” </p><p>“Oh shit.” Beverly gaped, her eyes following the words on the page. “This isn’t good. Not at all.” </p><p>Richie scoffed, “Any press is good press.” </p><p>Beverly ignored him as she read, “What really sets this band apart from actual rock bands is their lack of commitment to the music, selling out for cheap thrills and overpriced merchandise. The drummer and bassist are actually brilliant if only you could tune out the screeching noise of the lead singer as he drowns them out with the cat calls he tries to sell as vocals.” This made her gasp, looking over to Richie with absolute fury. “Are you fucking kidding me?” </p><p>“What? How in the hell is this my fault?” He asked, suddenly sober. </p><p>“Oh I don’t know, how about the fact that you were plastered all though Chicago? Or that here lately you’re not even showing up to rehearsals?” Bill accused, his tone sharp and accusing. “This isn’t just some fan review, it’s the fucking Rolling Stones! We could seriously hurt because of this!” </p><p>“Oh come on I don’t think one review is going to-”</p><p>“Fix this Richie.” Bill growled, cutting him off. “You’ve been slacking off and we we’ve kept out mouths shut because it hasn’t affected our performance but now it has. Fix this or else it’s going to be the end of the Losers Club.” </p><p>“How in the hell do you expect me to do that?” </p><p>It was all four of them that replied, seemingly at the same time. </p><p><i>“Figure it out.” </i></p>
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Hmmmmm. Maybe something like Eddie decides to run away from home during senior year as his mother is threatening to keep him here and not let him go to college and Richie goes with him? - reddies-spaghetti ❤️
<p><b><i>TW: Mention of Child Abuse</i></b></p>
<p>After kissing Richie goodbye, carefully hidden behind the tall tree near his neighbour’s house, Eddie neatly placed his old bike against the garage door, making sure it wouldn’t slip before he found himself running the short distance to the porch, where he got on his tiptoes while one of his hands reached down the wooden mailbox excitedly. Nothing. Again. Much to Eddie’s disappointment, but also much to his surprise. By now he should’ve had at the very least one letter from one of the twelve colleges he had applied to, even if it was a rejection one. But no. He didn’t. </p>
<p>“What am I doing wrong?” He wondered out loud, his hand gripping the rim of the mailbox as he fell back to the ball of his feet, eyes staring into space as he felt the familiar staggering pain that abused his frontal lobe when his anxiety started to build up.</p>
<p>“Eddie Bear? Is that you?” He heard his mother call out for him from inside the house, making him close his eyes as a shaky breathe left him. His knuckles easily turned a few shades whiter the more he imagined himself being stuck in this town and in this house.<br/></p>
<p>“Yeah Ma’.” Had he finally replied once he cleared his throat, somehow still sounding strained and strangled.<br/></p>
<p>“Don’t stay out too long, you’ll catch a cold.”</p> <p><a href="https://hawkinsbabe.tumblr.com/post/182315258350/hmmmmm-maybe-something-like-eddie-decides-to-run" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Sell me on six of crows
<p>Do you want a book with multiple sexualities represented? Multiple races? Disability representation? Canon gay and bi relationships? Do you want to read about a chubby girl being the sexy beauty of the group?</p><p>Do you want orderly and systemic magic systems that aren’t half-assed? A small but effective and fully fleshed out world? Unique feelings to each location? A fantasy book that isn’t set in the typical medieval vibe?</p><p>Do you want to see a character make actual character growth without it seeming rushed or out of nowhere? Do you want unlikable protagonists and compelling antiheroes? Do you want horrible but not cartoonish villains? Do you want multiple representations of trauma, and not one blanket statement of what form trauma takes? Do you want witty characters, compassionate characters?</p><p>Do you want to read something that isn’t a Chosen One plot? Do you want to read something that has nothing to do with the end of the world? Do you want exciting and fast paced storytelling? Do you want to have every piece of the story contribute to the plot?</p><p>Do you want beautiful and eloquent writing that isn’t purple prose? Do you want well developed plots and a character so clever they can outsmart the reader?</p><p>Six of Crows is for you!</p>
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i know billverly isn&rsquo;t that popular, but could you do a headcanon of bill leaving derry at idk 16/17 to search for bev? 🥺🥺🥺 of course he would find her *puppy eyes*
<p>Aw this is cute! Yes!</p><ul><li>Alright so after<b> The Encounter</b> Bev moves to live with her aunt. <br/></li><li>At first she calls all the boys often, wanting to keep up with everything she’s missing.<br/></li><li>She calls Bill the most. They’re still in a strange almost dating but not quite and Bill can’t wait to hear her voice every night. <br/></li><li>Usually they walk about stupid stuff- what Bev’s new school is like, how Bill’s parents are being (fine and getting better, respectively) but eventually they talk about them, and what they are, and Bill’s heart sings. <br/></li><li> As time goes on she calls less and less. And when she does call it feels off, like she doesn’t quite remember who Bill is. <br/></li><li>It breaks his heart. <br/></li><li> Then she comes to visit over Christmas break and it’s like nothing changed and Bill convinces himself he made it up. <br/></li><li>But when she leaves the same thing happens. <br/></li><li>This goes on for a few years, Bev visits and everything is amazing. Then she leaves and starts to forget. The boys all send her pictures and letters but nothing seems to help. <br/></li><li>One summer they’re all looking forward to Bev’s annual trip but they realize no one has heard from her in months. Bill has been calling her and writing her but hasn’t heard back. <br/></li><li>While the others assume she’s busy Bill can’t let it go. <br/></li><li>He can’t stop thinking about her. About if she’s okay or if something happened. <br/></li><li> He decides to go looking for her. He packs a small backpack and grabs his life savings (nearly 300$) and buys a ticket for the next bus towards Bev. <br/></li><li>Four days (and no showers) later he’s at the address he’s written to many times before. <br/></li><li>He’s standing on the doorstep and he can’t bring himself to knock. What if she really forgot this time? What if she has a new boyfriend? What if she just doesn’t want to be their friend anymore? There’s so much at stake. <br/></li><li>While he’s standing there a car pulls up and he sees it’s full of teenagers, all laughing and singing along and he feels like even more of an idiot. <br/></li><li>Until one of them pours out of the car and its Bev. Her hair is longer and she’s in a crop top and Bill <i>can’t</i> <i>breath</i>. <br/></li><li>She sees him and a flash of confusion passes over her face and his stomach drops. It finally happened, she really forgot him. <br/></li><li>But then she’s running to him, arms outstretched and running and throwing herself in his arms. <br/></li><li>“Bill,” She says, looking up at him. “I forgot. I’m sorry.” She looks so sad in that moment all he can do is kiss her, tipping her chin up and connecting their lips. He heard her friends whooping behind them and breaks the kiss, embarrassed. Bev laughs and dragged him inside, explaining that her aunt is working. </li><li>She brought Bill up to her room, both looking at each other. Of all the scenarios Bill had run through he never expected this, this awkward strangeness. <br/></li><li>“Bill, I’m sorry.” She said finally. “It’s so hard to remember. I try Bill. I do.” She gestured to a bulletin board full of photos of them from her visits. “The longer I’m gone the harder it gets.” <br/></li><li>“It’s not your fault.” He says, because he doesn’t know what else to say. It doesn’t make any sense. How could she forget them? Him?<br/></li><li>She smiled and walked over to him, putting her arms around him. “I missed you.” She leans against him and he decides that it doesn’t matter, not right now. He can forget the rest of the world as long as he’s with her. <br/></li><li>He calls his parents a few hours later, explaining where he is. They’re furious but agree to let him stay a few days. </li><li>The best days he’s had in a long time. </li><li>And he’s sure she won’t forget him this time. Not now. </li><li>But then, even sooner than before, the letters stop. And somehow Bill knows its for good this time.</li></ul>
Tags: 

Post id: 182279852428
Date: Thu, 24 Jan 2019 17:38:58
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/182279852428/ben-and-eddie-hansbrak-with-something-to-do-with
Slug: ben-and-eddie-hansbrak-with-something-to-do-with
Reblog key: P8xDHSFq
Reblog url: https://tastytozier.tumblr.com/post/182273575904/ben-and-eddie-hansbrak-with-something-to-do-with
Reblog name: tastytozier
ben and eddie (hansbrak) with something to do with &#039;teddy bear&#039; ?
<p>“I lost it.”</p><p>Ben croaked out, his throat feeling tight and dry. He didn’t cry. He couldn’t cry. No matter how hard it was hitting him, no matter how bad his heart aches as he sat amongst the mess he made of the dorm room. It felt as if someone was holding his heart outside of his chest, digging their long fingers nails into it, squeezing it with all the means to turn it into liquid.</p><p>“Ben? What did you lose Ben?”<br/></p><p>He could vaguely hear a voice ask, calling out to him. It sounded so far away and it only made his fingers tighten around the shell of his ears, as if ready to tear them off. </p><p><br/></p><p><i>“So, if I understand completely, you’re goi-” Eddie began saying as he walked next to Ben. The two of them bumped into each other after spending an entire year in the same college. To Eddie’s defense, Benjamin Changed, with a capital ‘C’. He had lost most of the baby weight he still carried through high school, with just the right amount of softness that still made him the best person to hug, something that was tested by Eddie himself the second he recognized him. He still had that sweet face though, even though he had the beginning of a stubble that made it look like he had a jawline that could cut a diamond. Overall; Ben Hanscom Looked Good. </i></p><p><i>“If they like what I sent them, they’re going to publish my poetry.” Ben finished, nodded his head along to his every word as if he still had to convinced himself that this was happening. For a while, nothing felt real. Everything was going his way. Everything simply… Everything was great. He had met back with Eddie five months ago. For two months now they were going on steady dates whenever Eddie had time between his barista job and his studies in Child Care. It blew his mind still thinking back how miserable he was in Derry, amidst his amazing friends and lovely parents, that he now was this genuinely happy both in his life and in his own skin and sexuality. His train of thoughts was broken off by arms suddenly wrapping themselves around his shoulder and hugging him so tight he could barely let the chuckle escape him.<br/></i></p><p><i>“Benjamin! This is amazing news!” He heard loud and clear, Eddie almost screaming in joy as he hugged him from above the counter.<br/></i></p><p><i>“I’m so proud of you. We have to call everyone tonight to let them know. God knows Richie needs a heads up so he can save some cash and buy it.”<br/></i></p><p><i>-</i></p><p><i>Ben could feel something shift two years later. There was something his lover wasn’t telling him. That much he knew. But he had yet to put his hand on exactly what. They didn’t spend as many nights together anymore, hell Ben barely was even allowed to set foot into Eddie’s dorm nowadays. If they hung out it was at Ben’s, which he would never complained about, but they never could do much because Eddie always seemed so tired and Ben, being the mom that he was, didn’t want to strain him further. So they would always end up binging a series and cuddling up in his way too small bed. He suspected that it was because of his studies, after all, studying to become a doctor was a lot more work than he thought it was before he dated Eddie. But there was still a little something that ticked him off. But whenever he tried bringing up the fact that he looked like he hadn’t sleep in years Eddie would either joke around or kiss him ever so softly he found himself melting in his hands.</i></p><p><i>“Get up buttercup.” He heard Eddie say once he was out of the bathroom where he had run to, extending his hands. When Ben looked back up to him, he didn’t expect to be met with the sweetest smile he had ever seen. If there was one thing about Eddie Ben had noticed was that, even with the darkest of undereye bags and the faded glow in his skin; he still looked like an angel, the most beautiful man to grace this planet. “I’m taking you out.”<br/></i></p><p><i>“Eddie, we should-”<br/></i></p><p><i>“Will you seriously make me drag you out of his building? Cause you know I will.” Ben rolled his eyes as he was reminded of the numbers of time little Kaspbrak prove he was a <b>Strong</b> little Kaspbrak. He got up from his bed, taking in the frail hand, which Ben took notice in that it was so much frailer than he remembered, before being dragged out of his dorm.<br/></i></p><p><i>All the way to a build-a-bear shop. Not at all where Ben had expected they’d go, but happier than ever that it wasn’t a bar, even if they were the only adults, aside from parents, that were in the store. He looked down at Eddie curiously, as if asking what they were doing here. Eddie didn’t answer him yet though, waiting until he had brought him to the first station aka where they choose which plushy they want.</i></p><p><i>“So. What we are doing is, we’ll create a plushy for one another okay? Don’t think about the price, just do whatever you want. Keep in mind whatever you do is mind though.” He said eagerly, bony hip bumping against his lightly before running off with a plushy he had already chosen to get it stuffed while Ben stood there, watching him talk to the lady with a fond smile. It was nice. Feeling Eddie being so full of life again was something rejuvenating and that made his heart skipped a beat. He had missed that childish side of him this past year. </i></p><p><i>Eddie made a Teddy Bear dressed in blue scrubs he had called Teddy Love aka Dr.Love while Ben did a Bunny that wore a ‘Love you to the moon &amp; back’ t-shirt, glasses, and pants that held a book too he had called Benjie.</i></p><p><i>“How original.” Eddie had teased, even though he pressed a kiss to his bunny’s head, holding onto him and the pictures the girl ever so kindly printed of their little ‘family’ at the ‘pasport/birth certificate’ booth. The arm Ben had around Eddie’s shoulder tightened a bit, bringing him closer as he planted a kiss onto his forehead, then the tip of his button nose before he pulled away slightly, smiling widely as Eddie groaned, still awaiting his kiss. “Don’t make a guy wait, Hans-.”<br/></i></p><p><i>Eddie had begun to complain before he was shut up by the lips he had waited for, smiling against ben’s lips a little when he heard the disgusted sound of the kid waiting in line behind them to pay.</i></p><p><i>-</i></p><p><i>The thing that Ben had been dreading finally happened. So suddenly that he was at a signing when he got the call that flipped his world upside down. </i></p><p><i>“Mr.Hanscom, Edward Kaspbrak put you as his ICE, could you please come to the Saint-Jupiter hospital? I don’t think we should talk over the phone.”<br/></i></p><p><i>He hated every second of the car ride to the hospital, his manager insisting on driving him there. Just like he hated every second he was at the hospital. Just like he hated every word that was said to him. Just like he hated that he felt absolutely nothing. Because somehow, it didn’t hit him. It took for him to be back at his dorm, in his bed cuddling Dr.Love for him the facts to crash down on him. And at the moment it all crashed, he couldn’t help but hate Eddie for hiding the fact that he was sick but hated himself only more when he realized all the signs were there, he was just too blind to see. His body ached as it was racked by sobs that kept on going for hours and hours, each time getting louder, heavier, to the point where his neighbors banged on the wall yelling for him to shut up. And he tried. He tried to muffle his cries. But he felt everything so vividly, so harshly, that all he wanted to do was scream. Scream until he lost his voice. Scream until he felt nothing else than the burning of his throat. Because, as the tears burned their way down his face, as his heart bled out, as his head pounded, as his body seize up every so often making him squeeze the stuffed bear hard enough to make him say; </i><i>“I love you!” and “See you later, Alligator.” that was recorded by Eddie, he felt everything. From the pure joy, he ever brought him, the softness of each kiss, the tenderness behind every caress, the butterflies in his stomach whenever they shared ‘I love you’. He hated it. He didn’t want to feel all of this. He wanted it all to stop. Because he couldn’t help but feel miserable at the thought that maybe if he hadn’t been so blind, he could’ve saved him.</i></p><p>“I lost my Teddy Bear.”<br/></p><p><br/></p><p><a href="https://hawkinsbabe.tumblr.com/ask">♡Send me a ship with a prompt/sentence/song/color even and I’ll whip up something♡</a></p>
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<p>So…this isn’t the happiest ending. My bad anon, it kinda just happened. It’s hopeful, and that’s what matters right? Right? </p><p><i><b>30. So that’s it? It’s over?</b></i></p><p>Eddie watched the exchange through the sea of students. There was a faint ringing in his ears, his heart sputtering along with the rhythm of the feet around him. It wasn’t like he wanted to watch, the exact opposite actually, but as Bill and Stan’s exchange changed to something else he found that his eyes were glued. They had yet to come to their friends about their blossoming relationship but if Eddie knew, than Richie knew, and that was the tragedy of it all.</p><p>As Richie’s best friend, Eddie had listened to the trashmouth fawn over the curly haired boy for years. Stan this, Stan that, Stan, Stan, Stan. “Do you see his sweater today Eds, fucking adorable.” “Did you think he saw me staring, god I hope not.” “I’ve never felt like this about anyone before Eddie, that has to mean something.” </p><p>That last one had hurt, practically ripping Eddie’s heart out on the spot. If anyone understood the internal conflict that Richie was going through, it was him. Watching the person you loved, love someone else was hard, being the person who they went to when they wanted to talk about their love was down right unbearable. Was it fair? No. But did Eddie allow it all to happen, even if it was at a great personal cost? Yes. </p><p>Slamming his locker door, he pried himself away unable to watch any longer. It wasn’t that Eddie hated Stan, he was one of his closest friends but his blatant disregard for Richie’s feelings earned him a place on his shit list. Stan knew about the trashmouths feelings, Eddie himself had been there when he had admitted it, he just didn’t feel the same way and that wasn’t his fault. That didn’t mean that sucking face in the middle of a busy high school hallway was the kindest thing he had ever done. </p><p>Eddie skipped his next class, ignoring the uncomfortable feeling in his gut and his mother’s voice in his head. He allowed his feet to carry him down the hall, knowing exactly where to go. Just as the bell rang, his hands touched the heavy wood of the double doors leading into the auditorium. The place was deserted, good. </p><p>There was a faint whimper, the tiny sound echoing against the the walls and punching Eddie in the chest. Looking up he could see Richie’s silhouette, hunched over, almost curled up into a ball on the skywalk. Sighing, the short boy walked onto the stage, heading behind the curtain. When he finally found the latter his stomach churned, feeling his fear of heights crawl under his skin. Swallowing down his common sense, he began to climb. His hands shaking with each bar he grasped. </p><p>He cursed the entire way up, muttering the vulgar words under his breath. Once he was at the top he managed to stand on the wobbling platform. He wanted to vomit, but didn’t for the simple fact that his best friend was broken on the other side of the extremely long walkway. Step by step he made his way towards Richie, feeling every nerve fight his fears. Although it was probably only about a 10 feet stretch, it felt like a mile for Eddie, his fingers gripping onto the handrail so strongly that his palms throbbed. </p><p>Richie didn’t look up when he finally made it to him, instead he watched his feet, swinging them aimlessly under him. “Hey.” Eddie mumbled, holding his breath as he took a seat beside his friend. “I knew I’d find you here.” </p><p>“How did you even get up here?” Richie asked, his voice void of emotion. “You fucking hate heights.” </p><p>“I managed.” He admitted, trying his best not to look at the ground but instead focusing on his friends face. </p><p>They sat in silence, neither of them wanting to begin the conversation that was soon to come. Eddie had to admit that the the auditorium was kind of eerie, the silence crawling along his skin, it’s sharpened nails digging into his tender skin. This sucked, there was no other way to describe it, this fucking sucked. </p><p>“He’s with Bill now.” Richie finally whispered, his voice breaking. “But I guess you already know since you’re here.”</p><p>“Yeah.” Eddie confessed, “I saw.”</p><p>“I feel so broken Eds.” Richie whispered, lowering his tone so that it was just above a whisper. “I feel like he tore my heart out.” </p><p>Eddie could relate. “I know Rich. I’m so sorry it turned out like this.” And he meant it. He was sorry. Above all else, he wanted for him to be happy, even if that meant loving someone that wasn’t him. Even if it meant pain for himself, it was all worth it to see Richie’s bright and inviting smile. </p><p>“I don’t want to feel like this.” Eddie could hear the tear in his voice, the waterfall of tears trailing down his face. “I don’t want to be heartbroken any more. I’m done. I’m fucking done with him, if he doesn’t love me back then screw him!” </p><p>Eddie’s heart twisted. “So that’s it? It’s over?” He found himself asking, “You think you can forget him just like that? Just with the snap of your finger.” </p><p>“I have to.” Richie whined, “I have to let him go. If it’s not supposed to be, then so be it. As long as he’s happy, as long as he’s loved, I think I can get by.” </p><p>It was a double edge sword. Two sides of the same coin. Eddie loved Richie, Richie loved Stan, and Stan loved Bill. How did it come down to this, how did they end up in this predicament? It was such a shit show that it was almost funny. Almost. </p><p>“It’s not that simple.” Eddie whispered, feeling his face fluster. “Love is strong Rich, you have no idea what you’re willing to do until you find yourself at that crossroad.” Oh how his own words cut him, how deep the poison of his truth seep into his open wounds. “You’ll always love him, I can promise you that.” </p><p>Richie sniffled, shaking his head. “I feel like I’m going to die.” </p><p>“You will.” Eddie wasn’t sure why he continued, spilling all of his secrets into the already thick air. “When you’re around him, it’ll be hard to breathe. When he talks to you, nothing else will seem to matter. When you see them together you will be convinced that the feeling in your chest is going to drag you down but-” He stopped, his own tears burning his eyes. </p><p>“But?” Riche pressed, looking up to his face for the first time. </p><p>“But that’s love Rich. It’s the feeling he gives you, the high he brings. It’s being selfless and selfish at the same time. It’s helping him through his problems and then wishing that your heart would stop beating the moment he smiles at you because at least you can die happy. Love is the most terrible and wonderful things in the world. And it’s what will kill us in the end, but it’s those stolen moments that make it all worth it.” When he finished, he could feel his body tremble. The truth in his own words, the pain in his tone fell onto the floor below with a thud. It was painful, but it was true. </p><p>“You love Bill don’t you?” Richie asked, taking Eddie by surprise. “That’s why you feel that way right? Because Bill is in love with Stan?” </p><p>“Yeah.” He lied, his heart shattering. “Yeah that’s why.” </p><p>Richie nodded his head, a chuckle rumbling in his chest. “We are both fucked aren’t we?” </p><p>Eddie smiled, “Yes.” He muttered, his tears spilling onto his shirt. “But we will survive Rich. We will be okay.”</p><p>“Thank you Eds.” Richie said, a smile curling at the corner of his lips. “You are the most amazing best friend I could have asked for. I love you.” </p><p>Another punch in the chest, another blow to his body. If all else failed he could live this way, yes he thought, he could survive with being the best friend. He could live with the way thing were, even if Richie never noticed the way he felt he could at least make him happy in every other way. Still he held onto the hope that someday he would open his eyes, and maybe it would happen. Maybe someday they could be together, but for now he would settle. Eddie would settle being there for Richie in the way he needed it the most. With a forced smile he replied, </p><p>“I love you too.”</p><p>But not in the same way. </p>
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<p>oh baby i got you covered<br/>[send me headcanon/one shot requests!!]<br/><i><a href="https://sunsetlosers.tumblr.com/tagged/my-hc">[my other hc’s}</a></i></p> <p><a href="http://lo-v-ers.tumblr.com/post/172294800366/i-need-some-dancer-richie-content-please-and-thank" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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maybe some soft reddie smut for Valentine&rsquo;s Day? love ur work btw 😊❤️
<p>Thank you so much, omg. You’re one of the first (if not only?) people on here apart from my lovely friend Jack who have said that to me about my work. I might actually cry lmao I’m so soft sorry<br/></p><hr><p>“Richieeeee-” Eddie’s voice broke off as Richie thrust at a
new angle, hitting his prostate dead on.</p><p>The two were in Eddie’s bed, a tight squeeze for a dorm room
single, but they made it work. They were on their sides, Richie spooning Eddie
with his cock buried deep inside him.</p><p>It had started out as an innocent cuddle session. But like
most things with Richie, it didn’t stay innocent for long. Cuddles had turned
to grinding, grinding had turned to dry humping, and now they were both naked
and sweaty, silently praying that Eddie’s roommate didn’t decide to come home
early.</p><p>“Unnngh- fuck, Eds.” Richie drawled as Eddie swiveled his
hips backwards, Richie’s cock stirring inside him.</p><p>Eddie reached up with both hands to hold on to Richie’s arm
that was curled around him, using it to brace himself so he could push back
deeper. His head was spinning, the air in the room was stuffy, words and noises
were blending together into a medley of nonsense. All he could focus on was the
feeling of being stretched open, speared on Richie’s cock, the thickness
reaching parts of him he was never able to reach himself.</p><p>“Eddie, fuck, you gotta slow down babe.” Richie tried to
still Eddie’s movements, but it only spurred him on further.</p><p>Richie laughed incredulously at his boyfriend’s determination.</p><p>“I want this to last.” Richie whispered into Eddie’s ear.</p><p>It finally got the desire response, Eddie slowed himself
down with a small whimper, reaching behind him to grip on to Richie’s leg as an
anchor. </p><p>“There we go, good boy.” Richie praised him, kissing is cheek
tenderly.</p><p>Richie adjusted them slightly so his arm was scooped under
Eddie’s leg, holding it up to Eddie’s chest so he could hit a different angle.</p><p>The responding moan was rewarding, causing Richie’s cock to
twitch in reply.</p><p>“So beautiful…” Richie murmured, looking down at his fucked
out boyfriend.</p><p>Eddie’s eyes were screwed shut, trying to focus on regulating
his breathing. His cheeks were flushed a startling shade of red which crept
down his neck and splotched across his chest. Eddie always looked beautiful to
Richie, but his favorite moments were moments like these where Eddie’s guard
was completely down, and Richie was able to see the rawest, most vulnerable parts
of him.</p><p>“I love you so much.” Richie whispered quietly enough that
only he could hear.</p><p>His thrusts were shallow and slow, gyrating more than
anything at that point. Eddie had calmed down enough to open his eyes again,
peering back at Richie with an almost embarrassed smile.</p><p>Eddie removed his hand from where he’d been holding a vice
grip to Richie’s thigh, and instead brought it to run through Richie’s hair. It
was an awkward angle, Eddie was twisted around not unlike a pretzel, but he had
always been flexible, so it wasn’t uncomfortable.</p><p>Eddie watched Richie for a while, their breaths mingling as
Richie kept up a steady rhythm with his hips. Eddie could feel his fire
building, coiling deep inside his abdomen, but it wasn’t enough to push him
over the edge.</p><p>“I want to cum.” Eddie moaned, his eyes half lidded and
unfocused. “Please, Rich…”</p><p>Without hesitation, Richie reached down to grasp Eddie’s
neglected cock. It only took a few pumps to have Eddie babbling incoherent
thoughts.</p><p>“You’re so good… Never wanna stop… Fit together so well…”
Eddie’s sentences were disjointed, cracking apart under the pressure building
from within.</p><p>“So close…” That, Richie understood.</p><p>He nuzzled closer to Eddie, nudging Eddie’s cheek with his
nose to get his attention. Eddie turned his head just before his face screwed
up into pleasure, and Richie felt the telltale signs of his release pouring out
over his hand.</p><p>Richie spurred his hips faster, easing Eddie through his orgasm
and bringing him to his own. He stuttered forward, a groan escaping his mouth
as he released into Eddie.</p><p>As he came down, he felt soft lips brushing his own. He couldn’t
reciprocate yet, still floating in the clouds above reality, but he knew Eddie
was leaving soft kisses across his face, his neck, his chest.</p><p>When he’d come back down to earth, Richie realized that Eddie
had pulled off him and curled up into his chest. He was watching Richie with fond
eyes as he traced a finger against his skin</p><p>“Hi.” Richie whispered.</p><p>“Welcome back.” Eddie teased.</p><p>Richie pulled him in for another kiss, one he could reciprocate.</p><p>“I love you, you know.” Eddie said brightly. </p><p>Richie grinned, a big toothy goofy one. “I know.” He
responded. “And I love you.”</p><p>“I know.” Eddie rested his head back against Richie’s chest,
letting the sound of his heartbeat echo in his ear.</p><p>“Happy Valentine’s Day, Rich.” Eddie whispered.</p>
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Eddie counting Richie&rsquo;s freckles and then accidentally kissing is my kink
<p>a truly amazing concept omg that would be so sweet!!</p><p>like they’re both a lil drunk and eddies just staring so hard at richies face and he’s so close to him and richie’s got this soft smile on his face and he’s like “uhh, hey eds” “shh” “whatcha doin” “richie I need to concentrate” “I can see that” and if richie moved his head even a little bit, eddie would hold his face in his hands to keep him still bc “if you make me lose count I swear to god richie” but eddies squishing his cheeks together so obviously richie starts making dumb faces that make them giggle and lean even further into each other and somehow their lips brush and they’re both kind of still for a second before eddie kisses him again. eddie then tries to kiss every individual freckle on richies face and shoulders (and richie is happy to indulge him)</p>
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stozier au where stan sleepwalks and confesses that hes in live with richie while hes asleep one night and richie doesnt know if it was him being honest of if it was just some weird shit he said in his sleep and lowkey panics abt it cause he doesnt know if she should tell stan or not
<ul><li><small>at the end of junior year, stan snaps without stress. dude went his whole life high strung to shit, which only worsened with AP classes, SATs, and college applications, and the sudden freedom from the burden was too much for his brain to handle; one minute he had the weight of all seven planets on his shoulders, the next it was gone, like some severe form of fucking whiplash.</small><br/></li><li><small>almost immediately after school ends he develops insomnia and doesn’t sleep for about four days (nyquil doesn’t even come close to helping) before his dad finds his barely used and still good ambien prescription in the medicine cabinet</small></li><li><small>of course the first night stan takes ambien is the night the losers club host their first movie night of the summer: friday, bill’s basement, BYOS (bring your own snacks)</small></li><li><small>stan can’t say NO to bill</small></li><li><small>no one can</small></li><li><small>it’s a gift - bill probably</small></li><li><small>the gang gets there and stan falls asleep first, around 10 pm</small></li><li><small>the losers don’t know he’s on ambien</small></li><li><small>so they’re sitting there watching fired up (mike and beverly’s pick), when all of a sudden, stan gets up</small></li><li><small>assuming he’s gonna pee or something ben moves out of the way to let him pass; stan gets as far as beside the t.v. before he turns to ben and asks “ben, why are you wearing that?” and ben, in his ninja turtles t-shirt and pajama pants, replies “i like the ninja turtles” and stan, voice flat, goes “god, you’re such a slut”</small></li><li><small>thinking stan’s you know, AWAKE and joking around, the losers laugh and richie yells “stan gets off on a good one!” at stan’s retreating figure</small></li><li><small>it’s eddie who thinks it’s weird and says something</small></li><li><small>“he didn’t even laugh or turn around. that was weird. i didn’t like it.” - eddie<br/></small></li><li><small>“do you ever like anything” - richie<br/></small></li><li><small>“yeah fucking your sister” - eddie<br/></small></li><li><small>while they’re bickering, stan walks back in with a plate of gooey, melted marshmallows, seemingly just out of the microwave, and without a word, proceeds over to eddie and starts sticking them all over him</small></li><li><small>eddie’s screaming, richie’s laughing, bill grabs the plate from stan…. and stan falls to the nest of sleeping bags immediately, back to sleep</small></li><li><small>“this is some white people shit i swear to god” - mike probably<br/></small></li><li><small>it’s beverly’s idea to go thru stan’s bag and she finds the ambien prescription and starts rattling off about it</small></li><li><small>“how do u know so much about drugs” - bill<br/></small></li><li><small>“i literally sell weed are u joking” - bev</small><br/></li><li><small>so 2+2=4. the losers know stan was having issues sleeping, so this makes sense</small></li><li><small>doesn’t stop it being hilarious tho</small></li><li><small>stan’s SUPER embarrassed about it tho and vows to never sleep over anyone’s house again……. which is fine because the next night, the losers just show up at his house bc technically stan’s not sleeping over anyone’s house that way right ??? (it’s also 6 against 1) ((stan makes them swear to wake him up if he starts doing weird shit again)) (((u know they won’t)))</small></li><li><small>that night, stan gets up at around one in the morning and steps on mike on his way to kitchen</small></li><li><small>“what the FUCK- oh shit he’s doin it guys” - mike, waking up anyone he can, and they all follow stan single file, snickering, recording on their phones<br/></small></li><li><small>stan drops to the kitchen floor and starts doing sit ups while sobbing</small></li><li><small>“shit buddy what’s wrong?” bill asks, momentarily forgetting stan’s asleep “I HAVE TO DO MY GYM HOMEWORK OR ELSE I CAN’T GO TO PERU!” god it’s so fucking funny they’re all D Y I N G ( stan, upon seeing the video the following morning, reluctantly agrees )<br/></small></li><li><small>considering it’s summer, they spend so much fucking time together and are constantly sleeping over each other’s houses, even if not in massive groups</small></li><li><small>they all bear witness to stan’s sleepwalking antics; it’s not every night but it’s more often than not</small></li><li><small>three days go by towards the end of this two week period where nothing happens at all. he just sleeps. they think it’s over. richie sleeps over stan’s house that night after a day at the quarry and the arcade, belly full of something kosher and delicious, which is the reason he feels like he’s gonna puke every time he looks at stan</small></li><li><small>it’s totally not because richie’s been in love with stan since they were… actually, he doesn’t even remember when it started. just that it’s gone on so long it feels like it’s always been there. like he was born half in love with stan uris and spent the past sixteen years falling the rest of the way.</small></li><li><small>stan’s on his last ambien and says he should be fine after this, hopefully; summer’s been good to him and he thinks he’s over the weird panic he experienced over lack of responsibility. he doesn’t feel guilty relaxing anymore. he’s bird-watching again without feeling bad about it. enjoying himself without feeling like there are more productive things he should be doing.</small></li><li><small>richie can’t sit still for two minutes so after stan announces he’s going to bed and pops a pill, there’s little more that richie can do besides talk stan to sleep</small></li><li><small>“isn’t it crazy how obsessed with communism our generation is?” “what the fuck are you talking about richie” “you texted brb to me earlier” “ok and” “it stands for ‘better redistribute bread’“ “oh my god” “LOL? lets overthrow landlords?” “richie PLEASE shut the fuck up you’re more powerful than ambien” “stfu ??? stan that stands for support the factory union”<br/></small></li><li><small>eventually, stan stops replying and his breathing’s slow, deep, and richie knows he’s asleep. richie messes around on his phone for a while to do SOMETHING; scrolls thru twitter with one hand, fidget spinner in another; watches like two episodes of b99 until around 2 when he starts getting drowsy</small></li><li><small>just as richie locks his phone and turns off the light, stan calls his name</small></li><li><small>“what’s up, stan the man?” richie turns to look at stan, who he can’t see in the darkness at all, but he can feel as stan reaches out and holds his wrist<br/></small></li><li><small>“i’m crazy about you” stan says, simply, and richie thanks god he shut off the lights cuz he’s a full body blusher and he can’t believe this is happening he can’t believe he’s getting everything he ever wanted he’s getting the only person he’s ever-<br/></small></li><li><small>“if the manager locks you in a tower again, i’ll save you” stan continues and richie realizes stan’s sleeptalking and his heart just about fuckin shatters yo <br/></small></li><li><small>“yeah? you’ll save me, bird boy? fly up there with your eagle wings and save me?”<br/></small></li><li><small>“duh i’m in love with you” “aw stanley you’re in love with me? how embarrassing” “richie we’re married. we adopted a gnome together”</small></li><li><small>stan stops talking again a while later. he’s still holding onto richie’s wrist, though. richie should roll over, disconnect the contact, for the sake of his own heart, but he’s frozen in place instead while his heart all but bangs against his rib cage, fighting to get to where it wants to be: with stan</small></li><li><small>the following morning, richie wakes up to stan flicking him on the nose and stan asks “anything happen last night?” and richie lies, says no, gets up to go brush his teeth</small></li><li><small>they’re meeting the losers at the quarry again soon; as soon as they do, richie all but corners beverly, the only person who knows about his feelings, in a frenzied panick “stan said he was in love with but he was sleeptalking so i don’t know if he meant it” “did you ask?” “no” “then ask” “beverly, my love, can you stop acting crazy and help me come up with a plan” “oh my GOD richie”</small></li><li><small>“so here’s the plan: observe stan’s behavior. flirt with him more, try and be obvious about it, don’t do that thing where you flirt with someone by bullying them” - beverly</small></li><li><small>“sounds good” - richie, but he immediately dunks stan underwater afterwards<br/></small></li><li><small>the next few days is like playing chess. for everything stan does, everything he says, richie’s got a counter-attack. stan gets cold at the bonfire? richie gives him his jacket. stan makes a joke? richie laughs louder than anyone else. and stan’s like… doing it back. he presses his foot right up against richie’s at the diner, like it belongs there. richie’s being loud? suddenly the losers have a new catchphrase, coined by stan: beep beep richie!</small></li><li><small>it’s driving him up a fucking wall. especially when stan looks at him like that, like he’s never seen anything else in the world except for that moment. richie, in that moment.</small></li><li><small>richie downs two tequila shots at bill’s fourth of july party. gets brave. he’s in the upstairs bathroom with stan, who’s patching up richie’s scraped up knee, even though stan’s kinda drunk too, when richie gets brave.</small></li><li><small>stan looks at him with that look again and the words tumble out of richie’s mouth before he can stop them: “so when are you gonna admit that you’re in love with me?”</small></li><li><small>he could pass it off as a joke. if he laughs right NOW it could still be a joke. but he doesn’t laugh, and neither does stan, who looks like a deer caught in the headlights. they’re just staring at each other now. there are fireworks outside. someone yells.</small></li><li><small>“what?”<br/></small></li><li><small>“i’m crazy about you,” richie confesses, parroting stan’s sleep-spoken words<br/></small></li><li><small>“shut up,” stan says, weakly, tearing his eyes away. it’s like he thinks richie’s fucking with him.<br/></small></li><li><small>richie isn’t</small></li><li><small>“stan” “what” “look at me” and when stan does, richie says it again “i’m crazy about you, stanley” “stop”</small><br/></li><li><small>richie hops off the counter suddenly and switches their positions, backs stan up into the counter with his hands on either side of stan’s hips</small></li><li><small>“you can leave if you want,” richie starts, voice low, “and i’ll act like i don’t remember any of this when we wake up sober. i’m not fucking around though. i’ve been in love with you my whole life.”<br/></small></li><li><small>stan doesn’t say anything for a second. two. three. his eyes are darting around richie’s face like crazy, like he’s making a map out of richie’s freckles, and richie doesn’t even feel self conscious under his stare. he feels brave.</small></li><li><small>richie keeps going “you said you loved me, when you were sleeping. if you didn’t mean it, you can leave. it’s okay. i won’t be mad. but if you meant it-” <br/></small></li><li><small>“support the factory union.”<br/></small></li><li><small>…. “i’m pouring my heart out for you stan what the hell”</small></li><li><small>“stfu. support the factory union. i’m telling you to shut the fuck up, richie. beep beep, richie.” stan replies and if it wasn’t for the look he was giving richie, eyes warm, while his hands come up to touch richie’s face. “you rip my heart out every day. right the fuck out of my chest. i’m not even mad about it.”<br/></small></li><li><small>“oh” richie says. for once the trashmouth has nothing to say.<br/></small></li><li><small>“you gonna kiss me yet?” stan asks<br/></small></li><li><small>richie does.</small></li></ul>
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Here&rsquo;s a prompt for you( sorry it&rsquo;s so long😅) kind of a lumineers song fic: Part 1:  sleep on the floor Reddie have been boyfriends since forever, duh.  But graduation is looming and Richie is all set to go to Cali.  Eds is supposed to come too but Sonia tightens her clutches and puts a stop to it somehow.  Eddie breaks up with Richie , breaking both their hearts.  Richie leaves before graduation.  I hc they both listen to this song and imagine what could have been Part 2: Ophelia Eddie finally
<p>

Breaks free from his mom but to NYU. He meets Myra and they start dating. I picture him listening to this song and it makes him regret breaking up with Richie . His life is empty and a lie and he hates it Part3: gale song Richies in Cali, doing okay in school but doesn’t want to date or make friends. He knows Eddie is dating a woman and it hurts him so much. He starts to self harm to handle the pain Part 4: stubborn love. Neither boy can let go of the other one, and they find each Other again. What happens then? It’s up to you but I’m a sucker for a happy ending”<br/></p>
<p>it’s finally done!! thank you so much for your patience with this, I appreciate it so much &lt;333 (also I tweaked like one or two things, I hope that’s okay)</p>
<p><b>warnings:</b> abuse of alcohol, self-neglect/forgetting to eat, glorifying/romanticizing pain, blood, internalized homophobia, abusive parenting and relationships</p>
<p><b>words:</b> 8,829</p>
<p><a href="https://open.spotify.com/user/buttondownlouis/playlist/64OvWxLnGlZ1gj5KShr94s?si=xN2qlKMoQx6mztMXEQyy6Q">spotify playlist</a></p>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/17489945">read on ao3</a> or below!!</p>
<p><b>Sleep on the Floor</b>
</p>
<p>Eddie felt physically sick. He lay
curled in on himself in his bed shivering, the letter he’d received that afternoon
torn up in pieces on his floor. He let out another weak sob, his head
throbbing. He hadn’t even realized that the room had gotten dark around him until
Richie came stumbling through his window. </p>
<p>He froze. His heart started
hammering in his chest, beating like a trapped bird. He didn’t want his
boyfriend to see him like this, he wasn’t ready to explain yet. He considered
pretending to be asleep, but an involuntary sob that he couldn’t hold in gave
him away. </p> <p><a href="https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/182175395497/heres-a-prompt-for-you-sorry-its-so-long-kind" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: eeeeeeeee, fic rec, fuck, me, up, what the fuck this is, is, man i adore this, SWEET
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reddie//just a couple friends by sugar pine 7 doesn&rsquo;t necessarily have to be romantic but full of love, perhaps pre-realization/confession
<p>It never mattered where one or the other went, Eddie and Richie were always attached by the hip, at some point even literally because Richie decided it would be funny to hoop their belt together, forgetting the fact that he was as tall as a tree compared to Eddie, which resulted in Eddie having a wedgie for an entire evening. </p><p><br/></p><p>To the point where most people genuinely thought they were a couple for the longest time. After all they did bicker like an old couple since they were 13, usually resulting in Beverly calling them out on it and Eddie turning beet red and scrambling to list all the reasons why he would never stoop so low, while Richie on the other hand would say: “I’m only getting close to Eds so I can jump his mom Bev, soon he’ll be his Daddy.”</p><p><br/></p><p>Admittedly Richie did find it a little weird at first when people they didn’t know started to think they were a couple; like The old lady telling them how cute they looked together because of the way Richie was sitting in Eddie’s lap and nuzzling the side of his face onto the nest Eddie had been growing over the years or some random kids asking their moms why two boys were holding hands while walking down the streets. Eddie always pretended not to hear the response the Mothers would give while Richie would starts to get a little heavier with the nicknames.</p><p><br/></p><p>And he was already known for being very touchy feely, always having to touch someone in some way, whether it was having his arm around them, or holding their pinky. But for him it was normal. Wasn’t it? Didn’t friends always hold hands? Kiss and pinch their cute best friend’s cheek? Didn’t they cuddle on the couch while watching a movie on movie nights? </p><p><br/></p><p>At least he thought so until Maria, his on and off girlfriend, said that it wasn’t normal for him to spend his time talking about Eddie while on a date with her, or that he would pay more attention to him than her when they all hang out. </p><p><br/></p><p>“I’m just being a good friend.” Richie found himself say to his girlfriend, an exasperated laugh leaving him as she complained for what seemed like the millionth time today. He bend to grab his hoodie that laid on the floor, along with the lacy black bra and his old band T-shirt, his phone stuck between between his shoulder and his ear.</p><p><br/></p><p>“It’s always like this. He always calls at the PERFECT time. Can’t he handle himself this one fucking time so I can spend time with MY fucking boyfriend in peace for once?” She said, chest covered by the blanket she was holding in place, frustration as clear as crystal in her voice which did rise a little bit of hesitation in him, his hoodie now half way on. On one hand he had his girlfriend in bed, about to do the dirty but on the other he had a drunk, emotional Eddie.</p><p><br/></p><p>“Eddie- Isn’t Bill with you? I should stay with Ma-“ he reluctantly began with a sigh before he was caught off by a new sob on the other hand of the line that broke his heart. He could faintly hear on the background a movie playing along with what seemed to be people making out a little too loudly. </p><p><br/></p><p>“I’m so lonely Chee.” Could he hear his best friend slur in between the hiccups his sobs caused, causing a deep frown to overtake Richie’s usually cheerful face. “I-I know Sundays are Maria’s day but- but I need you. Richie I need you.”</p><p><br/></p><p>It was all he needed to hear for him to run out of his girlfriend’s house without so much as his socks on. The words seemed to play over and over again in his mind while his heart increased in its rate of beating, not entirely sure whether it was because of the way the words had been silently sobbed out or the fact that he was running faster than he even knew he could. Twelve blocks. Twelve blocks separated Maria’s and the Denbrough’s houses. But he would run them all over again if he was asked to only to feel Eddie’s petite body collide against his as soon as he passed the front door. A small ‘oof’ escaped him as his instinctively found themselves on top of the smaller being’s cheeks, feeling just how wet they were.</p><p><br/></p><p>“Come on sweetcake, we’ll let the love birds make out in peace, else I’ll have to beat my meat.” He joked, although it wasn’t meant with the usual groan or the fond but quiet laugh. The teenager let his hands drop until his arm was around Eddie’s shoulder and led him to the backyard where he sat himself on the beach chair, patting the place between his legs: “Talk to your psychiatrist, why do you feel lonely bub?”</p><p><br/></p><p>But Eddie stayed up, wet eyes staring down upon his best friend who’s voice sounded so soft he could help the tears from welling up again and his heart from feeling constricted. “I hate Maria.” He sniffed childishly, receiving a surprise look from Richie.</p><p><br/></p><p>“I don’t- hate hate her. But she took you away.”</p><p><br/></p><p>“Eddie” Richie sighed softly, reaching one of his calloused hands out to Eddie’s smaller ones. “I’m still almost always with you.”</p><p><br/></p><p>“You Don’t Understand!” Eddie cried out, fingers wringing through his blond locks, desperately trying to make sense of what he was feeling, but his drunken state made him feel EVERYTHING and to the very extreme. “You’re not with me like before. And it hurts. It hurts so much Chee. I can’t- I can’t breath. I can’t breath and nothing helps now. There’s no medications, no numbers of puffs from my inhaler that stops me from feeling like I’m drowning. And my heart. It’s like my heart is slowly dying. It aches whenever I see you doing stuff we did with her.” </p><p><br/></p><p>The sobs only intensified as he babbled out his symptoms, tugging onto his wavy hair until hands grip his wrist and tugged them and him along with it down until he was uncomfortably straddling Richie. At first Eddie fought against Richie’s chest, but the summer night breeze blew over them, somehow soothing away the burning sensation of feeling Richie’s skin against his. “I want my best friend back. I want you back.”</p><p><br/></p><p>Richie’s hold around Eddie’s wrist lessened only when the fist turned into open hands laying flat against his chest, as if giving up, he sobs shaking the both of them and making the beach chair squeak with each movement. Richie felt horrible. Horrible over the fact that he did change the way he was around his favourite person because he wanted people to shut up about them being an item when he had a girlfriend. He missed the dirty jokes. He missed holding his hand. He missed sharing their clothes. And he missed cuddling himself no one fitted his side as perfectly as he did. </p><p><br/></p><p>“I’ll dump her for you.” Those words escaped Richie without him even realizing them.</p><p><br/></p><p>“What?”</p><p><br/></p><p>“I’ll dump her right now.” </p><p><br/></p><p>“Are you serious?”</p><p><br/></p><p>“Swear to god.”</p><p><br/></p><p>“Dead ass?”</p><p><br/></p><p>“Dead ass.”</p><p><br/></p><p>A silence installed itself between them after that, Eddie’s eyes softening slowly but surely as the tears streaming down his tan skin slowly ceased. And while for Eddie’s drunken state of mind the silence was nice, so nice that it seemed to lull him to sleep, Richie was freaking out. Freaking out because something inside of him seemed to finally connect, his heart suddenly doubling its speed as realization of his feelings started to hit him like a tone of bricks. 
</p><p>“You’d do that for me?” Eddie finally spoke up again. The remaining hiccups slowing him down again, along with the clear sudden exhaustion that was taking over, as seen by the way his eyelids closed.
</p><p>“Of course I would… I love you Eds.”
</p><p>“Don’t call me that.” Eddie whispered his head falling onto Richie’s chest, as if he didn’t hear the different intonation in the way Richie said he loved him, sooner rather than later, snores filling the silent air.
</p><p>Richie let his big hands wrap around Eddie’s back, one sneaking up to the fluffy hair and cradle his head to make sure he stayed comfortable as he sank deeper into the chair and looked up at the stars in the sky.</p><p><br/></p><p>“What the fuck did I get myself into?” He sighed out, drawing smiley faces and flowers onto the smaller boy’s back, cursing himself out in his head over the fact that his confession completely passed over the boy he loved’s head all too easily.</p><p><br/></p><p>Sure enough, even though Eddie didn’t remember a thing of what happened, Richie broke up with Maria the next morning and everything went back to normal. Normal apart from the fact that he now found himself staring a little too long at his best friend’s lips and lingered a few seconds longer than usual when they hugged or held hands. 
</p><p><br/></p><p><b>A/N:</b> <i>FIRST OF ALL THANK YOU FOR THE PROMPT! The song is so fun, I’m sorry I kinda turned it into something less cheerful. I hope you still like it though!! </i></p><p><br/></p><p><span class="npf_color_monica"><b><a href="https://hawkinsbabe.tumblr.com/ask"><i>Send me a prompt and a ship</i></a></b></span></p>
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write some explicit boarding school reddie 😔👊
<p>explicit(ish) under the cut!</p> <p><a href="http://onlyreddie.tumblr.com/post/182094667134/write-some-explicit-boarding-school-reddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Ooooo! First Time He Kissed a Boy by Kadie Elder
<p>wow I’ve never heard this song before but let’s do it, seems like some romantic gay black mirror type music.</p><p>In the pitch blackness of the night, the warehouse sitting in an old lot in downtown New York was overlooked by many, and to those who chose to step closer to the shady warehouse had nothing to lose but their close mindedness. The Warehouse was nothing but a quiet and pitch black warehouse that was shut tight from midnight until three in the morning, when those inside would be permitted to leave. To outsiders, one would see a locked warehouse with nothing going in or out. But to those who were accepted into the warehouse, they were given nirvana. The club gave all its patrons headphones to listen to music, and the pitch blackness enveloping the room gave an appeal that no other club had given before. The mess of bodies, sweaty and hungry for contact, as they danced along to the music showed a night of potential passions.</p><p>Eddie Kaspbrak was a regular of the warehouse, the way his body moved against the waves of people, crashing with every beat drop and swimming back up to repeat himself. His body flowed with the waves of everyone in the room, with only dark silhouettes dancing to the beat of the same music rolling their bodies along like waves. Eddie gasped and giggled quietly to himself when he felt a pair of hands gently take his hand and pull him in. He couldn’t see the figure, but judging by his large hands resting on Eddie’s slim hips and his body pressed flush against his back, Eddie could assume that the man might be his type; physically at least. He liked to envision that all of the people at this club didn’t actually have faces, and they were all part of some strange sort of experiment that kept them all interconnected.</p><p>The man ran his hands up Eddie’s sides and twisted him around, dancing slowly against one another. Eddie felt his breath hitch when he felt fingers tracing his lips. He closed his eyes, feeling the air leaving his lungs when those fingers were replaced by hesitant lips. He closed his eyes and sunk into the soft kiss, the powerful string of music piercing high through his headphones. He pulled away quickly, squinting so as to try and focus on the figures face.</p><p>He tugged him along to the outermost part of the warehouse and had him pressed against the wooden wall, with his eyes eagerly trying to search and remember the touch of his lips. Eddie was desperate to memorize his touch, his taste, his smell. He pulled on a mess of curls on his head which pushed Eddie to grip the headphones the man wore and pull them off, with the man ripping his off as well. </p><p>He could hear their shaky breathing mingling with one another, while the gentle thump of bass thrummed beneath their feet. “I’m Eddie,” He breathed, and the man before him was slowly becoming clearer.</p><p>“Richie. Richie Tozier.” <br/></p><p>Sorry this was ass, anyway <b><i><a href="https://kitschyrichie.tumblr.com/ask">Send me songs and I’ll write something while I listen to them!</a></i></b></p>
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hc: richie works late nights at a radio station (cliche ik), when he gets home eddie is often passed out. richie goes to bed to touch him, eddie sleepily mumbling &ldquo;rich?&rdquo; and pulling him close. richie smiles because he loves him so much. they fall asleep in each others&rsquo; arms, sleepy and content. everything is sweet and cuddly! next morning they&rsquo;ll wake up slow, shower together, eat breakfast like in a romcom lovey dovey way. they just stare at each other and kiss sweet, so in love. ugh i love
<p>Words cannot express,,,, How much I love this,,,,, <i>So soft</i>,,,,</p>
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oh okay, internet famous Losers, like they&#039;re all youtubers and insta famous kids doing really different stuff around the nation, what do each of them do? who connects with who and how?
<p>Ooff I love this idea. I used to be moderately into youtube people. Mamrie Hart anyone? She cracks me the fuck UP. Anyway this got super long so its under the cut. I hope you enjoy anon! Thanks for sending something it!!</p> <p><a href="https://reddie-for-anything.tumblr.com/post/182042828526/oh-okay-internet-famous-losers-like-theyre-all" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Reddie - Eddie loses his inhaler and has an asthma attack and Richie comes to the rescue?? Comfort/fluff? I need more cavity-inducing fluff. (Sorry if this prompt has been done a thousand times - new to the fandom lol)
<p>I was happy to do it, hon! It’s a bit cheesy and then there is not a lot of plot there but it’s fluffy and SOOO CUTE! I hope you like it! <br/></p><hr><p>That day has started in an awful way, with Eddie’s heart racing after a rather intense dream and anxiety tightening his chest, making the boy reach out for his inhaler.
 He then took a puff, and then another one, just for good measure. He 
felt incredibly unsafe, even in his own bed, and felt a strong urge to 
beg his mother to let him stay home from school. But he knew that this 
could only turn out bad or horrible, so he decided against that idea and
 dragged himself out of bed. He quickly got dressed into a big, grey 
hoodie (probably belonging to Mike, Eddie loved his clothes ‘cause
 they always smelled really fresh and were at least three sizes too big 
for him) and some shorts, given it was quite warm outside. He skipped 
breakfast and took off, leaving for school a little early.  </p><p>His
 way there wasn’t the worst, warm sun shining into his face made the 
walk really pleasurable and calming even, so when he got to school his 
mood was a tiny little bit better. He even smiled at his lab partner on 
the corridor and helped the janitor with some heavy boxes. When he 
finally got to his locker it was still pretty early, so there
 were not a lot of people around. He sighed and scratched his head, 
turning around and taking in his surroundings while thinking about what 
he could possibly do with all the time he had. Eddie decided to just 
call Richie and see where he was, so he could move towards his 
boyfriend. </p><p>The little word, even unspoken, made Eddie smile like a maniac. He had started dating Richie some time ago, exactly 5 months earlier on his 17th birthday. Rich had gotten him a necklace, a tiny and delicate one, with “Eds”
 pendant on it and it had made him a tiny bit angry but mostly happy, 
like really happy. When he was thanking his friend for the gift, there 
was a thought that had crossed his mind “Kiss him”. So, he did and the rest, like they say, is history. </p><p>He could hear “Never gonna
 give you up” playing somewhere in the end of the hall and a silly grin 
tugged onto his lips yet again. It was Richie’s ringtone for Eddie. </p><p>“Oh Edwardooo!” The taller boy called out and emerged
 from behind a corner. Eddie giggled silently while shaking his head in 
disbelief and the anxiety that he felt in the morning seemed like a 
distant memory. He moved to get closer to his boyfriend and when they 
met halfway, he kissed Richie’s cheek. </p><p>“Hi!” He said in a quite cheerful tone. Richie smiled at him, his expression going soft, and the smaller boy’s head.  </p><p>“Hello my lovely, couldn’t you wait for me longer, you eager…. wait, what can be eager?”  </p><p>“You are so stupid, oh my god.” </p><p>It
 was about five minutes before the end of lunch hour when it all came 
back to Eddie. He was sitting on a bench outside of school, enjoying his
 salad with Beverly eating every other spoonful of it. It was nice and peaceful, with all his friends gathered together. Up until Stan suddenly stood up while looking at his watch.  </p><p>“Well,
 I better get going, this bio test is going to start in few minutes and I
 need as much time as I can get,” he sighed while gathering his stuff, 
entirely missing the shocked expression that suddenly appeared on Eddie’s face. </p><p>“We have a bio test?” He asked in a small voice.  </p><p>“Yeah, from chapters 11 to 20,” Stan answered his question, still unaware of the wires that started to link inside of Eddie’s head. </p><p>But, thank God, Richie was far more observant than Stan and he quickly picked up on Eddie’s fidgeting. It started with the widening of his eyes, then came the shaking of his hands and it all was summed up with- </p><p>“I forgot,” whispered by the boy, seemingly to nobody.  </p><p>“Fuck,”
 Richie muttered and got to his boyfriend at the speed of light. He took
 his hands into his own and started rubbing them together, attempting to
 calm this boy down. He could see the wheels turning inside his head, 
how panic spread through his body- making in shake more and more, and 
finally cutting off the air source. </p><p>“Ca-n’t- ah! Br-e-athe!” Eddie choked out while desperately
 trying to get some air into his lungs. It wasn’t new for him, the panic
 attacks that his mother made him believe were asthma attacks. They 
happened from time to time on days that made the boy feel particularly anxious and unsafe. So, days like that one.  </p><p>“Where’s your inhaler, hun?”
 Richie spoke in a calm voice, trying to make Eddie a little reassured 
that he knew what to do. The smaller boy’s eyes only widened even more, making
 Richie worry that his eyeball would fall out, and he shook his head. He
 had left it at home after taking a puff in the morning. “Bev, there is a
 spare one in my locker, can you get it?” Richie asked, not even 
considering the option to leave his boyfriend alone when he obviously 
needed him. Beverly only nodded, she knew his combination so she could 
easily open said locker. Mike run with her, just because he was the best athlete out of the group and he could come back faster.                                  </p><p>“Okay, sweetcakes, you gotta calm down babe, ‘s all gonna be
 fine, just breathe, in and out, like me,” Richie murmured sweet 
nothings into Eddie’s ear while sitting the boy on his lap, circling his
 gangly arms around him and pressing him tightly to his chest. “I’m here
 Eddie, I’m not gonna let anything happen to ya, ‘s all good.” </p><p>Mike,
 as predicted, came running back with Beverly far behind him. He almost 
tossed the inhaler into Richie’s hands and then watched as the taller 
boy applied it to Eddie. The little boy took three big puffs and then 
his breathing calmed down a bit, making it possible for him to relax a 
bit. There was still some tension in his body but Richie was working on it.  </p><p>“Thank you,” he murmured into his boyfriend’s ear and smiled tiredly. It was a really hard day and he only wanted for it to be over.</p>
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hi em !! could you write something with potter eddie? like clay and stuff
<p>YES I SURE AS FUCK CAN. I took a pottery class in high school and I fell absolutely in love with the art. Anon you reached into my chest and stole my whole ass heart. This wasn’t meant to be long but I saw an idea and I ran with it and I really, really hope you like it! Enjoy, anon!</p>
<p><i><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/17433098">There’s Clay Underneath My Fingernails, Earth Underneath My Skin</a></b></i></p> <p><a href="https://reddie-for-anything.tumblr.com/post/182039491851/hi-em-could-you-write-something-with-potter" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: oooooo, fic rec
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Mike Hanlon in B1 from the pose photo would be pretty!
<p>best,,, boi,,,,, love</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="800" data-orig-width="700"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/a5650103596a8e1f5c9468b2c94d87df/tumblr_inline_pfghocu1fO1ujkcok_1280.png" data-orig-height="800" data-orig-width="700"/></figure>
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Hello, can you make a graph about the different nicknames Richie has for Eddie? Pretty please 💕
<p>Absolutely! Thank you for requesting!! This is such a cute idea!!!</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="968" data-orig-width="600"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/97f864879900dec8ab5669fe5d6bdccb/tumblr_pldzc9U6mX1vmiixx_1280.png" data-orig-height="968" data-orig-width="600"/></figure><p>Eds and Eddie Spaghetti are the most common. They “bother” him the most(he loves them).</p><p>“Babe” is a casual nickname. It’s used when they’re just hanging out alone, chilling in Richie’s room, but never in public. Richie called Eddie “babe” in front of the Losers once and Eddie wouldn’t talk to him for a week.</p><p>“Honey Bunches Of Oats” is used strictly to make Eddie not mad. Whenever Eddie is upset with Richie and won’t talk to him, Richie uses this nickname to get him to crack. Eddie can’t help but smile when he gets called “Honey Bunches Of Oats”. It’s Richie’s secret weapon.</p><p>“Dumbass” is used when Richie is cracking jokes. Which is often. So Richie calls Eddie a dumbass at least a few times a week. </p><p>“My Love” is only said in special moments shared between the two of them. It’s reserved for dates and romantic outings. Eddie loves it. He wishes Richie would use it more often, but he knows if it was used more often it wouldn’t be special anymore.</p><h2>Send in requests if you want!!</h2>
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Fuck your so called &quot;bisexuality&quot;.
<p>i’ll fuck your mom and dad </p>
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you can make a graph about what losers would do during the wedding (like ben would cry about 30% of the ceremony, something like that) :)
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Richie finding Eddie with his vocal chords removed or something along the lines of Eddie becoming permanently mute because of Pennywise and his reaction to it. Maybe Reddie confession and a kiss? :o
<p>Eddie had been staring so much at his ceiling lately, he was sure he knew it by heart. The TV his mom had brought up was chatting excitedly about some new product, but he had stopped listening long ago. He didn’t feel sad, he felt nothing. Part of him wished his mom would let him go to school, maybe seeing his friends would make him feel happy or just anything at all, but the thought of seeing them and not being able to talk to them, not being able to joke with them, was frightening.</p><p>Eddie lightly touched his throat and he swallowed painfully. It still hurt. The doctors couldn’t figure out what was wrong with him. Of course, his mom was having the best time of her life. She had dragged him to every doctor in and near Derry. She was even planning trips to go to hospitals across the state. These last few weeks, she had made a show of parading Eddie around.</p><p>“Something horrible happened to, my Eddie, it’s been very tough on us. The doctors don’t know what’s wrong with him, so he is getting a lot of experimental treatments. I don’t know how we’re going to pay for all his medication and his signing lessons.” His mother pulled a sad face when she told this story to everyone she met, but really she was revelling in the attention. Every get-well card, every balloon, and every teddy bear he got was proudly and carefully displayed at his bedside table.</p><p>“Look what your friends sent you, Eddie!” She’d say, having no idea if the person was indeed his friend or not, and she would make a whole show of finding a spot for it. Eddie felt like his room was beginning to look like a shrine, like he had really died down there in the sewers.</p><p>Eddie turned to his side and looked at the large teddy bear that was given the most prominent place. The losers had sent it to him and it was the only thing that he actually cared about. There was a card attached to it which they had all signed with little hearts and inside jokes… all of them except for Richie. Eddie didn’t understand why he hadn’t written him or why he hadn’t visited him. He knew his mother had sent the others away when they came over, but Richie had climbed through his window a million times already, so if he hadn’t shown up it was because he didn’t want to.</p><p>Eddie closed his eyes, hoping that sleep would carry him away. At least when he was asleep, he didn’t have to deal with this numbness and the pain in his throat. Finally he dozed off.</p><p>When Eddie woke up, it was already dark outside. He got out of bed to turn off the TV when he heard a soft tapping noise. He froze in place, fearing for a second that It had come back. But, that was impossible. They had seen It die, and if it was still alive, It would be gone for nearly 30 years.</p><p>Eddie made his way over to the window and looked down. His heart skipped a beat when he saw Richie, but then anger overtook him. Richie should have come sooner. Eddie wanted to turn away, when Richie began to call out to him. Eddie cursed, or at least he tried to do, but nothing came out. The pain brought tears to his eyes. In a moment of weakness, Eddie opened the window before walking back to his bed. He was still mad at Richie, but it would still be better than being here alone.</p><p>He heard Richie climb up the drainpipe, but he didn’t look around. He sat there on the bed until he felt Richie’s hand on his shoulder. Eddie didn’t look up at first, but when he did there were tears in his eyes.</p><p><i>I’m sorry it took me so long</i>, Richie signed. Eddie’s eyes went big and he opened his mouth as if to say something.</p><p><i>I’m sorry it took me so long</i>, Richie signed again, doing the movements a bit slower and more careful this time. His face was scrunched up in concentration. A million questions raced through Eddie’s mind: why was he here; why was he signing; why hadn’t he come sooner? Eddie settled on the first question.</p><p><i>Why are you here?, </i>Eddie responded. His movements were curt but clear. He had been practicing a lot, even if he only had his mother to sign to until now. She had loved being the only one he could talk to like that, using sign language as another way to bind him to here.</p><p><i>I missed you. </i>Richie looked at him with a pleading look on his face. His eyes seemed even bigger than usual behind the cokebottle glasses. Eddie, however, was not ready to forgive him.</p><p><i>Then you should have come sooner. </i>Tears were burning in his eyes. Who did Richie think that he was? He had left Eddie alone for all these weeks with nothing but the ceiling and his awful mother to comfort him. He hadn’t missed him, if he had he would have come sooner.</p><p>Eddie was crying now, his small fists raining down on Richie. He wanted to scream, but he couldn’t. Richie let him wear himself out, not moving once to defend himself. When all the anger had left Eddie’s body, Richie embraced him and pulled him close. Eddie was so tired. Everything that he had been through seemed to come pouring out. He was sobbing now, tears streaking his freckled face. Eddie cried noiselessly into Richie’s shoulder while the taller boy brushed his hair and shushed him. They staid like that for a while</p><p>When Eddie looked up, he saw that Richie had been crying too.</p><p><i>I wanted to talk to you when I saw you, </i>Richie signed. There seemed to be something more he wanted to say, but either he didn’t know how or he didn’t know if he was ready yet.</p><p><i>Seeing you would have been enough, </i>Eddie signed back. His breathing was still unsteady. He had been so numb, but seeing Richie had made all his feelings come back at once.</p><p><i>I’m sorry, </i>Richie signed, and Eddie thought he might cry again. Eddie reached out to wipe away Richie’s tears. He always felt better when he had someone else to care for. All his anger was gone and he was just glad to have Richie back. </p><p><i>Promise you won’t leave again.</i></p><p><i>I promise, </i>Richie responded quickly, before adding, <i>Are you still my Eddie Pasta? </i>Eddie felt laughter bubbling up and he clasped his hands for his mouth.</p><p>“Did I do it wrong?” Richie asked, out loud this time. Eddie shoke his head, but he couldn’t stop laughing while tears returned to his eyes. It was just too much: the severity of this situation and then the horrible butched nickname. <br/></p><p>“I’m trying, okay!” Richie said, before he started laughing too. Eddie threw his arms around Richie’s neck and they both tumbled of the bed. Eddie found himself on top of Richie, the taller boy’s arms wrapped around him. He looked at Richie’s dumb, beautiful face. For the first time in his life, Eddie knew what love was. He leaned down, very gently, and pressed a kiss on Richie’s lips. When he was about to move away, he felt Richie’s hand in his hair pulling him close again. They shared a long, heartfelt kiss, and Eddie believed he could truly be happy again. As long as he had his Trashmouth with him. He opened his eyes, his face flushed and butterflies in his stomach.</p><p><i>I love you, </i>Richie signed and Eddie kissed him again.</p>
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I&#039;m sorry but has anyone ever asked you what do you think about the losers being at their first Gay Pride?
<p>this is so sweet I love it!!</p><ul><li>they’re all 19 when they first go<br/></li><li>eddies so scared but also so excited and has the biggest adrenaline rush<br/></li><li>he also packs like 10 water bottles<br/></li><li>and pride just makes him so emotional, bc he’s always been made to feel ashamed of who he is, and now he’s at an entire celebration with a fucking parade telling him how amazing and loved he is<br/></li><li>and it’s so fucking empowering<br/></li><li>he wears the cutest outfit, he’s just covered in rainbows<br/></li><li>he also gets them to the best spot on the parade route without directions, a boy knows his way around (and he goes to nyu!! he’s a new yorker™️)<br/></li><li>bill wears a muscle tank with the sleeve holes cut practically to his hips bc he’s a fuckboy and I love him<br/></li><li>he has a temporary tattoo of the bi flag on his bicep<br/></li><li>he’s so excited for himself but also for his friends!! he’s so proud of all of them!! and so happy that they all get to celebrate themselves all together!!<br/></li><li>bev wears her hair in a half-up do held in place with a pink velvet scrunchie, a lilac bralette, and blue high waisted shorts and slathers body glitter all over her chest and arms<br/></li><li>she flirts with so many cute girls<br/></li><li>richie wears a hot pink mesh crop top with ripped black skinny jeans that he cut above the knee and is also covered in body glitter<br/></li><li>mike just doesn’t wear a shirt. he wraps a rainbow flag around his shoulders. he’s got more body glitter on than anybody.<br/></li><li>stan and ben dress more conservatively, but they’re both covered in rainbows<br/></li><li>stan asked bev to do his makeup and he looks hot as fuck (and he knows it)<br/></li><li>ben has rainbow stickers on both of his cheeks<br/></li><li>richie and eddie kiss each other so much, they can’t take their hands off of each other<br/></li><li>eddie sits on richies shoulders to see better<br/></li><li>mike keeps his arms wrapped around stans waist the whole time and stan loves it (despite the heat and the glitter he knows is getting on his shirt)<br/></li><li>they all take so many pictures it’s ridiculous<br/></li><li>bev and richie take some raunchy ones, which richie includes in his public instagram post<br/></li><li>bev loses it when she sees the dykes on bikes ride by (and like they go first, so bevs like hell yeah we’re starting strong lol)<br/></li><li>they all eat so much pizza and candy and ice cream (and they all thank eddie for the water afterwards)<br/></li><li>richie bev and bill get so sunburned but honestly it’s worth it<br/></li><li>they all rest on each other in a love heap when they get back to eddie and richie’s apartment and they watch classic gay movies for the rest of the night<br/></li><li>they’re all so grateful that they get to celebrate themselves and each other in such a beautiful, loving, supportive place<br/></li></ul>
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Hi, so, my online friend I talk to every night is camping so I cant talk to her, and I&#039;m at the point of crying because I dont like the idea of physically not being able to talk to her for a few days, since she&#039;s really all I have, so if it wouldn&#039;t bother you too much, do you have any small doodles or reddie headcanons you havent posted that could maybe cheer me up? Thank you ❤❤
<p>Oh no! when you are not able to talk with your online friends is just the worst! </p><p>The only headcanons that comes in my mind are the ones i just talked about with <a href="https://tmblr.co/m_Ig7S_-PKJWUeyLa2RAmng">@derryisforlosers</a> !</p><p><b>It’s about little Eddie</b>! In the 2017 movie almost all of his outfits had smth to do with mechanics! Planes, cars, trains. So just have these cute mental images:</p><p>- little Eddie loves to play with train sets, toy cars and planes. Richie usually joins with his action figures (Eddie calls them “funny dolls” which makes Richie really upset!). They end up fighting a lot because one of Richie’s evil dolls always wants to kidnap Eddie’s favorite train. Which is rude. </p><p>- Eddie’s dad always travelled around with him on trains. They were never actually going anywhere. Eddie just loved sitting on trains. (but when Frank died Sonia never went to do this with his son because trains are disgusting and dangerous. So when Eddie got old enough to do it alone he did. He brought the losers too. He was so happy and he didn’t stop with his fun facts about trains.)</p><p>- As a little kid he loved to explore on the train tracks and snatching old train parts on the ground to take home and hide from his mother.</p><p>- He even wanted to build a space rocket with the losers one summer.</p><p><b>Richie</b>: hey mom, dad would it be okay if i’d move out to live in the space?</p><p><b>Maggie</b>: what? In the Space?</p><p><b>Richie</b>: I mean on the Mars or something ya know. Eds is building a rocket so we could fly away when it’s done.</p><p><b>Maggie</b>: Oh i see!</p><p><b>Richie</b>: Myeah and you know how super smart Eddie is. He will do it.</p><p><b>Maggie</b>: Of course honey!</p><p>- Also Richie is totally that kid who talks about Eddie all the fucking time at home! </p><p>“I gave Eddie the green gummy bears cuz i know he loves them! He looked like a little squirrel with his mouth full of gummy bears!”</p><p>“Eddie can run so fast! Like he has a superpower! Oh but don’t tell this to Mrs.K okay mom?”</p><p>“Eddie fell on his butt today and it was REALLY funny! But then I saw he was about to cry so I fell on my butt too to show him that it’s actually really funny! And that is why my pants ripped…”</p><p>And Maggie and Went just…Knows.</p>
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benverly hc bev meets ben&#039;s mom
<p>Wow I love this. Benverly forever. </p><ul><li>Ben and Bev have been dating for a few months when Bev decides she wants to meet Ben’s mom.<br/></li><li>He’s already met her aunt, which went well (despite Ben spilling his water over Bev and his pasta over himself).<br/></li><li>But Bev was reluctant to meet his mom because then it was <i>real</i>. <br/></li><li>Like, really real. <br/></li><li>And for a while she wasn’t sure she wanted to admit what that meant.<br/></li><li>Eventually though, Bev realized that whatever thing she was worried about this being it already was. She was hopelessly head over heels for the boy. <br/></li><li>So, finally, she agrees to meet his mom.<br/></li><li>She’s texting him the whole day, asking a million questions. <br/></li><li>(should I wear a dress? Should I bring wine? No that’s weird. What about flowers? What kind of flowers does she like? Is she allergic? How allergic is she?)<br/></li><li>Ben answers them all with as much love and patience as he can.<br/></li><li>The moment finally arrives and Bev is late. Late enough that Ben is worried. <br/></li><li>Until he happens to look outside and sees Bev out there smoking. <br/></li><li>He goes out and she turns, guiltily stomping out her cigarette. <br/></li><li>“You know Bev, to meet my mom you have to actually come inside.” He says, walking over to her and taking her hands. <br/></li><li>She gives him a small smile. “I’m aware.” She glances at the house. “I’m just nervous, what if she doesn’t like me?”<br/></li><li>Ben knows what she’s not saying - she’s worried his mom will judge her hand me down clothes or her ragged flowers. She thinks that Arlene will take one look at her and decide that Bev isn’t good enough for her son.<br/></li><li>Ben has none of those concerns. He’s never seen anyone not love Bev once they get to know her. </li><li>So he shakes his head. “She’ll love you.”<br/></li><li>“But what if she doesn’t?” She asked, strained.<br/></li><li>“Then we’ll run away and join the circus.” The joke has the deserved effect, she laughs and her shoulders relax. She nods, accepting his outstretched hand and they go back inside.<br/></li><li>Ben’s mom is waiting for them and Bev offers a hand. But his mom laughs and pulls her into a hug. <br/></li><li>“You’re family dear, we hug.” <br/></li><li>Ben gets to watch the remaining tension drain from her face as she returns the hug. He knows the night will be a success. </li></ul>
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Platonic Beverie: fuck (verb)
<p><b><i>Beverie, Word: Fuck</i></b></p><p>It was late, too late for them to be out doing this. Sitting in an empty parking lot a small trail of smoke escaped through a crack in the window, floating up towards the sky before disappearing in the night breeze. Derry was in deep slumber but the wicked never slept. </p><p>Beverly smiled, drawing a hand holding up the middle finger on the passenger side window, small droplets of moisture following the lines before trailing down to the door. This made Richie chuckle, the noise echoing between them. There was a burning need to speak, something that both of them had their entire life but neither of them gave in, allowing the silence to string them along. </p><p>Richie handed her the joint as he let go of his last hit. She watched him with blown out pupils, as if his the smoke was the only thing keeping her grounded. Putting the thin piece between her lips she inhaled, savoring the feeling and high that this simple moment provided. “Fuck.” She sighed, allowing small puffs to escape from her nostrils. “This is horrible tasting weed.” </p><p>“Yes, but I’m broke and it gets the job done.” </p><p>Shrugging she took another hit, propping her bare feet on the dash. Surprisingly she felt Richie’s hands shove them off, letting out a small squeak as they hit the floor board. “What the hell Tozier?” </p><p>“Eddie would flip some shit if he saw your foot prints! I had to scrub the seats just to get him to let me take him to school.” He grumbled, wiping off he print she had unintentionally left. </p><p>“Wow.” She whistled, “I can’t believe he has you that whipped, you aren’t even dating!” </p><p>“I am not whipped.” Richie defended, shooting her a heated glare. “I just don’t like him walking, it’s-you know what? Screw you.” </p><p>“Eddie and Richie sitting in a tree.” Beverly sang, her tone off pitch and throat hoarse. “K-I-S-S-I-N-G!” A giggle ripped through her, vibrating her entire body. “It’s so cute! You have a little crush!” </p><p>“Alright, I’m going to take you home Marsh.” </p><p>She had crossed a line and she knew it, if she didn’t recover quickly he would stop talking to her for a week. Richie Tozier was the only person she knew that would be awake at three in the morning with a joint in hand and truck to drive. He was her safe haven, and it showed. “No don’t. I’m sorry I was just messing with you.” </p><p>“You don’t joke about that, not about Eddie okay?” He muttered, letting go of his keys and scrunching his face like he always did when he was annoyed. “It’s different with him, he’s different.” </p><p>“I’ll say, I’ve only ever seen you go after bimbos.” She pointed out, finishing off the rest of the joint and shoving it through the crack in her window. The smoke would linger a little bit longer, and by then the sun would rise and force them both back to the shit holes they called home. “It’s nice to see you finally going after him, you’ve been crushing pretty hard.” </p><p>“Am I that obvious?” Richie asked, leaning his head onto his headrest and sighing. “I mean if it’s obvious to you then he must think I’m an idiot.” </p><p>“It’s obvious to everyone, we just chose not to say anything.” Pausing, she debated on what to say next, knowing that the little spit fire she shared third period with would strangle her if he knew she had spilt the beans. “He likes you too you know.” </p><p>“Who?” </p><p>Rolling her eyes she replied, “Eddie. He told me so.”</p><p>“Wh-what? When was this?” </p><p>A smile curled at the corner of Beverly’s lips, “That’s all I’m going to say.” She replied, holding her hands up in defense. “You’ve got to figure the rest out on your own.” </p><p>“Hmm.” Richie mused, tapping on the steering wheel with his thumb, his own smile brightening up the dark night. “What an interesting turn of events.”</p><p>Beverly only laughed. Maybe it was from the weed, or maybe it was the natural high that Richie gave her but she believed this was it. This was what true love was, just two friends sitting around in the middle of the night enjoying eachothers company. It wasn’t pushy or overbearing, their hearts connected in ways that could never be explained. They were soulmates, looking after one another for all eternity. </p><p>And Beverly could live with that. </p>
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Bill + Richie word: best friend (but don&#039;t make them break up pls )
<p><i><b>Bichie, Word: Best Friend (two words but I don’t mind.) </b></i></p><p>“What are we?” <br/></p><p>The weighted question slipped into the thick air between them, pulling down on the tension like a wire, the initial vibration sparking something in his chest. There used to be an easy answer, before the drunken texts and one night stands. Before the butterfly kisses he felt when Richie thought he was asleep, before the need to reach out and just <i>touch </i>him-to just know that he was there when no one else was-before all of this he could have just said the words without looming reality behind it. </p><p>“We are friends.” He forced, pulling his shirt over is shoulders and praying that lack of belief in his own words didn’t show. “Best friends, have been since we were what? Ten?” <br/></p><p>“Friends don’t do what we just did.” Richie shot right back, sitting in bare naked on the edge of his bed, eyes wide and accusing. “I don’t fuck Beverly, or Eddie or Stan. We are not just <i>friends </i>anymore.” <br/></p><p>Bill sighed, “What do you want me to say here Rich? That we are fuck buddies, that we screw when no one is looking and pretend we didn’t the moment we are done?” </p><p>“Fuck buddies?” He repeated, his face turning upward as if the words was sour in his mouth. “Wow, I’ve been hyping up this way more than you have.” <br/></p><p>“Oh my god.” Bill groaned, almost hurt by Richie’s crass tone. “What in the hell is with you tonight? You’ve been all over the place, I can’t get a read on your attitude.” <br/></p><p>“You want a read on me?” He asked, standing his full height and looming over Bill, his chest puffing outward and glasses slipping down the bride of his nose. “I don’t just fuck you William, I don’t pretend it never happened and go home to my girlfriend who has no idea that I take it up the ass.” <br/></p><p>Bill felt like he had been slapped in the face, like Richie had just leaned forward and got a good one across his cheeks.“Real mature Richie. I never asked for this you know? It was you who text me, you who made the first move, you who-”<br/></p><p>“You kissed back.” Richie cut, shaking his head and letting his curls brush across his face. “You always kissed back.” <br/></p><p>His breath hitched in his throat, a scorching pain driving itself right through his rib cage-exactly where his heart used to be. There was no defense to the truth, no barricade he could set up to keep Richie’s words form knocking them right down. Tears welded in his eyes, blurring the his secret lovers figure into an unreadable blob. Never had he felt so goddamn weak, so helpless to something that six months ago should have been a no brainier. William John Denbrough was not gay. He did not like boys, pussy only. </p><p><i>But</i>.</p><p>Richie was different, softer than any woman he had laid with. He was a calm to the raging storm inside, a life preserve in the open sea. When it came to the Tozier boy with a foul mouth and kind eyes, he questioned everything. Especially his heart. </p><p>“I won’t do this anymore.” Richie said, not reaching forward to comfort. “I can’t. You have to choose Bill. Right now. Me or her. The person you are in this bedroom or the person you are out there. I’m done waiting for something that ma never happen.”<br/></p><p><i>Richie</i>. his heart whispered, echoing in his ears. <i>Richie, Richie, Richie. </i>Maybe in another wold it would be simple, in another universe he would curl back in bed with his lover and dream of the future they could have. He would ignore the stares and slurs, wear his love like a bullet proof vest and walk though life so fucking sure of his choice. </p><p>In every way but the way it mattered he chose Richie. </p><p>“I’m sorry Richie.” </p><p>“Me too Bill. Me too.” <br/></p>
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reddie + giggle for the drabble thing! (it was the word that was in the center of my predictive text thing for some reason?? so here we are lmao)
<p><b><i>Reddie, Word: Giggle</i></b></p><p>“Whoa there Eds, don’t do that.” <br/></p><p>Eddie just let out a small, tiny little giggle making Richie’s heart clench. There they were, walking though the park from Greta Keene’s blow out being that it was shorter than taking the paved road. The sky was dark and gloomy, the stars hidden by big puffy grey clouds that threatened to weep on them at any moment. A storm was on the horizon, and Richie could feel it in his bones. </p><p>“S’fine.” Eddie slurred, climbing onto the jungle gym awkwardly. “I just wanna-just wanna have some fun.” <br/></p><p>“You’re gonna-Eddie!” He warned in a sobering shout, closing the space between them and grabbing hold of his friends hips to keep him from falling flat on his face. The boy wiggled and whined, but Richie stood his ground and kept his grip until the tiny boy was sitting on the flat base of the children’s play place. “God, you’re worse than Bev, neither of you can hold your liquor.” </p><p>“I’m just trying to b-be fun.” Eddie hiccuped, leaning back onto his elbows and staring down at Richie with dull eyes. “You think I’m fun right?” <br/></p><p>“Uh yeah sure.” Richie shrugged, glancing upward and muttering a warning to himself about time management and rainfall. “You’re a real blast right now.” <br/></p><p>“Good.” Eddie nodded, rubbing his adorable eyes with the palm of his hand. “Richie doesn’t think I’m fun-I’m trying to be-trying to be fun for him.” <br/></p><p>“What?” He snapped his head back, “I think you’re fun.” <br/></p><p>“I know, you said that.” Eddie grumbled, rolling onto his tummy to lower himself to the ground. It was quiet a sight to behold, the short high school student doing his best to touch down but failing and just dangling there with his legs fully extended. Before Richie was able to step forward and help Eddie slipped, falling into the sand and sprawling out there in a fit of giggles. “See, f-fun. I-I’m fun.” <br/></p><p>“I never said you weren’t fun Eds.” Richie whined, debating on forcing his friend to his feet or allowing him to stay three completely engrossed in himself. He wasn’t sure the last time he had seen his best friend so happy, happy and fucking <i>drunk</i>. <br/></p><p>“Richie did.” Eddie slurred, obviously unaware who his assigned guardian was. “He said-said that I’m a fucking buzz kill and didn’t know how to have fun.” <br/></p><p><i>Oh yeah. </i></p><p>Richie suddenly remembered the conversation he had with the losers while they were debating on going to the party or not. He, Beverly and Mike had wanted to go while Eddie, Stan and Bill were against it-Ben having no care whatsoever. There had been a small fight, things were said and Richie spoke competently out of annoyance when he had snapped at Eddie. Although he had apologized immediately after, it was apparent that it had stuck in Eddie’s mind and now came forth in a drunken rant. </p><p>Scrunching up his face, Richie asked. “Why do you care what he thinks.” </p><p>Eddie’s face flustered, another bout of giggles coming from his chest as he flung his hands from his chest to the ground like a child. “’Cause I like him.” </p><p>“You like him?” Richie repeated, raising an eyebrow. “Well he likes you too. I know he does.” <br/></p><p>“No not like.” Eddie rolled his eyes, scoffing. “I <i>like </i>him. Like how Ben likes Beverly or Stan secretly likes Mike.” The bird boy’s obvious secret being blurted out in a huff, his eyes rolling fixated on the sky as his mouth turned downward as if his happiness depended on this very deep revaluation. “How am I supposed to compete with-with all those g-girls he hangs with? W-With anyone-not when he th-thinks I’m a fucking bummer.” </p><p>“Eddie.” Richie sighed, his stomach clenching. There was something, the truth pushing against his throat but the words failed him as he stared down at his best friend. Eddie was playing his heart strings, the sympathy he created floating between them. It’s not that Richie hadn’t imagined this, hadn’t daydreamed of his crush admitting his feelings in one fantastic display of romance-one that would put those romantic comedies to shame. The absolute last thing he expected was Eddie to be drunk off his ass, talking to someone he thought wasn’t Richie as he lay flat on his back in a children’s park. “Eddie I-”<br/></p><p>Large droplets came down then, a sheet of rain coming from nowhere and drenching the two instantly. The universe was telling him something and he could do nothing but listen. “Goddammit!” He shouted to the sky, thunder being his only answer. </p><p>Eddie was laughing, heavy and loud chuckles coming from him as he stood and pulled on Richie’s hoodie. This made the trashmouth look down, staring right into those brilliant doe eyes and wanting nothing more than to lean down and steal a kiss. “We’ve got to get home!” He shouted, sounding suddenly sober. “Richie! Come on!” </p><p>“Okay, let’s get you home.” Richie shouted over the noise of the storm. They ran all the way to the Tozier house, hand and hand. Although they may never talk about that night again Richie kept the events of the night close, dreaming about it as he floated off to sleep once he had taken care of a drunk friend. </p><p>Eddie liked him.</p><p>And that was enough. </p>
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Reddie + death
<p>Eddie had died before. 22 times at least. He’d died and been reborn all across history. His earliest memory is of being a Roman gladiator, competing against  others for fame and glory.  He had hated it. Hated the killing and the strain it took on him. Hated being someone’s pet, to be oiled and paraded around at parties. </p><p>But he’d dealt with it. Because at the end of every day he got to see him. The raven haired man with a golden smile. </p><p>Richie. </p><p>They’d met in the baths after Eddie was relaxing from a fight. Richie had come in, draped in his finest and offered to relieve some of Eddie’s tension. It had been the first time they met (he thought) but not the last. </p><p>They’d met in multiple countries, crossing oceans and decades just to find each other, to be together. Every time Eddie was reborn he remembered a little more about the other man. At first he couldn’t remember Richie’s name, just his cocky grin. Next time he remembered his eyes. His hair. Eventually Eddie remembered all of him. And the time they’d spent together. They’d played parts in revolutions and wars, whispering things to nobles and offering ideas to some of the world’s greatest thinkers. No one else knew how much they’d shaped history. But Eddie did, Eddie remembered. </p><p>And so did Richie. In each life the first thing they did was recount the last over drinks, comparing notes for what they had affected and how, always ending in each other’s arms and one of their beds.</p><p> Their names and appearance changed slightly (one time Richie was redheaded, much to his delight. Another time Eddie was blond, to his chagrin) but every time they met Eddie felt that spark, that thing in his soul that whispered ‘<i>you found him</i>’. </p><p>Now he’d been reborn again, after living out another life and dying of old and decrepit, holding Richie’s hand until the end. It always took about a decade, long enough for Eddie to have a childhood, before he started to remember Richie. It was like the universe knew that a six year old couldn’t grasp the concept of love and soulmates. It gave him time to breath, to figure out who he was this time. </p><p>But now it was happening, slowly. Today, taking his small personal robot in for repairs, he’d remembered Richie’s face. His kind eyes and sharp cheekbones. He grinned to himself, wondering how long it’d be before they found each other this time, and what sort of trouble they’d cause when they did. </p>
Tags: oh fuck i adore, drabble, soulmates

Post id: 182449229293
Date: Thu, 31 Jan 2019 09:12:43
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/182449229293/if-youre-still-doing-the-prompt-thing-could-you
Slug: if-youre-still-doing-the-prompt-thing-could-you
Reblog key: 7531hIbZ
Reblog url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/182447433597/if-youre-still-doing-the-prompt-thing-could-you
Reblog name: tinyarmedtrex
if you&#039;re still doing the prompt thing, could you do 81 (Please don&rsquo;t hurt me.) OR 71 (Carry me.) for reddie please?
<p><b>81: Please don’t hurt me </b></p>
<p><b>Pairing: </b>Eddie Kaspbrak/Richie Tozier (Reddie)</p>
<p>Richie was pulling at the sleeves of his shirt, Eddie able to see how they were damp. It was an old habit of Richie’s- chewing on his clothes- that Eddie hadn’t seen in a long time. In the few months since Richie had broken up with Sandy, he’d reverted to a <i>lot </i>of his old habits. </p> <p><a href="http://stephenskings.tumblr.com/post/182438549457" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Bichie + accident?
<p>“It was a fucking accident!” Richie said for the sixteenth time, throwing his hands up as he spoke. “What more do you want me to say?”<br/></p><p>	“An ‘I’m sorry’ would be nice.” Bill replied coldly as he tried to stand on his crutches. He quickly fell back on the hospital bed, swearing to himself.</p><p>	Richie moved to try and help him but Bill swatted him away. “I don’t want your help right now Richie.” Then he tried again. This time was more successful. He managed to stay up and took a few shaky steps.</p><p>	“They said we could use a wheelchair.” Richie mentioned as he watched Bill’s unsteady gait. He gnawed at his bottom lip Bill went to the door, wanting to help him but knowing he’d just get pushed away again. </p><p>	“I don’t need a one. I’m fine.” Bill was making his way to the elevator, the discharge paperwork shoved in his back pocket. </p><p>	Richie followed, feeling a knot in his stomach as he did. He felt awful but knew that Bill didn’t want to hear it, not right now. </p><p>	“Can’t I-” He asked, watching Bill struggle to push the elevator button. He started to reach over to help him but Bill shook his head. </p><p>	“You’re done enough.” Bill replied coldly. The ride down was silent, Richie trying not to look at Bill while Bill stared straight ahead. Finally they reached the parking garage and Bill started his slow hobble to Richie’s car.</p><p>	“I am sorry.” Richie said when they finally reached it. He hated this, this tension between them. “I didn’t think-”</p><p>	“You never think Richie.” Bill snapped, tossing his crutches in the back as he fell into the front seat, careful not to bump his leg. “You never think and you never put your shit away.”</p><p>	“I’m sorry.” He repeated. Bill didn’t look at him so Richie started the car, turning on some music to cover up the silence. </p><p>	When they finally got back to the apartment Bill went straight to the cough, flopping down on it with a small sigh. Richie hung in the doorway, unsure what to do. Finally he went to the kitchen, making up a snack for Bill and bringing it to him. He accepted it wordlessly, barely glancing at Richie. </p><p>Richie finally asked the question that had been on his mind since they put the cast on Bill. </p><p>“Do you want to break up?” </p><p>	For the first time in hours the scowl on Bill’s face was replaced with concern. “Richie,” He said, patting the spot by him on the couch. Richie sat, not touching Bill. The other boy took Richie’s chin in his fingertips, making Richie look at him. “I’m mad at you because I fell over your stupid skateboard. Again. And now I’m in a cast for 6 weeks.” Richie’s eyes fell. “But, I still love you, you’re still my dumbass. I can be angry without wanting to break up.” </p><p>

	Richie smiled a little, looking at Bill again. “Promise?”</p><p>	“That you’re a dumbass? Definitely.” Richie pouted and Bill chuckled, leaning in to kiss him. “I promise.” He left his fingers curled on Richie’s skin, and added, “Besides, who do you think is going to be waiting on me hand and foot while I recover?” 

<br/></p><p>“Hand and foot huh? I better start now then.” Richie asked, taking one of Bill’s fingers into his mouth and sucking gently. Bill exhaled, his eyes growing dark. Maybe the next few weeks wouldn’t be as bad as he thought. </p>
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Little examples of reddie&rsquo;s types of showing affection and PDA in public vs private! (We need some fluff in this fandom)
<p>I’ve been thinking about fluffy high school reddie lately so here you go. This isn’t all that great but I’m still breaking through some rustiness and making myself write. I hope you don’t hate it too much!</p>
<hr><p>It started with simple touches. Eddie wasn’t sure where they stood after they got together. It was easy enough to admit how they felt for one another but much harder to figure out how they should approach it, especially in Derry. So they didn’t change much, outwardly. Richie would toss his arm around Eddie’s shoulders as they walked or they would sit close together at the lunch table, knees and elbows brushing as they engaged with the rest of their friends.</p>
<p>Sometimes when they were isolated at the quarry or enveloped in darkness at the Aladdin, their fingers would tangle together or Eddie would lay his head on Richie’s shoulder. The need to be careful went unspoken between them. One day they wouldn’t have to be so scared. They hung onto that, letting dreams of the future carry them through the day when they couldn’t show what they felt around others.</p> <p><a href="https://reddieforlove.tumblr.com/post/181856475563/little-examples-of-reddies-types-of-showing" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Stozier - College/soulmate Au where when you draw on your arm it shows up on them. But like Ememies, to friends, to lovers.
<p>Imagine Stan and Richie being rivals since middle school (Richie beat Stan in track ONCE and he’s never forgiven him) and they’re in like French class or something and Richie writes ‘fuck you’ in French on his arm and this starts a war where they write insult and sarcastic remark at each other every day until one day Stan comes in sad and Richie writes ‘are you okay?’ In French and they have a heartfelt conversation on their arms for the next hour. This goes on for months, the two secretly hanging out in person as well and talking, but at night they spill their secrets and dreams on their arms in this beautiful language until one day Richie realises he can’t hold in his feelings anymore and at prom he’s sitting on the steps alone when he can’t find Stan in the gym, and writes ‘I love you, since the day I beat you’ and waits for a reply but Stan just walks up to him looking gorgeous in a suit and smiles down at him before asking him to dance - and he whispers ‘je t’aime’ mid dance and Richie almost cries</p><p>EDIT: I accidentally set this in high school but you get what I mean</p>
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Bichie, Belly Shots
<p>I had all the plans to make this into a fic (maybe, one day) but for now this amazing idea will live as a HC.</p><ul><li>They’re frat boys.<br/></li><li>(I always HC Bichie as frat boys, it just <i>fits</i>)<br/></li><li>So they’re at some party, the two of them, being dudes.<br/></li><li>Okay maybe there’s so unresolved tension. Maybe Bill watches Richie’s lips as they wrap around a drink and Richie can’t stop staring at Bill’s hands when he talks.<br/></li><li>But whatever, they’re just friends. Nothing more.<br/></li><li>They’re drinking and having fun. <br/></li><li>Then the shots come out. Someone dares Richie to do a shot off a girl’s stomach.<br/></li><li>And he’s never turned down a dare so he agrees, pouring the shot and slurping it off her. <br/></li><li>Bill is watching, frowning slightly. The host notices (and is maybe sick of watching these two PINE) <br/></li><li>Because the next dare is for Richie to do one off Bill.<br/></li><li>Bill balks at this, for several reasons- taking his shirt off in front of everyone,  laying down on the sticky table, Richie’s lips on his skin. <br/></li><li>But then Richie looks up at him and says, “Come on Big Bill, for me?”<br/></li><li>And fuck, he cant resist those puppy dog eyes. He nods, pulling off his shirt and laying on the table, everyone around him cheering.<br/></li><li>He jumps slightly as the cool liquid hits his skin. <br/></li><li>But  the cool is quickly replaced by Richie’s warm lips.<br/></li><li>And his tongue.<br/></li><li>Pressing against his stomach, swirling over the skin. <br/></li><li>Bill has to grip the table, willing himself not to get hard.<br/></li><li>He swears Richie is going slower than he did with the girl. This is lasting forever.</li><li>Then Richie’s tongue darts into his bellybutton and it tickles. Bill laughs,  his stomach pushing up and the rest of the liquid ends up on Richie’s face and glasses. <br/></li><li>Richie pulls back, surprised and laughing. <br/></li><li>Bill is mortified and crawls off the table. “F-fuck, I’ll help you- we can clean it.” <br/></li><li>Richie protests but Bill is dragging him to the bathroom, grabbing the hand towel and wiping off Richie’s face.<br/></li><li>“You know, until you laughed, that was going really well.” Richie says as Bill takes off his glasses and cleans them.<br/></li><li>Bill glances at Richie, amazed how much brighter his eyes are without his glasses. <br/></li><li>And he decides to take a chance. </li><li>“We can continue it.” He says, watching Richie’s expression.<br/></li><li>Richie grins. “Hell yea,” He  pulls Bill to him, smashing their lips together in an intense kiss. Richie grabs Bill’s hair, angling his head to deepen the kiss. Bill falls into Richie, his hands on Richie’s hips, pressing him into the bathroom counter and grinding against him. </li><li>Richie’s lips are on his neck, his bare chest, licking and kissing his way down. </li><li>And Bill’s pants are on the floor and Richie’s mouth is on him. </li><li>Bill is loud but he can’t help it, not as Richie’s tongue swirls and his head bobs. </li><li>Before long Bill is grabbing Richie’s hair as he cums, moaning loudly. </li><li>Then Richie looks up at him, grinning broadly. </li><li>“About fucking time I saw your O face.” Richie says, standing and kissing him again. <br/></li><li>Bill agrees. </li></ul>
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Not to bother you but if you have time can you do some hcs of baseball player Stan and supportive bf Richie?
<p>You’re not bothering me at all my love!</p><p>- okay so stan has been playing baseball since he was 13, basically after everything with IT because he was a mess and he needed to have a distraction</p><p>- turns out he’s a natural at it?</p><p>- he spends MONTHS training with bill and mike and even georgie helps him practise and he’s quite the little pitcher </p><p>- when they get to high school stan joins the baseball team and he’s instantly the coaches favourite because he can hit the ball so damn far and just sprint across the pitch</p><p>- stan gets super tall in hs like 6′1 nearly 6′2 and he has long ass legs as well so he can run faster than most of the other players</p><p>- at his first game all the losers go to support him and they’re all cheering and waving banners with stan’s name on it because they’re super proud of their boy</p><p>- stan wins the game for his team and they celebrate at bill’s house with a party and everyone gets WASTED</p><p>- eddie and bill and mike all fall asleep on the couch and bev and ben sleep on the floor in a pile of blankets whilst richie and stan are sat outisde on the porch as richie smokes and stan stares at the stars</p><p>- stan starts getting emotional and at first richie is like ‘omfg please no’ because he hates emotions but he starts to realise stan is truly happy and he grins</p><p>- ‘you’re a big ol sap, stan the man’ </p><p>- ‘yet you still love me’ richie nearly chokes because yeah he does</p><p>- richie kisses stan that night and stan has never felt more alive</p><p>- they become a couple after one of the biggest baseball games of the year and derry’s team wins and richie forgets that theres people watching and runs out onto the pitch to kiss stan and the losers freak out because OH MY GOD?? FINALLY??</p><p>- stan lets richie wear his baseball shirt around school, he says its so he doesn’t wear those god awful hawaiian shirts but honestly stan just loves how richie looks in his clothes</p><p>- when it’s stan’s turn to bat he looks to richie in the crowd and winks at him to make richie flustered because stan isn’t a very flirty guy usually but damn he is when he’s playing</p><p>- stan’s name for richie in his phone is good luck charm because stan only ever seems to win games when richie is there to watch him</p><p>- during their senior year stan’s team has a few more losses than usual and stan breaks down because he doesn’t want to start getting bad at something he loves so much and hes scared he’ll lose his scholarship to his top uni and richie holds him all night and promises it’ll get better</p><p>- and it does, because richie is there to cheer him on and stan does his little wink before hitting the ball and doing a home run to win the game</p><p>- richie gets a tiny little baseball bat, glove and ball tattooed on the back of his shoulder and when stan finds out he’s both angry and kinda turned on</p><p>- richie just loves his boyfriends hobby and talent okay he’s super supportive of everything stanny does</p>
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for the hc, i would die for one where it&rsquo;s just a look into reddie&rsquo;s friday nights in college and they just like dance around to r&amp;b and they&rsquo;re in l o v e
<p><i>Soft</i>. </p><ul><li>Richie and Eddie have been dating since high school. There was no question that they’d go to the same college. <br/></li><li>(All the losers did, you don’t kill a murderous clown with people and then just leave them when you graduate.) <br/></li><li>But the two didn’t room together. They wanted to branch out, get a semi-real college experience.<br/></li><li>So both have roommates. <br/></li><li>And they’re fine, not amazing but tolerable. <br/></li><li>But it does cut down on their alone time. So the nights when one of them gets the room to themselves they make the most of it.<br/></li><li>Richie will bring a movie or two and Eddie’s favorite snacks. Eddie brings out all of his blankets, maybe a pilfered bottle of cheap liquor. <br/></li><li>They start by cuddling on the couch, enjoying the feeling of actually being alone, catching up on how classes are and how work is going.<br/></li><li>Its never long until Richie is putting on music and pulling Eddie up and into his arms. <br/></li><li>Sometimes he’ll be silly, dipping Eddie low and spinning him until both are laughing. <br/></li><li>(He threatens to grab Eddie’s hips and raise him above Richie’s head but they both know there’s no way Richie’s noodle arms could do that. Still, it’s a cute idea.) </li><li>But it always ends with them in each other’s arms, staring into the other’s eyes.<br/></li><li>Richie will bend down, mumbling something about how much he loves Eddie, how fucking lucky he is. <br/></li><li>And Eddie will reply in kind, brushing Richie’s hair from his eyes and smiling up at him, telling him that there’s no one else for him. <br/></li><li>They’ll talk about the future as they dance- where they want to live, how many pets they’ll have, kids. Everything. <br/></li><li>Eventually Eddie can’t contain himself any longer and he tugs Richie down for a kiss, wanting Richie to understand how utterly in love and happy he is.<br/></li><li>(Richie knows, he’s always known) </li><li>One of them will deepen the kiss and they’ll move to the bedroom, wanting to make the best use of the time alone. <br/></li></ul>
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Prompt: transboy!richie where its how every loser found out that richie was trans. It could be set whenever but modern au could be easier! It could be either richie telling some of them or some of them figuring it out themselves. Whatever you want. :)
<p>i fucking LOVE THIS. i really hope i do this justice okay let’s go i went with the modern au</p>
<p><a class="tumblelog" spellcheck="false"><b>for those who asked to be tagged in all my work</b>: @arielgirly</a>, <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mD38D-_kJZSeNEBNa6wEe6Q">@trashmouth-smashmouth</a>, <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mJA21xcyCHmoM0z4UO74d2w">@mzcescapie</a>, <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mFpoMxIjT71fx2B2nWM3MhQ">@somenates27</a>, <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mbbl0PF8DYN4opotqZ80D1w">@reddiesballoons</a>, <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mHySuqa6Y5lZp-0pAhHAi0Q">@cawcawhawkeye</a>, <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mYXFnbPANm7HKoB6BKqk9cg">@richietoaster</a></p> <p><a href="https://floralreddie.tumblr.com/post/166726105255/prompt-transboyrichie-where-its-how-every-loser" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Seguir leyendo</a></p>
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where is the story where mike&#039;s mom finds out about the whole thing with will and mike and then she&#039;s just acting kinda stiff with him and then they talk and she&#039;s like &quot;we still love you, even if you&#039;re messed up. don&#039;t worry, we can fix you&quot; and then mike (or even better, nancy) goes off on her and is like &quot;fuck you, im perfectly fine.&quot;
<p>Mike had been hiding every trace of the Upside Down from his parents. Will coming back from the dead? A pleasant surprise! The girl suddenly in his basement? The Russians! Mike suddenly having a grasp on inter-dimensional physics? An A+ student! His mother would undoubtedly commit him– and everyone in the Byers family– if she overheard the Party’s conversations or saw anything out of the ordinary. Mike thought he was going a pretty damn good job, until his mother started loitering around his bedroom when he was sitting on his bed, Super Comm in hand. She hovered around Mike everywhere in the house, and even stood by the window and watched him bike to school. Either she was going through a whole new level of “<i>my boy is growing up!</i>” or she had overheard Mike talking to Will about his latest resurfacing of nightmares. The day he saw his mother standing at the window waiting for him to come home from school, Mike knew he’d have to play completely ignorant or end up in a loony bin.<br/></p>
<p>“Hey, Mom.” Mike said, trying to pass off the force interaction her figure by the door was trying stirr.</p>
<p>“Hi, Michael.” She spoke softly, loitering by the door as he passed her, going to the kitchen. “H-How was school, honey?”</p> <p><a href="https://argylemikewheeler.tumblr.com/post/170510817340/where-is-the-story-where-mikes-mom-finds-out" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Eddie Spaghetti! Have you and Richie really been engaged since childhood? ❤️
<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="500" data-orig-width="500"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/2af8148fffbe45f163ced31d43b19a85/tumblr_inline_pkqiovlJ021w2kar8_500.png" data-orig-height="500" data-orig-width="500"/></figure><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="500" data-orig-width="500"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/b072ec5108ffd99c799cba130e91577b/tumblr_inline_pkqiov1ZKi1w2kar8_500.png" data-orig-height="500" data-orig-width="500"/></figure><p>Mrs. Tozier told us she married her best friend one day and Richie spent the following week awkwardly and <i>loudly</i> proposing despite me constantly telling him Bill is my best friend. I don’t know why I was insisting that he wasn’t also my best friend, but whatever. He tried with the obvious ring pop, a homemade little button ring, and he even flattened a little acorn by scraping it on the sidewalk <i>forever</i> then dug out the middle to make yet another ring. I eventually and obviously said yes and I will never live it down.</p><p>-Eddie</p>
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byeler prompt- all the boys are at mike&rsquo;s for a sleepover and dustin and lucas are suspecting that will and mike have crushes on each other and they over analyze every move they make. do whatever you&rsquo;re inspired to do to make that into an actual story with an ending
<p>ok. 1) i really liked this prompt and i wish i could have done it the justice it deserves, but instead i got this, ughhhh. 2) i’m sorry it took so long at that it sucks, but something came up and i’m pretty stressed!! so i hope u enjoyed this at least a lil bit :)</p>
<p>words: 1986</p>
<p>warnings: none, i think? swearing i guess. </p>
<p><b>characters are 16!</b></p> <p><a href="https://scphialillis.tumblr.com/post/168216273766/byeler-prompt-all-the-boys-are-at-mikes-for-a" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: uhh adore??, fic rec, byler, my children, my gay babies
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Okay so it&rsquo;s basically cannon Richie has a hair pulling kink but my question is how do you think Eddie would find out?
<p>oof I’m in love w this concept and even more in love w the idea of eddie finding out before they’ve kissed or started dating, like when their unaddressed sexual tension is at its peak lmao. so I’m imagining like,, they’re chilling in richie’s dorm room alone, “studying,” and somehow they end up in a tickle fight bc richie is laying the flirting on hard lmao. so eddies under richie desperately trying to gain the upper hand, but his eyes are screwed shut from laughing so all he can do is blindly throw his hands at richie. eventually tho he feels richie’s hair against his fingers and he knows this is his best shot at throwing richie off and getting back at him. so he grips a handful of richies curls and tugs - honestly pretty hard, but tickling always turns into rough housing with them and richie started it, so eddie figures richie should’ve prepared for this outcome. </p><p>something eddie hadn’t prepared for, however, was richie’s reaction. he was expecting a yelp or an indignant complaint about hair pulling being against the nonexistent rules. but richie doesn’t do that. he moans. eddies eyes fly open at the sound, and he’s able to catch his breath now that richie’s attacks have stopped. actually, all of his movement has stopped. so now richies just on top of eddie in his bed with red cheeks and wide eyes, and eddie is panting beneath him with his fingers still tangled in richies hair. they stare at each other for a moment, neither of them saying anything. then eddie begins to run his fingers gently through richies curls, which makes richies eyelashes flutter and his mouth open. and it just fills eddie with so much want, and he’s already half hard from the sound richie made and he wants to hear it again so bad, needs to hear it, so he pulls again and richie moans again, this one almost more like a whimper, and his head starts to fall but eddies grip keeps it up so eddie can see the pleasure on richies face. and as he looks down richies body he sees a pretty clear outline of his definitely very hard cock through his skinny jeans and wow okay eddie was really not expecting it to be that big and now he’s moaning too. “eds?” richie asks tentatively, and eddie just sighs “richie” before pulling him in for a kiss. they spend the next few hours making up for lost time lmao </p>
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can i get a long head canon list for soft reddie??
<p>of course you can!! 💕 i really took you up on the “long” part lmao so this is under a cut!!</p>
<ul><li>okay so imagine… reddie meeting on the bus<br/></li></ul><p><a href="https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/181654207497/can-i-get-a-long-head-canon-list-for-soft-reddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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You&nbsp;can&nbsp;write&nbsp;about&nbsp;the&nbsp;first&nbsp;time&nbsp;that richie sees eddie&nbsp;in ugly&nbsp;Moon? Richie&#039;s pov&nbsp;of&nbsp;course
<blockquote><p>the first time <i>ever?</i> its not where the story starts but ill try!</p></blockquote>
<p>Richie’s been enrolled in the local high school, and he is already off to a doubtful start; his first class is pre-calc.<i> Possibly the most boring class ever,</i> Richie thinks to himself as he walks down the hall, searching for the right room. He wishes he weren’t here. He has never been very good at attending school, but he promised to try this time. And his movements are heavy, as he sluggishly drags his feet across the empty hallway, an obvious longing for his bed, where he can lay by himself and curl between his velvety duvet. </p> <p><a href="http://finnwolfhard.tumblr.com/post/173013059036/you-can-write-about-the-first-time-that-richie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Seguir leyendo</a></p>
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Do you have any wheelzier new years headcanons
<p>boy do I!! </p><ul><li>okay so first off wheelzier are DEFINITELY That Couple™️ that just goes fucking ham at midnight, like all the other couples are sweet and polite with their midnight kisses, meanwhile richie has mike pushed up against a wall or sitting on a kitchen counter leaning up against the cabinets while richie stands between his legs or smth like that<br/></li><li>one year they were basically just dry humping on stan and mike h’s loveseat and bev and lucas had to pelt them with noise makers to get them to stop<br/></li><li>this happens 1. bc they’re horny and in love and just genuinely so into each other and they both get really emotional about how lucky they are to be together every year and for them that translates into nearly fucking in their friends’ homes <br/></li><li>and 2. bc they have a tradition of getting fucking trashed together every nye<br/></li><li>every year richie tries to make some new “fun” mixed drink and every year it’s awful<br/></li><li>so they stick with shots, and if anyone can get a room of people to do shots it’s mike wheeler<br/></li><li>mike loves his stupidly sugary vodka; it’s something he, el, will, ben, and richie bond over, so he brings like 3 fucking handles of svedka bc “variety is important” (no one was wondering but the flavors are usually strawberry lemonade, cherry, and raspberry. they once bought the jalapeño one and promptly threw it out once everyone had tried some)<br/></li><li>mike is such a lovey drunk so he’s all over richie all night<br/></li><li>the two of them are always fighting other people for the aux and once they get it all they play is ABBA<br/></li><li>Dustin brings his amazon alexa one year and it’s absolute chaos, never happens again</li><li>once they get home and into bed they ~make love~ and they both cry bc they’re so drunk and so in love with each other, they just kiss each other all over and whisper the sweetest things to each other and fall asleep in each other’s arms<br/></li><li>waking up together is their favorite way to start the new year<br/></li><li>too bad they’re both hungover as fuck<br/></li><li>but they’re always prepared and buy a shit ton of breakfast pastries the day before so they don’t have to cook in the morning<br/></li><li>they stay in bed until 3 or 4 in the afternoon, and then richie makes eggs - usually still just in his boxers, and mike always comes up behind him at the stove and wraps his arms around him and presses little kisses to his freckled shoulders<br/></li><li>one year they set the fire alarm off bc mike started grinding on richie and ended up bending him over the counter and burning the eggs<br/></li><li>so now they wait until they’ve eaten to have more sex lol<br/></li><li>then they eat frozen pizzas and watch Netflix in bed and cuddle all day<br/></li><li>basically they don’t leave the house for the entirety of January 1st<br/></li></ul><p>thank you sm for this ask, love starting 20biteen off with my favorite bi bois!! 💖</p>
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this blog isnt run very well.. u could do alot better.
<p>As far as we’re concerned, you are perfectly welcome to create your own resource blog. Put the work into creating posts with banners, read every single word of every single fic that you recommend, create an extensive tagging system, bring together a group of writers, find a working system that allows them to fill prompts as easily as possible, and create an aesthetically pleasing homepage that is organized well and easily navigated.<br/></p><p>In the meantime, here are a few things that you can do instead of sending messages like this:</p><ol><li>Don’t.<br/></li><li>Go outside.</li><li>Unfollow.</li><li>Pet a dog.</li><li>Spend the literal first day of the year being a better person, not a bitter person.</li><li>Anything else at all.</li></ol>
Tags: wow the fucking audacity, this is the best resource blog, i mean come on
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gah I&rsquo;m blanking on the one shot of Richie and Eddie being a famous couple and news breaks that they split even though they didn&rsquo;t and they end up joking about it and having sex and Richie  posts a picture of them in bed afterwards to clarify that they didn&rsquo;t break up?? oof thank you
<p>Here’s what you’re looking for:</p><blockquote><p><b><a href="https://reddieforlove.tumblr.com/post/177147821668/divorce">Divorce</a> </b>by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mFN96Zdanvo0IYNCfCtMtug">@reddieforlove</a></p></blockquote><p>Let us know if you need help finding a fic.</p>
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What state do you live in?
<p>constant stress</p>
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do you mind me asking for byler fluff prompts? praise #3 and the &ldquo;you can cry, it&rsquo;s okay&rdquo; one?
<p><b>a/n:</b> anon I apologize, this is a little tiny bit angsty. just a little, I promise. it’s still fluff! I already wrote praise#3, so I switched it up to praise#4: “You’re doing wonderfully, trust me.” </p>
<p>Will has a glass of water in his hand while he walks down the small apartment corridor, wearing only his pajama pants. He had woken up to an empty bed, his alarm reading <i>4:13 am</i>.</p>
<p>He stops walking as he spots <i>him</i>, sitting at the office’s desk. Mike has his wavy black hair slightly unraveled, one hand resting on the keyboard while the other held his chin up.</p>
<p>Due to the computer’s screen light, Will could perfectly see the dark moons under Mike’s eyes, the redness around his chocolate irises. The faint color of blood right in the middle of his bottom lip, indicating he had been biting at it too hard and probably for too long.</p>
<p>Will smoothly sits beside the computer screen, watching Mike closely. “Someone snuck out of bed.”</p>
<p>Mike jumps at Will’s words, suddenly noticing his boyfriend sitting right in front of him. He bats his eyelashes before rubbing his eyes roughly as black and white spots appeared on his vision, unadjusted to the dim light of the room. “Will,” He mumbled. “You scared me.”</p> <p><a href="http://noahschnapp.tumblr.com/post/181522729625/do-you-mind-me-asking-for-byler-fluff-prompts" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: byler, drabble, uhhhhhh this is so sweet??, like i love mike as a writer and they’re precious oof
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reddie as dance partners at this performing arts college but they as cliche as it&ndash;hate one another but they work so well &amp; have amazing chemistry so they kind of put up w/ each other. anyways they get this new young teacher who can see the obvious sexual tension btw them &amp; has them dance to very sexual songs w/ saucy choreography. anyways they&rsquo;re practicing one of them after hrs by them selves &amp; thing get heated when eddie grinds his has into richie&rsquo;s crotch and take this wherever you want.
<p>“Why’s it gotta be you?” Richie huffed as he slung his bag over his shoulder, walking through the long halls toward their private dance room.</p><p>“It’s pronounced, <i>why does it have to be you? </i>I don’t think<i> why’s </i>is a real word. And it’s because you’re a tall creature and I’m beautifully nimble.” Eddie hummed, nearly skipping in his step in excitement, not even Richie could ruin his mood. Even though Richie was his partner.</p><p>“Let’s just get this over with, ‘m not in the mood to deal with an airhead today.” And that jab had Eddie turning around before he could unlock the door to the studio. </p><p>“Okay, Richie! Why don’t you just make your body useful and move those noodles you call appendages and turn your brain off, I know it’s easy for you to do.” And Richie’s glare only made Eddie smile more.</p><p>****</p><p>The only thing the pair could agree on was how well they could move together. The way their bodies swayed and pressed and sort of… just <i>knew</i> where the other was going. Eddie never had this intense chemistry with someone else— he’d never thought it would be with some greasy haired moron. Richie was surprised that he didn’t step on Eddie every time. The dances they were being asked to do were very close contact— intimate, even. Richie was constantly holding or touching Eddie, and the dance assigned was meant to be a constant pulling and touching type of movement.</p><p>“You’re sure you can catch me?” Eddie murmured, pulling Richie from his thoughts. </p><p>“You know we’ve done this a good handful of times and I’ve caught you every single time?” Eddie just rolled his eyes and began his graceful, ballet like steps before he was running to Richie, expecting himself to face plant.</p><p>But Richie was catching Eddie and using his momentum to toss his body into the air while Eddie screamed in surprise, while Richie caught him again and put him down as he cackled. “What the fuck was  that!” Eddie snarled, his finger jabbing into Richie’s chest and huffing. </p><p>“You keep saying I’m weak, because it looks like I don’t have any muscle! And, well, there’s the proof, sugar.” And Richie was grabbing Eddie’s hand that was jabbing into his chest, and pressing it flat against his stomach and grinning at the way Eddie’s face changed from annoyance to pure surprise. </p><p>“Huh, interesting. Well maybe you can actually start putting all that muscle into the actual dance moves. You’re getting shaky, recently.” It was Richie’s turn to jab.</p><p>“Seriously? If anything, you’re too scared to be near me. That’s why we look stiff, you’re not being fluid enough.”</p><p>“Fine, lets be fluid then!”</p><p>When Eddie shuffled the song and tossed his phone down, he was annoyed to see that the beat had picked up and it was one of the songs Eddie really tended to avoid whenever they were forced to practice. Richie couldn’t help but agree.</p><p>When they began their movements it was fast but even then, still stiff. They were dancing around each other in what people would say was such grace and talent, but the pair new better. They new better than to turn their craft they were so passionate about into something mindless. </p><p>So they began to sync up. Eddie pressed a little harder, Richie’s touches began to linger, they moved to the beat of the music in sync together, smiles growing on their faces. At one point, Richie’s hands were falling onto Eddie’s hips as they were moving to the music, with Eddie’s back pressed against Richie’s chest. Eddie must’ve been too into the music and their dance, because Richie couldn’t help but choke out in surprise when he felt Eddie’s ass grinding relentlessly against his crotch.</p><p>“Eddie—“ but Eddie wasn’t paying attention at this point. His eyes were closed while his hands moved down his body, his smile too wide as his ass continued its assault on Richie’s crotch.</p><p>Eddie was gasping in surprise when Richie’s hands gripped his hips and brought him back even more, with Richie rolling his hips forward to have Eddie really feel it. Eddie turned to see Richie with a blush evident on his face. </p><p>The music still blared through the speakers, and the way Richie was looking at Eddie left him a little breathless. It was much hotter in the studio than he realized. He coughed a bit, looking down at his feet when the pair were just standing there now. “Doesn’t feel so great to be teased, does it?” Richie murmured. “Don’t dish it out if you can’t handle it, babe.”</p><p>Eddie’s head snapped up too fast, his hands going to push Richie hard enough that he was bumping back into the wall length mirror, a teasing smile on his face. “It’s part of the routine, I’m sorry that you can’t handle me–” Before Eddie could give Richie another shove, Richie was slipping his hand around Eddie’s wrist and twisting him around, gripping him by his hips and rolling himself forward.</p><p>“Show me,” He mumbled against Eddie’s ear, while Eddie’s hands scrambled to grip Richie’s. </p><p>Eddie’s breath wavered slightly as he rolled his hips, a sly smile creeping up on his face when Richie’s breathing sounded more rigid than before. His hips rolled back in tune with the beat of the music, one hand flying up to run through his hair while the other ran down his chest, trailing down his hips and his thighs as he bend forward to grind himself back against Richie’s very interested crotch. </p><p>“Fuck, baby,” Richie breathed as he ran a hand through his messy curls, his other hand still gripped tight at Eddie’s hips. He was at a complete loss, forgetting most of the choreography because this definitely wasn’t it. Leaning against the mirror and letting Eddie’s ass do something that sinful was definitely not the choreography. And he was just taking it like some kinda–<i> “Fuck!” </i>He snapped, his hips rolling forward to press his crotch against the cleft of Eddie’s ass. What kinda guy just wears leggings to practice dancing? His ass was made for Richie, that much Richie knew.</p><p>By then, the song had died down at the only thing they could hear were the sounds of their heavy breathing and relentless grinding. Richie was the one to break. He gripped Eddie by his arm and twisted him around so they were facing each other; it wasn’t hard to get him up in Richie’s arms. Eddie only wrapped his legs around Richie’s hips and pressed hungry kisses against his throat while Richie carefully laid them down on the floor of the studio.</p><p>He was surprised when Eddie twisted them around, leaving him laying on top of Richie with a pretty blush on his face and a knowing smile. “You’re hard.” Eddie murmured, his ass settling nicely above Richie’s cock. </p><p>“I’ve got the famous Julliard student Eddie Kaspbrak grinding against me, who wouldn’t be?” Richie asked with narrowed eyes, but it was entirely playful from the smile on his face. His eyes trailed down to Eddie’s lap, noticing that they were in the same boat. “Seems that you’re having quite the time yourself, baby.”</p><p>Eddie’s eyes rolled and he rolled himself down against Richie again. “What can I say, gross guys with boney hips and huge cocks like you just turn me on apparently.” Richie snorted at that, and Eddie was swallowing whatever witty response Richie was beginning and tangling his fingers through Richie’s sweaty curls. Richie closed his eyes and laid back, letting Eddie pull him around the way his wanted to while his hips collided carelessly against Eddie’s with vigor.</p><p>“Eds–” Richie choked out as Eddie began to bite little marks against his neck. “Wanna take this dance practice back to my place?”</p><p>“Depends,” Came Eddies slow response, his mouth working effortlessly against Richie’s collarbones. “Is your place clean of pizza boxes and roaches?”</p><p>Richie snorted at that, “Yes, brat. I’m a clean boy, you can bring your mother by and she’d approve. And let me tell ya–” </p><p>Eddie sat up, “She already came by and <i>thoroughly</i> inspected the place?” A choked mewl came from Richie at Eddie’s words. He didn’t know that something so stupid could get him feeling light headed. “I’ll go,” Eddie decided, and Richie was sitting up so fast Eddie nearly fell over.</p><p>“Lets not waste any time then?”</p>
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Post id: 181491533583
Date: Fri, 28 Dec 2018 11:59:29
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/181491533583/im-going-to-leave-this-in-you-all-day-reddie
Slug: im-going-to-leave-this-in-you-all-day-reddie
Reblog key: QN3nfEI1
Reblog url: https://onlyreddie-deactivated20191226.tumblr.com/post/181488640189/im-going-to-leave-this-in-you-all-day-reddie
Reblog name: onlyreddie-deactivated20191226
&ldquo;I&rsquo;m going to leave this in you all day.&rdquo; reddie
<p>good morning y’all let’s get this bread <b> nsfw under the cut</b></p> <p><a href="http://noahschnapp.tumblr.com/post/181488541240/im-going-to-leave-this-in-you-all-day-reddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: fic rec, nsfw, OOF
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Please describe Richie O face
<p>HERE WE GO.</p><p>(aged up obviously.)</p><p>so, a lot of people describe richie’s lips as either chapped/thin, etc. (no hate) BUT, i HC richie’s lips as soft &amp; full. like homeboy’s got such pretty lips. &amp; when he’s being fucked they get SO swollen from literally any sort of contact, whether it be him biting his lip or sucking dick or something as simple as making out. they just get so red and full and shiny with spit that it makes his orgasm face 10x hotter. i just think he’d look so heavenly when he’s hitting orgasm because his cheeks would be so flushed, he’d have his eyebrows pinched together and eyes squeezed shut as if he’s concentrating solely on the feeling &amp; then when it does hit his nose scrunches up &amp; his lips are parted the whole time as he throws his head back. his whole body would arch and there would be that one vein in his neck that sticks out &amp; the other person would always want to sink their teeth into it but they’d just be too mesmerized by how breathtaking richie looks. he’s usually silent during his orgasm until he’s finally coming down and then he’s opening his eyes again which are hella glossy with those LONG ASS eyelashes and lets out the most exhausted sigh full of complete bliss.</p><p>he’d just be so beautiful in bed!!!</p>
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44,81 for reddie😎
<p>“I want to hike up your skirt and take you right here.” + “Wow, you look…amazing.” + Reddie </p><p>This might be a little different than what you were expecting, but I hope you enjoy regardless :)<span class="npf_color_joey"> !NSFW AHEAD! </span></p><p>The last place Eddie wanted to be on this particular night was a stupid party. </p><p>He had had his Spotify all qued up with his favorite songs and was about to dial the closest pizza place when his roommate asked if he wanted to go out. Well, begged, was more like it. </p><p>“Please, Eds,” he had said, “I’m really trying to go, I haven’t been out all week.” That was true. They had both been holed up studying for finals which had ended for both of them this morning.</p><p>But Eddie didn’t find the party scene stress reliving like Richie. Sure there was alcohol and he could dance, but there was also shitty people holding the alcohol and sweaty people trying to dance on him. </p><p>“Why can’t you just go yourself?” </p><p>“ ‘Cus I can’t show up alone. Plus they’re more likely to let me in if I bring a hot piece.” </p><p>Eddie felt his face get hot, “Flattery isn’t going to work Richie.” </p><p>“What if I buy you breakfast tomorrow?” </p><p>“You were gonna do that anyway.” </p><p>His roommate smiled that devilish smile,</p><p>“So you’ll go?” </p><p>Eddie sighed, it was hard enough to say no to his roommate as charming as he was, </p><p>“Fine. But don’t expect me to enjoy it.” </p><p>“Oh Eds!” Richie exclaimed and dropped to his knees. The motion was enough to make Eddie go crimson, but then the fucker started kissing his way up Eddie’s arm. </p><p>“Thank you,” he said between loud kisses, “Thank you my prince!”</p><p>“Oh my fucking god, get off me before I change my mind.” </p><p>And that’s how Eddie ended up leaning on a wall at some dirty frat house, barley sipping  some shitty beer. </p><p>The music was too loud. Not because Eddie was opposed to loud music, the music was just too bad to be played that loud. Richie had gotten tangled up in some conversation as soon as they had arrived, leaving Eddie to fend for himself. </p><p>Not to mention, a couple was starting to get awfully comfortable next to him. </p><p>A boy Eddie thought he recognized from his lit class was whispering into the ear of a girl with short brown hair. </p><p>“Oh baby, <i>I want to hike up your skirt and take you right here.” </i></p><p>He said, close enough for Eddie to hear with perfect, disgusting clarity. </p><p>Look, he’s no pervert. The body has natural reactions to a guy with a deep voice that may or may not sound like your roommate whom you are attracted to, saying that kind of thing. </p><p><i>Speak of the goddamn devil</i>. </p><p>“Eds!” Richie called, all of the sudden. Of course now, the guy he’s been looking for all night only shows up now that he’s got a- </p><p>“How ya doin, my lad? How’s your drink?” He had an elbow on the wall, leaning, towering over Eddie who was now wishing for death. </p><p>He was all loose now, with his hair wild. It looked good on him.</p><p>Eddie snapped out of it, “Oh uh,” he looked down and swirled the beer that he hadn’t had much of, “Shitty.” </p><p>“Sorry they don’t have that stuff your hard lemonade here, Eds. If it helps I couldn’t drink the shit here either.” </p><p>“Uh huh,” he gulped. </p><p>Richie laughed slightly, his lips pulled up in that dumb smile, <i>the bastard.</i> </p><p>“Ya havin a threesome over here, spaghetti?” </p><p>He asked, eyes shifting to the couple next to them, down each other’s throats. </p><p>“Gross,” he scoffed. </p><p>“Why ya like the one on one stuff more?” He chimed, eyebrows up. </p><p>“For your information, I find this whole situation disgusting,” he lied. </p><p>“Uh huh,” and then Richie leaned down, whispered quiet enough for only Eddie to hear, “I think little Eds would beg to differ.” </p><p>That was the dumbest god damn sentence Eddie had ever heard in his god damn life. </p><p>But it made the god damn room 15 times hotter. </p><p>And that’s how Eddie ended up in the upstairs bedroom of some random frat house, making out with his roommate. </p><p>He was pressed against the bed, Richie holding his wrists and kissing down his neck. </p><p>Eddie kept moving his legs up and down, breathing heavily with need. </p><p>“Rich,” he panted. </p><p>Richie made his way down the other man’s body with his right hand, stopping at Eddie’s bulge and cupping it.  </p><p>“Want me to take these off baby?” He asked, toying with the waist band of his pants.</p><p>“Please,” </p><p>Richie pulled off his pants and boxers as Eddie tore off his own shirt.</p><p>Richie tossed them to the side before stopping altogether. </p><p>“<i>Wow</i>,” he said.</p><p>“What?” Eddie blushed, now was not the time to lose confidence. </p><p>“<i>You look</i>…<i>amazing</i>.” </p><p>He could feel himself burning at the genuine compliment. </p><p>“Thanks,” he mumbled coyly, feeling quite a bit silly here, naked with a boy at his knees, gawking at him. But maybe silly wasn’t such a bad thing. </p><p>“May I?” He asked, motioning to Eddie’s hard dick.</p><p>“Oh my god,” he laughed, “You are so weird.”</p><p>“Sexy isn’t it?” He said, before wrapping his lips around the tip. Eddie let out a loud moan as he started to bob down on his dick. </p><p>And that’s how Eddie ended up getting the best blow job in his life from his roommate and then returning the favor shortly after. </p><p>Richie bought breakfast the next morning.</p>
Tags: nsfw, big fuckin oof

Post id: 181457767363
Date: Thu, 27 Dec 2018 09:13:55
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/181457767363/tell-me-how-good-daddys-cock-feels-reddie-im
Slug: tell-me-how-good-daddys-cock-feels-reddie-im
Reblog key: gT9xdT9y
Reblog url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/181445976617/tell-me-how-good-daddys-cock-feels-reddie-im
Reblog name: tinyarmedtrex
&ldquo;Tell me how good daddy&rsquo;s cock feels.&rdquo; reddie (i&#039;m already crying i... even if you just repeat the prompt I&#039;m gonna be all over this)
<p><i><b>Before you read: </b>This is a perfect follow up for the first prompt I posted. If you want, read <a href="http://noahschnapp.tumblr.com/post/181442776580/come-sit-on-my-lap-tell-me-whats-wrong-reddie"><b>this</b></a> before reading this piece. NSFW and AGED UP!</i></p> <p><a href="http://noahschnapp.tumblr.com/post/181443994150/tell-me-how-good-daddys-cock-feels-reddie-im" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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&ldquo;Come sit on my lap, tell me what&rsquo;s wrong.&rdquo; reddie
<p><i>“Eddie,”</i> Richie’s voice was soft, softer than the usual tone his voice acquired every time he addressed his boyfriend. Eddie kept on emptying his backpack, putting away his books, papers, old and wrinkled notes, a Starbucks cup from earlier when he left home. </p><p>He was focused on doing it, his eyes down and sore, a telling pull of his lip. Richie knew something was bothering him when him plump and rosy bottom lip looked that way. </p><p>Richie would usually kiss it away, or tickle Eddie’s ribs until it was replaced by his breathless giggles, but now his lover was on the other side of the apartment, and the usual tricks didn’t really feel as useful tonight.</p><p><i>Maybe…</i></p><p><i>“Baby,”</i> Richie called, spreading his legs.<i> “Come sit on my lap, tell me what’s wrong.”</i></p><p>Eddie looked up at that. Richie looked intently at him, his warm, magnified brown eyes staring warmly into Eddie’s. It wasn’t hard to drop things down - the cup, in the trashcan on his way to him.</p><p>Richie held Eddie’s hands, his long arms embracing him as Eddie gently sat down on Richie’s legs.</p><p>He didn’t meet Richie’s eyes just yet, his hazelnut stare was on Richie’s mop of curls, and then on the floor. </p><p>Richie caressed his soft, warm hair, looking at him and gently asking: “Do you wanna share it with me?”</p><p>Eddie swallowed. He didn’t take his eyes off the wooden flooring. He still nodded. “I’m - <i>tired.</i>”</p><p>“Of college?”</p><p>“Of everything.” Eddie whispered. Richie held him closer at that, genuine worry and <i>love</i> in his eyes. Seeing Eddie unhappy made him unhappy, too. </p><p>“Baby… Can you take this off for me?” Richie gently tugged at Eddie’s coat. </p><p>“Yeah… I’m cold, though.” Eddie shily answered, already taking them off.</p><p>“I’ll warm you up.” Richie held Eddie closer to himself, marking his words by using his feet on the floor to move them a little further on the couch, Eddie instantly cuddling into him and leaning his head on Richie’s chest. </p><p>It didn’t take long for Richie to start absentmindedly humming a song, running his hands up and down Eddie’s back. </p><p><i>“I think I might have inhaled you,</i></p><p><i>I can feel you flowing in me,”</i></p><p>Eddie smiled, nuzzling his head on Richie’s shoulder. “Really? Does it have to be that one?”</p><p>“What? This one is good!”</p><p>“Very asthmatic for my taste.”</p><p>“That’s why it’s perfect, Eds.” Richie smiled, holding him close. </p><p>Richie’s body heat was fast at warming him up, his tenderness making it go all the way to his heart.</p><p>He reached up, caressing Richie’s curls. “Thank you.” He whispered, staring into Richie’s eyes. </p><p>“Anything for you, Eds.” Richie leaned down to kiss him. </p><p>It was a gentle kiss, a whisper of love, a pure need of closeness as the moonlight entered the room. Eddie had everything he needed, right there with him. </p><p>___</p><p><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mjt7hjy8wRZQVoQgU7Z3cNQ">@hypnoidvoid</a> </p>
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ahh I love your hcs!! could you some where richie loves calling eddie all of these different pet names and he loves it even more when he blushes but as soon as eddie gives him his own pet name Richie just like.... shuts down like he literally stops functioning lmao. thank u!!!
<p>this literally made me laugh omg thank you for this. and sorry this took me a little while!!! I’m on mobile atm so sorry for any mistakes. I hope you like it!!! </p>

<p>• Richie never went a day without finding a new pet name to call eddie <br/>
• eddie tried to act like he hated it but he loved and Richie knew that <br/>
• “darling” makes Eddie’s whole face turn red <br/>
• “babydoll” makes him roll his eyes but he still can’t help but blush and smile <br/>
• “sugarplum”, “honey”, “sweetums”, &amp; “love” are also commonly used <br/>
• every single time eddie turns bright red and he gets giggly and Richie could just DIE <br/>
• but then one day Richie was being extra playful and super duper cute in eddies opinion <br/>
• and they were play fighting on the couch <br/>
• Richie may be taller than eddie but eddie is a lot stronger so he ends up winning their little wrestling match and pins richie to the ground <br/>
• “I win again, pretty boy.” <br/>
• and Richie’s eyes get really wide and he can’t fucking breathe and eddie has never seen richie blush like this <br/>
• eddie immediately cracks up bc wtf is wrong with his boyfriend <br/>
• and Richie tries to speak but he just ???? cannot do it <br/>
• “oh, you like that? should I call you that from now on? pretty boy?” <br/>
• and eddie is talking so sweetly and Richie thinks he’s going to explode <br/>
• eddie thinks this is the cutest shit he’s ever seen so obviously he’s gonna keep going <br/>
• he leans down and starts kissing Richie all over his face and saying things like “you’re definitely the prettiest boy I’ve ever seen so I think ‘pretty boy’ is the perfect name for you” <br/>
• and Richie is fucking giggling at this point ok like actually giggling and his face is so fucking red and holy shit eddie is so excited about this new found discovery <br/>
• when richie finally gets his voice back he’s like “Eddie what the fuck don’t ever do that again I don’t think I can handle it” <br/>
• “fine I won’t call you pretty boy anymore….. princess.” <br/>
• Richie almost passes out in the fucking floor <br/>
• now they have contests to see who can make each other blush the hardest with silly pet names wow what dorks</p>
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ok look, i need reddie smut. like hard core bdsm kinky reddie. plz and thank you,
<p>thanks for the request!!</p>
<p>just a little <b>disclaimer:</b> they use a sex swing but ive never used one before so this is based off ~internet research~ which was not all that helpful tbh lol so please do not interpret this fic as an instruction manual lol pls do your research and be safe if you’re gonna try this&lt;3</p>
<p><b>words:</b> 4,734</p>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/17311805">read on ao3</a> or below!!</p>
<p><b>nsfw</b> under the cut</p>
<p>They agreed on the scene before
they left the house for the evening. They hadn’t done anything really rough all
month, and Eddie was itching for it. He was super stressed from work and really
needed Richie to make an absolute wreck of him. And there was no better way to
rile Richie up than to make him jealous. Eddie had been a brat all week - just
subtle things, like not letting Richie touch him, insisting he had to work, but
it was enough that Richie was already starting to slip into his dominant
headspace. Eddie could see it settling in his eyes in the Uber on the way to
the club, and it had his pants tightening before they even got there. God,
Eddie was gonna be a fucking brat. He wanted Richie as possessive as possible.
He wanted him downright crazed in his need to show Eddie his place.</p>
<p>Eddie was so excited.</p> <p><a href="https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/181741161122/ok-look-i-need-reddie-smut-like-hard-core-bdsm" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: nsfw, fic rec, holy shit

Post id: 181718642883
Date: Fri, 04 Jan 2019 16:33:24
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/181718642883/can-we-have-some-soft-wheelzier-headcanons
Slug: can-we-have-some-soft-wheelzier-headcanons
Reblog key: wsD5nLtv
Reblog url: https://onlyreddie-deactivated20191226.tumblr.com/post/181709391159/can-we-have-some-soft-wheelzier-headcanons
Reblog name: onlyreddie-deactivated20191226
Can we have some soft Wheelzier headcanons
<p>yes!! of course!! thank you for sending this in, writing these made me so happy!! </p>
<ul><li>something I love about wheelzier is that they love each other for things others might find weird or annoying<br/></li>
<li>richie adores that mike puts syrup on his eggs (“god it’s like literally everything you do is the sweetest thing ever”)<br/></li>
<li>mike is fascinated by richies voices and always asks him to help him DM (“please baby you do the voices so much better than I do” and how can richie say no to those big brown eyes??)<br/></li>
</ul><p><a href="https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/181708885882/can-we-have-some-soft-wheelzier-headcanons" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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The word &quot;babysitting&quot; + Reddie
<p><i><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/17293337">ao3 link</a></i></p> <p><a href="https://sunflowerrichie.tumblr.com/post/181696102764/the-word-babysitting-reddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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The word &quot;babysitting&quot; + Reddie
<p><i><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/17293337">ao3 link</a></i></p> <p><a href="https://sunflowerrichie.tumblr.com/post/181696102764/the-word-babysitting-reddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Congratulations on your writing anniversary, Amelia ❤❤❤ Here&#039;s the prompt: &#039;You played a prank on me and now I&#039;m going to play one on you except oops this accidentally got hot&#039; sex for hanzier, pleaseee!!!
<p>Hey! Thank you! Here’s the prompt (let’s ignore that its 2 months later)</p>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16616990/chapters/40670687">Read here on AO3 </a></p>
<p>Rated M </p>
<p>Word Count: 2091</p>
<p><b></b></p>
<p>Richie crouched behind the closet door, clamping his hand over his mouth to stop the rising giggle from escaping his mouth. This was his best prank yet, he decided. He couldn’t wait for Mike to walk in and fall on his bed, like he always did after practice. Only this time Richie had carefully placed a layer of whipped cream and syrup under Mike’s blanket (after covering the mattress with plastic, he was funny, not cruel). He knew as soon as Mike laid down he’d be covered in the sticky mess and couldn’t wait to see his reaction.</p>
<p>	The pair had been in a prank war all year, ever since they decided to be roommates.  And it was escalating. It had been harmless stuff at first- saran wrap over the toilet, replacing oreo creme with toothpaste- but those soon got left behind as the pranks got more elaborate. Mike’s last prank had been setting all of Richie’s alarms and clocks ahead so that he woke up at 3am thinking he was late for a midterm. Richie had to admit that he was impressed by that one- once he had figured out why the building was locked and it was dark outside. </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/181694096157/congratulations-on-your-writing-anniversary" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Hi, what do you say about drawing a sad Beverly?
<figure data-orig-width="985" data-orig-height="1523" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/94c9cd9c94622d5ac16afa90cf10cf46/tumblr_inline_pkpu0bdYIe1uu2i2k_540.jpg" alt="image" data-orig-width="985" data-orig-height="1523"/></figure><p>This took like five years because I hate drawing hands ¯\_(ツ)_/¯</p>
Tags: fantastic fanart
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WAIT OKAY ONE MORE IM SORRY SDHSLDFSDLKF BUT Bevchie where Bev doms richie (degradation and hair pulling bc richie would so be into that okay,) OKAY IM DONE BYE
<p>;)</p>
<p>read on <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/17281052">ao3</a></p> <p><a href="http://studpuffin.tumblr.com/post/181666684687/wait-okay-one-more-im-sorry-sdhsldfsdlkf-but" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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&ldquo;want me to kiss it better?&rdquo; For byeler ?
<h2>5, 4, 3, 2, 1</h2><p class="npf_quirky" data-npf='{"subtype":"quirky"}'>“Happy New Year!”</p><p>It took Mike a while to find him in the middle of the crowd. This was the first time they had ever been to New York and the bright lights and fireworks and all that came with that. </p><p>He couldn’t find Will, the joy almost being replaced by the achy feeling of missing what should be there with him. <i>The one</i> whom should be there with him.</p><p>His arm swayed in the wind as a small hand tugged at the sleeve of his sweater. He turned around. </p><p><i>“Will.” </i>Mike smiled, pulling him into his arms. </p><p>“Happy new year, Mike.” Will cheered, the insides of his eyes filled by small beads of happiness. “I love you.”</p><p>“I love you, Will. I love you so much it hurts.”</p><p><b>“Want me to kiss it better?</b>” Will asked, a small tear running down his cheek as Mike pulled away, only as far as necessary to look into Will’s eyes, sharing all the happiness and relief he felt with his most loved one.</p><p>They were together. They were there. They had each other. </p><p>“Yes.”</p>
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POV for Richie in everybody talks, like when reddie finally officially start dating!!!?
<h2>
<b>POV -</b> something that’s already happened, retold from another character’s perspective</h2>
<p>He kind of wants to turn around.</p> <p><a href="http://lo-v-ers.tumblr.com/post/181595468721/pov-for-richie-in-everybody-talks-like-when" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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134; reddie
<p><b>134: What’re you wearing?</b></p>
<p><b>WC: 578</b></p>
<p>Eddie really didn’t want to laugh, but he couldn’t help it. </p>
<p>“What are you wearing?” he choked out between giggles. </p>
<p>His husband, Richie, was sitting on the couch, sporting his usual slick black hair, large round glasses and stubble, but today was wearing a horrible, brightly coloured flowery dress shirt that his stylist would rather burn than let anyone wear. Especially Richie. </p> <p><a href="https://honkhonkrichard.tumblr.com/post/181586786231/134-reddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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literally anything where Mike doms tf out of brat Richie it&#039;s what he deserves
<p>HEY MOOOOOOOOOOO</p> <p><a href="http://studpuffin.tumblr.com/post/181568498977/literally-anything-where-mike-doms-tf-out-of-brat" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: nsfw, an amazing bottom richie fic, man i love

Post id: 181572975353
Date: Mon, 31 Dec 2018 00:24:45
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/181572975353/can-you-do-mike-in-overalls-hanging-out-with-some
Slug: can-you-do-mike-in-overalls-hanging-out-with-some
Reblog key: m0PW3C6L
Reblog url: https://honeybeehanlon.tumblr.com/post/181572876733/can-you-do-mike-in-overalls-hanging-out-with-some
Reblog name: honeybeehanlon
Can you do Mike in overalls hanging out with some of his favorite farm animals
<figure data-orig-width="2000" data-orig-height="1780" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/26eadfebd5eee0ded56e60b6d5cf63ed/tumblr_inline_p3k695IDkG1rua29k_540.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="2000" data-orig-height="1780"/></figure><p>can you tell i have no idea what a chicken looks like</p>
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<p>always!! 😏💕</p><p>okay so mike and richie will both do anything for their partner, like they both love showering each other in affection and gifts and giving the other anything they want, and that definitely translates into the bedroom. The only thing is that mike is a lil more vocal about what he wants than richie is. I picture in the beginning of their relationship richie usually tops, and everything he says and does just makes mike m e l t. mike begs - for richie’s fingers, his mouth, his cock - and richie gives (after some teasing of course). and richie can tell how much mike enjoys being the bottom/sub, so even tho our boy is a switch he doesn’t tell mike that, bc he loves seeing his boy all blissed out w his eyes all wide and starry </p><p>but mike also wants to give richie everything <i>he</i> wants, and mike is v determined and v in love, so when he realizes richie might wanna change things up our little subby boi is like “I’m gonna dom the fuck out of my boyfriend”</p><p>if you’re wondering how he finds out: one day richie’s talking on and on and the dirty jokes are just non stop, and mikes trying to plan a DnD campaign. It’s not like,, work level serious, but he is trying to concentrate, so he throws a playful “you wanna put that mouth to good use?” over his shoulder at his boyfriend. he’s not expecting richie to go silent, so when he does mike is like <i>shit I hurt his feelings </i>and is ready to be like <i>baby I’m so sorry it was just a joke I love hearing your voice</i> but when he turns around richie’s not sad, he’s turned on. it’s a look mikes never seen richie wear before; it’s similar to the look he gets when mike rides him, a look of awe, but it’s more wide eyed, more…submissive. </p><p>so mike gets up and walks over to richie, who’s sitting on the couch. “yeah?” mike asks, richie’s head tilting farther and farther back as mike gets closer, and richie stays seated until mikes right in front of him, stroking his hair. “you wanna do that for me? want me to give that pretty mouth something useful to do?” richie just nods silently, his pupils already nearly eclipsing his blue irises. mike grips his hair and pulls him so he’s kneeling on the floor in front of him. mike strokes himself over his jeans, getting harder with the way richie’s practically drooling as he stares at mikes bulge. mike takes his time dragging down his zipper and pulling his cock out, still getting used to the look in richie’s eyes and how good it feels. richie tries to get his mouth on mikes cock immediately, but mike holds him back by his hair, which makes richie fucking whimper. and mike is v into that. “what do we say?” mike asks, and it’s v new to be talking to richie in that tone, but it feels nice, and he can tell that richie’s loving it when he immediately lets out a desperate “please.” mike makes him beg a little more before throughly fucking richie’s face. the blissed out look richie gets once mikes come is dripping down his chin makes mikes chest swell with a whole lot of pride and love. </p><p>and thats how they figure out that they’re both switches and that their biggest kink of all…. is loving reciprocity lmao</p>
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99 and 100 for stanlonbrough if ur ok to do that ship?
<p><i>ofc doll! </i>Magical Accidents/Accidentally Saving the Day  </p><p>Bill groaned as the murmuring in the house woke him up. His blemished face reddened as he began to cough again. Slowly he got out of bed, though his rare case of Rose Fever hadn’t let up. As lovely as the name sounded, the illness was quite the opposite. Bill’s skin was red and pink, rashes that resembled rose petals covering every inch of his body. He walked into the kitchen, a blanket wrapped around him while he was greeted by his two boyfriends. </p><p>“Like I said, cat claws will do the trick–” Mike turned to see his sick boyfriend, frowning slightly. “Lamb, what are you doing up?” He sighed heavily, stepping away from the steaming brew he and Stan were trying to create. Being sick was difficult, but Bill was always thankful that he kept company with the two magical beings.<br/></p><p>“Cuh-couldn’t sleep.” Bill sighed, smiling weakly as Mike touched his face. “I luh-look great, don’t I?” He chuckled as the warlock rolled his eyes.<br/></p><p>“Dove, get back to bed you shouldn’t be up.” Stan sighed from his spot by the stove. He looked worried, but he was relieved to see his boyfriend after he had stayed in the guest room for almost three days now. Stan and Mike were worried when they realized their human had fallen ill with a magical disease, but Bill seemed a little happy knowing that the illness let him stay home from work. </p><p>Bill shook his head. “Can’t. I cuh-could hear you both buh-bickering about…” He sniffed. “What are you <i>making</i>?” His brow furrowed.</p><p>“It <i>was</i> a recipe Bev had given me but,” Stan eyed Mike, who wore a cheeky smile. “It’s turned into some bizarre mixture. We can’t really figure it out.” <br/></p><p>“It was just a little pearl dust! Just a pinch!” Mike put his hands up in surrender. “I thought it could use a little… panache.” He grinned as Stanley rolled his eyes. Out of the two of them, Stanley was always the more well-versed brewer, but Mike was still learning and experimenting. They began bickering again, the sight rare and only in the face of magical disasters. </p><p>Bill’s brow furrowed. “It can’t buh-be that bad.” He got to his feet, while the two warlocks flipped through the large book on the counter. Bill approached the bubbling cauldron. </p><p>The smell was peculiar. It was like a bakery and glue, all wafting into Bill’s nose. He hummed, looking to the jars that were neatly organized on the counter. Blindly, he reached for a flem yellow vile one that bubbled like champagne when touched. He poured the liquid in, and the sound made both of the others turn with surprise. </p><p>“BILL WHAT ARE YOU DOING?” Stan yelled, watching as the dark inky liquid mixed with the yellow, turning to a teal hue with the scent of asphalt. The steam rose in dark green smoke, hiding Bill’s face in the cauldron while Mike and Stan pulled him away. <br/></p><p>“Baby are you-” Mike started, but gasped softly as he looked at Bill. Their beloved human’s skin was back to normal, well, his face and neck looked fine. A smile was on his face, pleased with his handiwork. </p><p>“That wuh-wasn’t so hard.” Bill mused. </p><p>Stan sighed with relief, taking the vile from Bill’s hand before placing a kiss on his lover’s unblemished cheek.</p><p>Mike kissed Bill’s auburn hair with delight. “Maybe you got a little magic in you after all, huh love?” He hummed with a smile.</p>
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118 and 75 for the prompt list!
<p>Ty 💓 I hope you like this lmao </p><p>“I’m going to kill you.” + “You’re a terrible liar.” + reddie </p><p>“Hey, Rich,” Eddie greeted causally. He was in a relaxed position on the couch with his feet up, the cat in his lap. He observed Richie come in the doorway, shoulders up and back straight, in juxtaposition to his usual slumped posture. </p><p>“Hiya Eds,” he said.</p><p>“What’s going on?” Eddie pried.  </p><p>Richie slipped off his shoes and avoided his eyes, “Whatever do you mean, my love?”</p><p>Eddie stood and shooed the cat off his lap, walking over to his boyfriend. </p><p>“Cut the shit,” he stated with a sly smile, placing his hands on Richie’s shoulders and lightly messaging them, “You’re all tense.” </p><p>He held eye contact, watching Richie’s shifty eyes and red face, “I am not.”</p><p>Eddie chuckled, “You’re a terrible liar, babe.” </p><p>Richie looked down.</p><p>“Seriously what’s up?”</p><p>“N-nothing,” he smiled, too big. </p><p>Eddie bit back the urge to keep asking, stubborn as he was. </p><p>“Alright,” he sighed. Eddie moved his hands up and down Richie’s sides, stopping at his hips and letting his fingers linger there. </p><p>“Can I at least take your mind off it?” He moved his hand down, reaching towards-</p><p>“UhH,” Richie shouted suddenly, jumping off him.</p><p>Eddie quirked an eyebrow. </p><p>“Yeah, um”, he coughed, “Of course, just let me take my pants off in the Uh, bathroom.” </p><p>Eddie folded his arms, “You’re very modest all the sudden.”</p><p>“It’s this new thing I’m trying.”</p><p>“Well we don’t have to do anything if you don’t want to.”</p><p>“No!” Richie squeaked, “Of course I want to, just gimme a second.”</p><p>Eddie decided to put a pin in it for now, he’d bring it up later. </p><p><br/></p><p><i>Christmas Day, 2 weeks later</i></p><p>“Merry Christmas, Rich,” Eddie smiled up at his boyfriend as they stood by the tree. </p><p>“Merry Christmas, Eds. You wanna do gifts now?”</p><p>Eddie nodded and kissed his cheek before turning around to grab his present to Richie from under the tree. </p><p>When he turned back around, Richie was on one knee. </p><p>“Eddie,” he stared.</p><p>“Oh my god,” Eddie gasped, letting his gift drop to the floor.</p><p>“Love of my life, my best friend, Eds,” Richie moved his hand, popping open a small box. </p><p>Eddie felt tears form in his eyes as the box opened to reveal a gorgeous platinum band with a small ruby jewel in the center. It looked like it cost more than 3 month’s rent, something they couldn’t afford. </p><p>“You fucking did not,” Eddie tried to sound angry, but he was over the moon, “I’m gonna kill you.” </p><p>“Will you marry me?” Richie stared up at him with wide blue eyes. </p><p>“I can’t believe you did this,” he said, tears streaming down, a huge smile on his face. </p><p>“Is that a no?” Richie laughed. </p><p>“It’s a yes,” he choked, “a million times, yes.” </p><p>Richie found tears on his own face, slipping the ring on Eddie’s finger and then scooping him up off the ground. </p><p>Richie kissed him with all of his might and love before putting him down. </p><p>“Oh Richie, it’s so beautiful. But you didn’t have to get me anything.” </p><p>Richie smiled, “I only want the best for my fiancé, I can say that now. Also, it’s been killing me, that night a few weeks ago, I was hiding it in my pants.”</p><p>“I knew something was up!” Eddie exclaimed. </p><p>“Besides my dick.” </p><p>He laughed, “Beep Beep, Richie,” he whispered into his lips. </p><p><br/></p>
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25 for the end of the year ask??
<h2><b>25. </b>a fic you read this year you would recommend everyone read</h2><p>i’m sorry do you expect me to only do one fic ‘cause uh…impossible. not happening. i have a good handful of fics that i read this year that i think everyone needs to read. i’m busy rn so i can’t track down all the tumblr url’s for all the writers so i’ll only be tagging the ones i already know without having to check their ao3′s, but i’ll reblog this post later tonight when i have the time to figure out the rest of them.</p><ul><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16616243">here’s a henclair one shot that made me cry</a><br/></li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16639676">here’s a more recent reddie fic that is so good and based on book canon</a><br/></li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16578200">here’s a zombie au that i read in the bathroom at work because i could not put my phone down and finish it later it is so good</a> (by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mX1893TW9KmFvKAzq0mVR_w">@quixoticquest</a>)</li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15591033">here’s probably the most creative soulmate au i’ve ever seen where richie and eddie aren’t actually soulmates</a></li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13275042">want to read a good denscom one shot where they’re the main focus and not a background ship? read this</a></li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/12853263">i don’t know if this fic will ever be updated again but even if it isn’t it’s by far the best it/st cross over to exist and it’s fucking perfect so you should read it anyway and join me in loving the dynamics of all the ships in it</a></li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14288490">hey you even think about richie going blind? i didn’t either until i read this</a></li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15028481">here’s a fic that i bookmarked with the comment “ow ow ow ow ow ow ow ow ow ow ow ow” so you should probably read it if you haven’t already</a></li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15066995">ever consider eddie getting glasses? you should</a></li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15054662">vampire eddie. cutest shit ever. need i say more?</a></li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14606451">another zombie au that i read in one sitting because i love it so much</a> (<a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14923040">and the sequel</a>) (by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m6roUyvH8-ivpXzTGiBAVqg">@aizeninlefox</a>)</li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13577745">streddie</a></li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14672652">i hope this gets updated again some day but even if it doesn’t the first chapter is really cute and y’all should read it</a></li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14670522">pretty sure everyone has read and cried over 5555 but i’m adding it anyway because not including it would be a sin</a> (by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mSk4cmwu0lB4N-9y_jIwKdQ">@finnwolfhard</a>? i’m like 99% sure i follow a good few people with usernames that are variations of finn’s name but i’m like almost positive i’m right kjfkh) (which means if i’m wrong i’m sORRY I’M JUST REALLY DUMB)</li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13027638">elmax</a></li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13571175">the first fic i ever bookmarked in this fandom</a></li><li>literally like hundreds and hundreds more but if i don’t stop now i’ll sit here for hours collecting all the fics i adore so i’m gonna end it there but this fandom is so talented fam holy shit </li></ul><p><a href="http://lo-v-ers.tumblr.com/post/181304547921/fanfic-end-of-the-year-asks">send me some fanfic end of the year asks!</a></p>
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Denscom!! Nobody ever remembers Ben&#039;s shitty cousins, so what about Ben not having a great time with his family and going to see Bill and an alive Georgie for Christmas.
<p>i actually have a very specific headcanon about ben’s family that’s kind of based on all three canon’s (but mostly inspired by the miniseries since that’s the only one where he lives with his cousins) so this got way too long and in depth but i love ben and i haven’t had the chance to go into detail about how i personally interpret his personality so i had a lot of fun with this and also i love denscom so much so heck thank you for requesting this and i hope you enjoy it!!</p>
<p><b><i><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/17104067">[read it on ao3] </a></i></b></p>
<h2>——————————————</h2>
<p>            If there’s one thing Ben wants to make clear, it’s that he
loves his mother.</p>
<p>            Arlene Hanscom is a wonderful woman, caring and kind and
loving beyond words. She does everything she can to provide for her son, to
give him a good childhood, to raise him well, but things got rocky after Ben’s
father died and she wasn’t able to care for the two of them on her own. It hadn’t
been a drastic change in lifestyle, to be fair – they moved out of their house
on Costello Avenue and into his aunt’s house up on Center Street, so it wasn’t like
he had to get used to an entirely different town and make new friends, but the
changes were still noticeable to him. The house was bigger, for one, but there
were more people, giving Ben less space than he was used to. Sure, he got his
own room, but his cousins are nosy and tend to barge in without any warning,
bugging him and pestering him and making fun of him for stupidly annoying
things. Things that don’t matter (things that <i>shouldn’t</i> matter), like the poetry he likes to write, or the way he
often gets lost in his daydreams at the dinner table. Things that now bring a
bitter taste to Ben’s mouth when he catches himself doing them, knowing full well
that he’ll be hearing an earful of teasing words and fingers prodding his side
as his cousins laugh and laugh and laugh later on.</p>
<p>            When the losers tease him, it’s light hearted and loving,
often making him chuckle along with a fond smile and a roll of his eyes. They
poke and prod at him too, but with gentle hands and soft touches, always careful
to not cross the line between funny and hurtful. When he thinks of the losers,
he thinks of family. When he thinks of his mother, his aunt and his cousins, he
thinks of relatives. The two are vastly different in his mind, and that never
fails to become evident during the holidays.</p> <p><a href="http://lo-v-ers.tumblr.com/post/181315877551/denscom-nobody-ever-remembers-bens-shitty" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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💛-mermaids? Idk how specific i need to be but for the losers club lol
<p>Everyone who’s from Derry has heard about what lives in the quarry.</p> <p><a href="http://hanscom.tumblr.com/post/178453079204/mermaids-idk-how-specific-i-need-to-be-but-for" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Stozier for the ship asks?
<p>Hiya! You didn’t give me a scenario so I picked a Famous AU</p><ul><li>Stan is a famous economist, well know for writing a book that make economics accessible to the masses.<br/></li><li>Like Steven Levitt and Freakonomics. <br/></li><li>(If you haven’t heard of it trust me, it’s a solid comparison)<br/></li><li>To promote his book he’s on a book tour, stopping in various cities and places. <br/></li><li>Including late night comedy shows.<br/></li><li>Which Richie happens to have. <br/></li><li>Richie does his research on his guests, he’s heard of this guy- stoic, loves a good sweater vest, answers questions with a dry wit and likes to stick to pre-approved questions.<br/></li><li>So, of course, Richie decides he’s absolutely not going to do that. <br/></li><li>It’s the night of the show and the interview is going well, Richie is asking all the normal questions (what inspired the book, your favorite chapter, how did you decide to write a book and so on). <br/></li><li>And Stan is answering, giving a few well rehearsed quips and stories. <br/></li><li>Then Richie decides to shake things up, he starts to ask about Stan’s lesser known research- especially about the economics of bird watching.<br/></li><li>Suddenly Stan is frowning at him, that wasn’t one of the approved questions.<br/></li><li>But he also likes it. This is the stuff he always wants to talk about but his publicist tells him that people don’t care, stick to the book chapters. <br/></li><li>And Richie is intrigued? Normally his interviews are kinda boring but this guy, he could listen to him all day. He’s so much more animated and passionate about this, Richie can’t help but nod along and almost misses a commercial break. <br/></li><li>“Well we have time for one more question.” Richie said when they return, smirking to the camera as he asks Stan if economics is really still relevant today. <br/></li><li>Now Stan is upset.  This question is just <i>rude</i>. He launches into an explanation of why it certainly is, and why more people should appreciate it (including a break down of late night shows and the utility people get from watching them).<br/></li><li>Richie is definitely interested. He was just trying to get a rise out of this guy but wow, he’s kinda cute when he’s angry and off script, especially as he’s gesturing around, grabbing props from Richie’s desk to explain his points. <br/></li><li>Stan takes up the rest of the interview time going off at Richie. The crew has to remind him to leave so Richie can do his sign off.<br/></li><li>After the show Stan goes to find Richie, knowing he has to apologize to this strange (kinda cute?) host. <br/></li><li>He finds Richie in his room, changing back into street clothes. He’s shirtless but still waves Stan in. <br/></li><li>“Sorry about that.” Stan says, trying to look anywhere but the shirtless Richie. “I wasn’t very professional.” He’s doesn’t feel like he should be apologizing but knows it’s what his publicist would want. <br/></li><li>Richie pulls on a t-shirt and grins at Stan. “Are you kidding? That was great. Way more interesting than talking about demand curves. It’ll make for great TV.”<br/></li><li>Stan tries to figure out if Richie is making fun of him and decides he’s not. He smiles back. “I like demand curves.” <br/></li><li>Richie laughs. “I’m sure you do.” He gives Stan a slow look up and down that almost makes the other man blush. “Maybe you could tell me more about them, over dinner?”<br/></li><li>Stan glances at the clock. “It’s 11pm.” <br/></li><li>Richie is undeterred. “Over drinks then.” <br/></li><li>Stan nods, following Richie to a nearby bar. <br/></li><li>He ends up explaining them over waffles the next morning. <br/></li></ul>
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Reddie; studying
<p>Hi, yes. This</p><ul><li>Eddie isn’t sure why he agrees to study with his boyfriend, it never results in any actual studying getting done. <br/></li><li>(That’s a lie he knows exactly why he agrees and it’s because of what happens instead of studying.)<br/></li><li>It starts out with the best of intentions. Eddie will spread out his notes and organize his highlighters, looking at everything that he needs to read. <br/></li><li>Richie will grab a book hunch over it, reading for a bit.<br/></li><li>But before long he’ll get bored. <br/></li><li>And that means he’ll start to bug Eddie. <br/></li><li>It’ll be subtle at first. Maybe his hand starts running along Eddie’s arm. Or he’ll tap his foot next to Eddie’s. He doesn’t even realize he’s doing it. It’s just a way to keep himself occupied when he’s bored. <br/></li><li>Before long though he’s pulled himself next to Eddie, leaning against him and nuzzling his boyfriend, who’s still trying to study. <br/></li><li>“Richie, let me finish this chapter.” <br/></li><li>“But I’m so much more interesting than math.” or “Come on, I can give you all the biology you need.”<br/></li><li>Eddie will try to ignore him but it never works for long. <br/></li><li>(Richie is more interesting than homework anyway)<br/></li><li>Eddie will look up, meeting Richie’s delighted eyes. He seems surprised every time that his distraction works. <br/></li><li>They’ll exchange a coy look then both lean in for a kiss. <br/></li><li>Which may lead to…other things. <br/></li><li>(including them getting kicked out of the library, to Eddie’s complete embarrassment and Richie’s utter delight)<br/></li><li>When they part Eddie vows not to study with Richie anymore.<br/></li><li>But  next week they’re back at it, Eddie again determined to actually get something done and Richie counting the time until he can reasonably bug Eddie. <br/></li></ul>
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(1/2) lmao i might also be writing that reddie makeout sesh bc apparently i&#039;m a monster and can&#039;t help myself. but like eddie straddling richie on the couch and like Working Him Up until richie has to say &quot;fuck stop stop stop, i almost,&quot; and eddie blinks at him all innocent bc he&#039;s inexperienced and Not Ready for &quot;under the pants stuff&quot;
<p>

(2/2) and then he blushes, realizing what richie’s implying, and he’s all “…oh. sorry.” and then as soon as richie manages to calm himself down, he pulls eddie back into his lap. and lather rinse and repeat til the end of the night. he leaves richie with the worst case of blue balls of his life but a huge smile on his face.

<br/></p>
<p>Man Stells, idk why you wanted me to write this too. I feel like your asks cover everything :P </p>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14520066/chapters/40174349"><b>Read here on AO3</b></a></p>
<p>Rated T (for tongue ha)</p>
<p><b></b></p>
<p>“Richie!” Eddie whined, hips bucking into his boyfriend as he sucked another mark into his skin. Eddie’s voice was breathy and needy, a sign that they’d been at this a while. He didn’t bother trying to stop the next whine as Richie pushed his nose at Eddie’s neck, silently asking Eddie to move his head to give him access to a new spot. </p>
<p>	It hadn’t started out like this. Originally, it was a movie night with all the losers in Richie’s room, Eddie leaning comfortably against Richie as the movies played. The pair had started dating a month ago, after years of pining and almost moments. So far little had changed, the pair was still inseparable, always near each other, and Eddie still chided Richie for all his inappropriate comments. But the difference was that now Richie would silence those objections with a soft kiss, surprising Eddie every time. Eddie had been too nervous to anything beyond quick kisses. It was a lot, to know what they could do, what could happen, now that their feelings were out in the open. </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/181277566977/12-lmao-i-might-also-be-writing-that-reddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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I dunno if maybe Im just not finding the right fics, but I wish more people included Mike&#039;s interest in morbid history when writing his character and such. Bc sweet actual ray of sunshine Mike Hanlon who also knows an unnerving amount of information on things like serial killers and unsolved murders is 100% my aesthetic - richie-bo-bitchie ✌
<p>Yesssss dude! Mike’s interests are the coolest to me. Like dark history? Unsolved cases? Obsecure ass knowledge about literally anything having to do with the past??? He’s your man. And honestly people talk so much about Richie, Ben, and Bill being conspiracy theorists while ignoring the fact that cryptid shit is Mike’s jam! Literally he’s on a Mulder from the x files level of obsession with this stuff!! The kid would be the ultimate conspiracy theorist, he knows every UFO landing cite and every haunted house to visit on the east coast. He’ll literally spend HOURS a night researching old serial killers and falling down that rabbit hole and the losers are terrified and incredibly intrigued all at once. Mike’s interests are an absolute goldmine for potential hcs we gotta pay more attention to the boy!!</p>
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can u recommend some reddie fics please kai??
<p>oh hell fucking yes i absolutely can!!</p>
<p>theyre all under the cut!</p> <p><a href="http://happytreasure.tumblr.com/post/174533116673/can-u-recommend-some-reddie-fics-please-kai" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Imagine an au where Eddie works at a bowling alley and Richie comes in with the losers and Eddie starts crushing hard on him.
<p>I finally got this shit done! Sorry it took so long I got writers block for the longest time. </p><p><i>Fuck</i>, Eddie thought as he watched the next round of people walk up to him. Normally he doesn’t watch the customers, usually, they were either a group of dads or young high schoolers, nothing to write home about. And two of these people were mostly unnoticeable to Eddie, one was a girl with pale skin and red hair, the other was a boy in a blue polo with curly hair. He’s seen a couple of people like them before, it’s the boy next to them who catches Eddie’s eye. The last boy is tall and lanky, he’s wearing a very loud shirt that could give the bowling alley carpet a run for its money. But then there’s his face. He has black curls that part perfectly to show his freckle littered face and gorgeous blue eyes that are protected behind thick black glasses. Eddie watches him lick his incredibly attractive lips, that’s when he knows he’s done for. </p><p>“Um, excuse me? E-Eddie?” The curly haired boy pipes up as he reads the name tag pinned to Eddie’s chest. </p><p>“Oh my god-” Eddie jumps slightly and blushes profoundly, “I’m so sorry, uh, there’s three of you?” </p><p>The curly haired boy has a dull expression, something totally unamused. The red-haired girl is totally different, she’s cackling very loudly and bumping her elbow on the attractive boy’s side. And the attractive boy, well, he’s pretty distracted too. In fact, he’s been dead silent with a smitten expression that was pointed directly on Eddie. </p><p>“Yes, there’s three-”</p><p>“Staniel!” the attractive boy suddenly yells. “How about you and the lovely Beverly here go ahead and get your shoes! Tonight’s game is on me!” </p><p>“Richie, Stan is the only one with any money-” Beverly starts but she cuts herself off with another loud cackle when Richie steals Stan’s wallet from right out of his hand. </p><p>“Be free my followers!” Richie exclaims while whipping his hand out and promptly smacks his hand against a black pole. Stan rolls his eyes as he walks off and Beverly winks at Richie as she follows suit. None of this is missed by Eddie, who is now internally freaking out at the thought of being alone with Richie, even if it’s just to pay for admission into a bowling alley. From the look on Richie’s face when he turns back to Eddie, he’s doing the exact same thing.</p><p>“S-So… three for today?” Eddie squeaks out. </p><p>“Oh, uh yeah. Say, how much is that? I’ve never been around here before.”</p><p>“It’s $13.87…” Eddie trails off and takes a look behind Richie, he sighs a breath of relief when he sees nobody behind him, then he turns back to Richie with a sweet smile. </p><p>“So, you look like quite the bowler, how come I’ve never seen you before?” </p><p>“Ah! Well, the bowling alley down by my place banned me. Apparently bowling without shoes is frowned upon.” Richie sheepishly scratches the back of his neck as a light blush blossoms on his cheeks. “I won’t do that here though, would hate to be banned from seeing you.”</p><p>Eddie feels his stomach drop at the remark, but he keeps his face as straight as it can be. “I’d probably hate it too, but I don’t even know your name.” </p><p>Richie put his neon band-aid covered hand out to Eddie, “Richie, Richie Tozier. I take it you’re Eddie.” Richie adds as he spares a glance to his nametag. </p><p>“Eddie Kaspbrak.” Eddie looks over at Richie’s two friends who are standing behind Richie with a bored expression. No doubt they’re tired of watching their friend fawn over Eddie.</p><p>“I think your friends are waiting for you.” </p><p>Richie looks behind him and sees the two behind him. Eddie can’t see it, but he thinks Richie stuck his tongue out at them in annoyance.</p><p>Richie shrugged to his friends behind them, then he turned back to Eddie with a warm smile on his face. “Hey, what time do you get out of here?” </p><p>Eddie furrows his eyebrows in confusion, what would that matter to Richie? He opened his mouth to answer and briefly glanced at the clock above him, one that Richie couldn’t see.  </p><p>“Only a half hour left, why?” </p><p>Richie shrugged, he handed Eddie a twenty dollar bill from Stan’s wallet and shoved it into his back pocket. “Well, if you don’t mind, I’d like to take you out for coffee when your shift is over.” </p><p>Eddie gave him a confused smile and a raised eyebrow, but he was on board with it the second Richie said coffee. </p><p>“I’d love to.” <br/></p>
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Lemme get sum Reddie phone sex
<p>hi the semester’s almost over so i finally got around to this lol</p>
<p>this got real kinky, like they say daddy every other word but honestly what else is new with me?? (actually there’s some hypothetical exhibitionism in here and that is new for me lmao i got inspired by <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16625405">this fic</a> by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mwWt4zD0ogfXm4vswScIBYg">@jacksbrak</a> which you should all go read if you haven’t already!!)</p>
<p><b>words:</b> 3,258</p>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/17010015">read on ao3</a> or below!!</p>
<p><b>nsfw </b>under the cut</p>
<p>Eddie was about ready to lose his
mind. Richie had been gone on his business trip for four days, and he was gonna
be gone another three before Eddie could see him. Eddie wasn’t used to being
without Richie for so long, and the house didn’t feel the same without him - it
was too quiet, the bed too empty. Eddie was cold and lonely and he missed his
husband like crazy. He wanted him to come home and hold him and kiss him and
rail him until he saw stars. </p>
<p>He lay in bed, anxiously awaiting
his husband’s call. It was a little past ten in their New York apartment, so a
little after seven in LA where Richie’s conference was; he was probably just
getting out of dinner. The waiting was killing Eddie. He was lonely and horny
and missing Richie’s voice and arms and lips. Finally, his phone buzzed in his
hand. Eddie picked up halfway through the first ring. “Richie,” he sighed into
the phone, his voice sounding much more desperate than he had expected it to. </p>
<p>“Damn, what a greeting,” Richie
chuckled lowly. “Hello to you too, sweetheart.”</p> <p><a href="https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/181155917737/lemme-get-sum-reddie-phone-sex" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Okay, but what about Richie and Eddie sharing an apartment. For some fucking reason, they decide to fake date. But they just like? Forget? To stop? And it just becomes a real relationship and it goes on for like 2 years. And neither of them remembers that it was supposed to be a fake relationship until Richie legit fucking proposes.
<p>they are THOSE dumbasses tho</p><p>like one of their friends assumes they’re dating and they both find it so funny that they just. don’t deny it. it becomes a joke where they see how many people they can trick into thinking they’re dating. all of their friends believe it. everyone who meets them believes it. literally every single person on earth believes it. then it’s like a “how long until someone realizes that we’re not actually together” kind of thing but no one ever realizes and it goes on for so long that they get used to acting like a couple and they honestly have no idea when it stops being a joke but like years later they’re still “dating” (they never clarified, neither of them officially asked the other out) and richie deadass is like “so why don’t we get married” and eddie just shrugs like sure why not and it’s not until after they’re already married that someone asks them who asked who out and they both simultaneously realize that they can’t remember when they officially started actually dating because they never actually officially asked each other out in the first place.</p>
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What would you say is Eddie&#039;s aesthetic ?
<p>I like this question. So first off, the colors I associate with Eddie are pale blue, pink/salmon, forest green, and most centrally, red. </p><p>vague visuals/ concepts I think are Eddie’s aesthetic: Colorful bandaids, vintage cars, big sweaters, round sunglasses, big rings, late afternoon sun, long winded rants about things that don’t matter to others, running on the beach on a gray morning, bleeding hands from over washing, being the only person awake on a late night train ride, vibrant 80s ads, the sudden urge to run around your neighborhood, dancing around in your room, shirts with embroidered text, rainbows, a half made bed, headphones, baby’s breath and forget me nots, cassette tapes, funny nervous ticks, polos, pill organizers, swearing every other word, sneakers, cats, and of course, the fanny pack bby. </p>
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i don&#039;t really understand why you would be pro-zoo. like i understand nature reserves and sanctuaries where people can observe from afar, but it doesn&#039;t seem right to me when they&#039;re locked up in generally small confined areas for people to watch them do nothing all day. idk maybe i&#039;m getting this wrong, and i still really respect you, i just don&#039;t understand this. like i interned at a zoo and felt uncomfortable with how small their living areas were and how they had no stimulation
<p>Zoos don’t look like this anymore.</p>
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<ul><li><a href="http://bigcatawareness.tumblr.com/post/84182601323/zoos-are-they-necessary">Are Zoos Necessary?</a></li><li><a href="http://bigcatawareness.tumblr.com/post/76553857496/the-importance-of-zoos-a-resource-post">The Importance of Zoos: Resource Post</a></li><li><a href="https://www.aza.org/uploadedFiles/Education/why_zoos_matter.pdf">Why Zoos and Aquariums Matter: Assessing the Impact of a Visit to a Zoo or Aquarium</a></li><li><a href="http://ceremoniials.tumblr.com/post/69654409352/why-i-want-to-be-a-keeper">Why I Want to be a Keeper</a></li><li><a href="http://mizzkatonic.tumblr.com/post/78490747045/why-i-believe-in-zoos">Why I Believe in Zoos</a></li></ul>
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Eddie dressing the kids: in nothing but gucci, high dollar shit, their hair? done. their lunch? packed. Richie dressing the kids: wakes them up, grabs whatever in the dark, dresses them in the dark. lunch isn&rsquo;t packed????? he forgot to pack it the night before so now he&rsquo;s scrambling at 11 to get them lunch
<p>Fucking legit. Half the reason is because Richie is a night person and can’t do shit before noon. So occasionally when he’s feeling ambitious after a good shift at the station and a few scrolls through the recipes section of Pinterest, he’ll start making this elaborate lunch for the kids including 5 courses complete with homemade macaroons as dessert. And before u know it it’s 3 am and the kitchen is a disaster and Eddie wakes up and sees that Richie is gone, goes downstairs to find his husband doing god knows what the fuck this is and through a groggy voice is like, “Listen, I don’t know what this is but just have it gone by the morning.” And it scares Richie shitless bc he didn’t see him in the doorway bc he was putting the finishing touches on the appetizers but before he can say anything Eddie’s gone. In the morning the kids find their colorful outfits sitting on the chairs in their rooms and a kick ass lunch in fridge and Eddie has them each kiss a sleeping Richie’s cheek before they leave and they say “thank you, daddy.” And he grumbles “you’re welcome” and “I love you.” </p><p>Their kids have a weird life, but a great one. </p>
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reddie + 24 ? 🥀
<p>It had been a rough week, to say the least. First, his hamster died, then his favorite characters in his comic broke up, and he broke his favorite crayon. It was absolutely ridiculous, and left the seven year old Tozier boy feeling bummed out. However, he had one thing to look forward to, and that was his play date with his very best friend in the entire world, Eddie Kaspbrak. </p><p>The two boys had met at the beginning of pre-k on the first day. Richie had seen Eddie eating lunch alone in the classroom, so he left his friends to go and eat with him. He thought Eddie was the prettiest person he had ever seen and he remembers the day so well; Eddie was wearing a light yellow sweater and he had some flowers in his chestnut hair. Richie loved how chubby his cheeks were and the dark freckles that littered his nose. Most of all, he loved Eddie’s eyes; they were dark swirls of brown with some honey in them, and he had long lashes with a natural curl. Richie sat with him and told him exactly that, complimenting the boy every chance he got and giggling at the way his cheeks turned rosy. </p><p>From that day on out, they had been inseperable.</p><p>Today they would be staying at Eddie’s house for a few hours. They were going to watch movies and eat snacks (healthy ones that Richie never liked, but pretended to for the sake of Eddie and his strict mother). They would probably color together, too, and take a nap. It was how their usual playdates went. </p><p>Thought the Tozier boy had trouble telling time, he kept his eyes on the clock, waiting for noon to come, when he and his mother would go to the Kaspbrak household. When the time came, Maggie got her son ready with a struggle, because he would not quit squirming and gushing about going to see his best friend. So after about twenty minutes, the two were ready and out the door, at Eddie’s house in no time.</p><p>“I’ll see you in a few hours, baby, have fun,” Maggie said as she pulled up in front of Eddie’s house, parking the car. “Don’t forget to thank Sonia for letting you come over.”</p><p>“Okay!” Is all Richie chirped before he was grabbing his things and bolting out of the car. As he ran down the sidewalk, he tripped over his shoe string and scraped his knee. However, in his moment of pure happiness and joy, he ignored the blood trickling down his leg and skipped right to the door, knocking without a second to lose. </p><p>Eddie was the one to answer the door and Richie immediately squealed and pulled his small best friend into a bone-crushing hug. “Eddie!” He cooed and the smaller boy wrapped his arms right back around his best friend, his grip firm but looser than Richie’s.</p><p>“Hiya, ‘Ch- ohmygodyourebleeding!” Eddie shrieked and immediately pulled away, his wide brown eyes on the blood around Richie’s knee and down his leg. “C'mon. I’ll help.”</p><p>The Kaspbrak boy grabbed Richie’s hand and dragged him inside and into the bathroom, instructing him to sit on the toilet while he retrieved the first aid kit. When he found it, he was on the floor in front of Richie, doctoring up his boo-boo and cleaning his leg with such carefullness that the taller boy couldn’t help but smile through the sting of the alcohol pad. </p><p>“Band-aids are Hello Kitty, but they’re all I have,” Eddie mumbled an explanation as he gently layered two band-aids over the scrape to ensure Richie’s was safe. “Hope you don’t mind. Mommy couldn’t find the neon ones I know you like.”</p><p>“Is okay, Eds!” Richie grinned and helped Eddie to his feet before pulling him into a hug. “T'ank you for always bein’ sucha good friend. You’re the very bestest Eddie Spaghetti there is.”</p><p>Eddie grinned proudly and hugged back for the second time that day, a chipper giggle leaving his plump lips. “Of course, ‘Chee. You know I’m always here for you, right?”</p><p>Eddie then pulled away and grabbed Richie’s hands, the latter staring at their interlaced fingers. “Of course I do, goof ball. Now let’s go. I wanna build a fort!”</p>
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Can you write something where the losers are all having a sleepover and somehow Eddie gets pissed off? So he&#039;s tired and grumpy, but he also gets like really fucking clingy to Richie because he just wants to hide and sleep. Richie is shook because he&#039;s always found Eddie adorable, and then idk it ends with them being all cute and kissing or something?
<ul><li>Okay, so the losers always go to someone’s house for sleepovers, it’s not on a schedule or anything- but it happens at least once every two weeks.</li><li>They’re at Richie’s today, crowded in his living room watching movies and eating popcorn. Richie, Beverly and Bill are on the couch, Mike and Stanley are sharing the armchair, and Eddie is on the floor with Ben in front of the couch, Eddie was annoyed at first but it meant he was closest to the food, so he didn’t stay annoyed for long.</li><li>The movies were good, and before they knew it, it was dark out and Eddie was increasingly getting tired. He tried to stay awake but inevitably fell asleep, leaning against the couch, after not too long.</li><li>Then we was woken up all of a sudden with cold water being spilled over him, soaking his face and torso. He sprung up in shock, and due to how he fell asleep his back also now hurt.</li><li>Everyone else was still awake, watching whatever movie was on now, and Bill started apologising like crazy to Eddie, “Sh-Shit Eddie, I-I’m sorry, f-fuck. I-I really d-didn’t mean t-to.”</li><li>This caused the others to all look at Eddie, the water from Bill’s glass now causing both his hair and shirt to cling uncomfortably to him.</li><li>Eddie has no clue how to reply, he was tired and Bill was still apologising to him, and now everyone was watching him.</li><li>“My shirt,” he eventually mumbled, looking at his soaked pyjamas.</li><li>That’s when Richie spoke up, “Hey, Eds, come on,” the boy stood up, “I’ve got more pyjamas upstairs.”</li><li>Eddie looked at Richie, who was now stood above him, in confusion, “But they’re not my pyjamas?”</li><li>“That doesn’t matter, I’ll lend you some, come on.”</li><li>Richie holds his hand out to help Eddie up, and Eddie accepts it. He keeps hold of it as Richie walks the two upstairs, if he was properly awake and thinking properly, he would have let go by now. But he was still half asleep and couldn’t think straight if he tried, so he stayed gripping onto Richie’s hand.</li><li>“Here, these ones okay?” Richie asked once in his room, handing a set of pyjamas to Eddie who was sat on the taller boy’s bed.</li><li>“They’ll be too big,” Eddie whined, “I need my pyjamas. No- I need to go home,” a pause, “I need to shower, I’m dirty now. Do you have a shower?” as Eddie rambled on Richie started to slightly laugh at the smaller boy.</li><li>“Eds, Eddie- calm down,” Eddie stopped talking to listen to Richie, “You’re fine, you’re not dirty. And you can wear my pyjamas, it will be fine.”</li><li>Eddie didn’t seem to listen to anything Richie said, as he just fell back onto the bed and groaned at Richie in response, before saying, “I want to sleep.”</li><li>Richie chuckled again, “You get slightly tired and a bit pissed off and turn into a five year old.”</li><li>“I’m not five,” Eddie grumbled.</li><li>Richie walked over to the bed and sat next to Eddie, still holding the pyjamas, “I’ll let you sleep in my bed, okay? Away from everyone- you can have a peaceful sleep and no one will wake you up. But you have to change.”</li><li>“No.”</li><li>“Eds-“</li><li>“Stay with you,” Eddie grabbed the pyjamas as he said it, before pulling his shirt off to pull Richie’s on.</li><li>“You want a towel for your hair?”</li><li>“No. Can we go back downstairs? I don’t want to sit on the floor though.”</li><li>“Yeah okay, I’ll sit on the floor- you can sit with Beverly and Bill. Don’t think we could separate Stan and Mike.”</li><li>“No,” Eddie mumbled for the third time, before leaning into Richie and and hugging him, resting his head on Richie’s chest, “Bill can sit on the floor.”</li><li>“He deserves that,” Richie agreed, laughing partly at Eddie’s words and partly because Eddie was acting so out of character and he didn’t know what else to do, “Let’s go then.”</li><li>“Can you carry me?”</li><li>“Eddie, we both know I am incredibly weak.”</li><li>“I’m small.”</li><li>Richie did end up carrying Eddie, who apparently had a whole second personality he’d never seen before. Only being made apparent when soaked in water and extremely tired. He held Eddie bridal style, and the boy was pretty much asleep again when they got downstairs.</li><li>“Billy Boy, you’re on the floor,” Richie cheered as he got in the room, Bill groaned, but like everyone else smiled at the sight of Eddie, and then moved next to Ben on the floor.</li><li>Richie put Eddie against the armrest of the couch, before sitting between him and Beverly, but apparently he was now a magnet because as soon as he was sat down Eddie was practically laying in his lap, hugging around his waist.</li><li>He put one of his hands on Eddie’s waist, and the other in Eddie hair as the shorter boy shifted around for a few seconds, trying to get comfortable, before falling asleep again.</li><li>They stayed like that for the rest of the movie</li><li>Throughout the movie Beverly had retreated to her air mattress along with Bill and Ben, and Stanley and Mike were asleep in their chair.</li><li>“Eds, I need to get up, I can’t sleep like this.”</li><li>“Hmmm?” Eddie groaned, waking up slightly.</li><li>“I need to get to my bed, and you should probably go to yours too.”</li><li>Eddie sat up and rubbed at his eyes slightly, before following Richie to where the beds were, his bed wasn’t near Richie’s- yet all his half asleep mind was telling him was that he needed to stay with richie. So, as richie climed into his bed eddie stood next to his, watching him.</li><li>“What?” Richie asked, looking at eddie in confusion.</li><li>Eddie didn’t reply, and instead just walked over to Richie, stepping over Bill and ben’s beds on the way, “I want to stay with you,” Eddie eventually mumbled, not even giving Richie a chance to disagree as he started to get in the boy’s bed with him.</li><li>Surprisingly, Richie just wrapped his arms around eddie and pulled him closer, “I think we should pour water on you more often, it makes you a lot nicer.”</li><li>Eddie just leaned into Richie, clearly not thinking, as he placed a kiss on the boy’s cheek before resting his head in the crook of Richie’s neck.</li><li>Richie kissed Eddie’s head in response, and easily fell asleep as he hugged him. </li></ul>
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I don&#039;t know if I can still send one but #22 for the kiss thing with hanzier, Amelia dear :)
<p>Hello my friend! You can always send me prompts!!! Especially for Hanzier!</p><p>

<b>22…in a rush of adrenaline.</b> </p><p><b></b></p><p>Mike was trying not to laugh at Richie. The intensely unhappy expression on his face was almost comical and he was gripping the straps across his chest so tightly that his knuckles were white. </p><p>	“Are you sure you want to do this? We can still get out.” Mike offered, putting his hand over Richie’s, wanting to comfort him. </p><p>	Richie turned to him, shaking his head. “No, no I want to go this. I can do it.” The roller coaster lurched forward and Richie let out a small squeak. The coaster crept higher and higher and Mike turned his head, trying to look at Richie. He was pale and muttering something to himself. He shook his head, Richie was only riding because Bev had teased him about being scared. In response, Richie had screwed up his face and grabbed Mike’s hand, pulling him into line. As they had moved up in line he had gotten more and more anxious, staring at the coaster and all the loops and twists they’d be taking.</p><p>Once they reached the top of the curve the coaster stopped just long enough for them to look at the sheer drop in front of them. Richie uttered a quick ‘<i>fuck</i>’ then the coaster tipped over the edge and they fell, careening down the nearly vertical drop.  Richie wailed, screaming as they went upside down and took many sharp twists and turns. Mike was impressed, he was fairly certain that Richie’s scream last the whole ride. He kept his hand on Richie’s as much as he could, dropping it only when he needed to hold on too. </p><p>	When the cart finally pulled back into his starting place they got out and Mike offered Richie his hand, helping him out of the car and back onto the platform. “How was it?” He asked, checking over Richie. He seemed exhilarated now, his cheeks were red and eyes bright. </p><p>“Fucking terrifying and amazing.” He grabbed Mike’s hand, “Feel my heart, it’s beating a million miles a minute.” Mike felt Richie’s heart thumping under his hand. His own heart rate increased as they stared at each other. <br/></p><p>Later, Mike would be hard pressed to say who leaned in first. He thought it was Richie but Richie swore it was him. Either way, they ended up kissing, lips locked and hands holding the other tightly, until the ride attendant told them to move along and make out somewhere else.</p><p>They broke apart and Richie grinned at Mike. “Finally Hanlon, I thought you’d never make a move.”</p><p>Mike scoffed and grabbed Richie’s hand, leading him back to the others (and maybe stopping a few times to steal a kiss or three). </p>
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im big sad write me something stupid pls
<p>I’m here to turn big sad into big uwu, so indulge in some Beverly and Richie idiocy. I love them and their friendship, and I know you do too ;) EVERYONE SHOULD SHIP THIS BROTP OK, THAT’S THE FUCKING TEA. </p>
<h2><b>[Title: Frizzy Locked Carnies]</b></h2>
<p><b>Summary:</b> Beverly and Richie are in the midst of their last week of finals ever at Derry University. It’s important to study; if you want to make it through school, you have to be painfully dedicated. However when a loved, sketchy carnival comes back to town that hasn’t made an appearance since when they were kids, Richie and Beverly decide to take a night off from schoolwork and relive past times from their youth. Trespassing, whiskey, and late night talks is what they’re all about.</p>
<p><b>Pairing: </b>Richie Tozier &amp; Beverly Marsh (brotp)</p>
<p><b>Warnings: </b>minor alcohol use, language</p>
<p><b>Words:</b> 2.3k</p>
<p><b>// <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16856395/chapters/39896412">Link to Read on Ao3</a> //</b></p>
<p><b>Permatags:</b> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mFy2ZUZ6QSSwhn6fi5OOQpg">@edstozler</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/md95RrAKLRvk4Ztmh082akA">@kaspbrak-eddie</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mxscpmk-y0qApqVrMizDlTA">@noahschnapp</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mU7_EWOhIcB7mjfitje5JSQ">@richiefuckfacetozier</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/md8-wcTvT-vOQKqg3KrM18w">@reddies-spaghetti</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mtkw7LyzvzPVM1AKQHoGd1w">@tozier-boy</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mjbn-PQ4hKr8UUH2EyH2E_Q">@eds-kas</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mfjzzGm4FVT__04KP1Hm7hQ">@thatgazebobullshit</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mZ1WumW5UKLN0jWYWQQNm2A">@honeybeehanlon</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m_SkC0TsmuBpuWnU4zKN-sA">@constantreaderfool</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mbBTSrwfGZf9lCMAPLO5F7w">@reddie-for-anything</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mDr0c4FcZiYL-KPL5GP9EIQ">@s-tanleyuris</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m4jPoIwJeqJLGnTKQC_zSuA">@beepbeepdickie​</a></p> <p><a href="https://hypnoidvoid.tumblr.com/post/181076324971/im-big-sad-write-me-something-stupid-pls" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Uhhhh for the prompts can you write about reddie just goofing around and then accidentally finding themselves in a compromising position??
<h2><b>[Title: Twisted Up]</b></h2><p><b>A/N:</b> Yo listen, this is the kind of shit I live for. Especially if it involves Reddie playing Twister and both being too stubborn to lose, no matter what position they end up ;)</p><p><b>Pairing:</b> Richie Tozier x Eddie Kaspbrak, (minor) Bill Denbrough x Stanley Uris, (minor) Beverly Marsh x Ben Hanscom</p><p><b>Words: </b>2.2k</p><p><b>// <a href="https://t.umblr.com/redirect?z=https%3A%2F%2Farchiveofourown.org%2Fworks%2F16856395%2Fchapters%2F39880344&amp;t=Njc4OGY2MTAyMzc2Y2I1NWMyM2YxOTVlMjVkM2YyNmJhZmJkM2NmNSwwZGFiMzFmMmE3NDVmOGEwYmY0MDhiN2I3Y2E5YmQxNWUyOTBlMTAx">Link to Read on Ao3</a> //</b></p><p><b>Permatags:</b> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mFy2ZUZ6QSSwhn6fi5OOQpg">@edstozler</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/md95RrAKLRvk4Ztmh082akA">@kaspbrak-eddie</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mxscpmk-y0qApqVrMizDlTA">@noahschnapp</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mU7_EWOhIcB7mjfitje5JSQ">@richiefuckfacetozier</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/md8-wcTvT-vOQKqg3KrM18w">@reddies-spaghetti</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mtkw7LyzvzPVM1AKQHoGd1w">@tozier-boy</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mjbn-PQ4hKr8UUH2EyH2E_Q">@eds-kas</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mfjzzGm4FVT__04KP1Hm7hQ">@thatgazebobullshit</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mZ1WumW5UKLN0jWYWQQNm2A">@honeybeehanlon</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m_SkC0TsmuBpuWnU4zKN-sA">@constantreaderfool</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mbBTSrwfGZf9lCMAPLO5F7w">@reddie-for-anything</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mDr0c4FcZiYL-KPL5GP9EIQ">@s-tanleyuris</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m4jPoIwJeqJLGnTKQC_zSuA">@beepbeepdickie</a> </p><p>Game night was no time to fuck around.</p><p>The Losers Club fucking around? Absolutely not. This shit was serious.</p><p>Bill looked down at his hand of cards (pretty much the whole deck at this point), then to Stan’s complacent face from across the table. His features spoke <i>‘there’s no fucking way you’re winning’</i>, and he was fucking right…. maybe. The worst part about all this is that both of them bet $50 on a  game of luck, $50 that neither of them really wanted to or could afford to sacrifice, but both did anyway, and Bill had spat mad smack the entirety of their game. </p><p>Uno was no laughing matter. </p><p>Running his eyes over his fan of cards, Bill hesitantly chose a green 8 and slid it across the table. He was satisfied with his pick, for Stan had played all yellows and reds for the past 6 turns, and yes, he counted. The odds seemed to be in his favor with this track record. Stan pinched his lips and anxiously scratched the underside of his chin with the hand not holding his last card. He took dreadfully long, in Bill’s opinion, and laid down the the only card he had, but upside down. </p><p>Getting impatient, Bill rustled, “Well s-show it already! There’s n-nuh-no strategy, just lay down t-thu-the damn card, Stan!”</p><p>Stan hung his head in defeat and reached for the pile of shuffled scrap cards, “Fine.”</p><p>“T-T-That smug fuh-ucking face all for nothin-”</p><p>He sharply retracted his hand and flipped a green 9 over to slam on top of Bill’s card without looking up. </p><p>“You mother f-fuh-f-fucker.”</p><p>Devious, slit pupils peeped from underneath his tight curls, “Looks like you owe me fifty big ones, Denbrough.”</p><p>“Fifty b-bucks yeah, not five huh-dred,” Bill slumped in his chair like a pouty child, defeated. He wanted to buy an upgraded XBOX controller with that money, and a new bean bag chair with the $50 he was preemptively expecting to win from Stan. Instead, he sat in his metaphorical salt marsh of being short $50. Stan only straightened his posture and gleamed, holding out a flattened palm for his reward. </p><p>A crash of pots and pans hurdled out from the cabinets and on to the linoleum floors, puncturing the ear drums of everyone in the Hanscom household, even the cat. A collective flinch among the Losers was shared from the clanging metal. </p><p>“Fuck, sorry fellas!”</p><p>Beverly popped her head out from around the corner of the kitchen, “Dumbass thought Eddie hid his Christmas gift in the cabinet.”</p><p>Mike, who had been observantly watching the Uno game from the couch piped up, “And was it?”</p><p>She licked her finger and slicked a curl behind her ear, “Nope.”</p><p>“<i>Fuck</i>!” Richie yelled again. </p><p>Normally, game nights would be held at Bill’s house, but tonight was an exception. Ben’s mom was visiting his lonely aunt in Washington and asked her responsible son to watch the house. Of course she allowed him to have friends over, she trusted him more than God himself, but even Ben had to admit that keeping his house out of harm’s way was a big task. A task, but one that was worth it to have his best friends brighten his home on a snowy winter’s eve. </p><p>Eddie’s head breached underneath Beverly’s, “He’s not even close,” and mouthed to Mike <i>‘it’s in the trunk of his own fucking car’</i>. </p><p>“Gimme a hint?” Richie hailed.</p><p>Eddie just endearingly smiled at his friends in the living room without turning his head, “Absolutely fucking not, Rich.”</p><p>“<i>Fuck</i>!” He chirped for the third time. </p><p>Waltzing with a chipper pep to his step into his living room, Ben held both hands behind his back, “Hey guys, I found an old game of mine. I used to love this one.”</p><p>“How old can it be Benjamin, you’re 18,” Stan snorted, pocketing the money he won from Bill. </p><p>Ben bellowed a characteristic bellied laugh, “Old enough to still be fun.”</p><p>Beverly skipped out of the kitchen and attempted to snatch the item Ben was hiding behind his back, “What is it? What is it, what is it, huh?”</p><p>He gently pushed her hip aside to divert her grabbing twirl, and managed to plop a kiss on her nose as she was scooted to his left, “Twister, honey.”</p><p>She swiftly yanked the game out of his hands on the outturn of her twirl and shook her body with excitement, “I love Twister!” Clutching the box to her bosoms and tipping a foot off the ground, she gave Ben a firm kiss on the lips. </p><p>Bill sat closely next to Stan on the couch, with Mike lounging on the arm, “Y-Yak.”</p><p>“Don’t be such a bitter butter, Denbruh,” and Richie kissed the air consecutively in his direction, after sneaking behind Eddie and pulling him into a suffocating hug. </p><p>“I-I think you mean Nu-nuh-tter Butter.”</p><p>Richie happily planted sloppy pecks onto Eddie’s rosied cheeks as he squirmed away, “Yeah whatever.”</p><p>Through sullied giggles, Eddie meekly protested, “Richie, fuck, Richie STOP!”</p><p>As Eddie made his way to the couch, Richie obediently followed, with his arms looping around Eddie’s waist and mimicking his short-legged gate. Eddie may have told Richie to stop, perhaps even a thousand times, but here he was, placing his heated palms on top of Richie’s on his hips and leaning his head back against his chest. </p><p>“Who wants to play? We need four players.” Ben asked, laying out the plastic gameboard with the help of his girlfriend. Beverly splayed out across it, even in her primly ironed dress, to flatten the thing out for gameplay. </p><p>Richie blew a tickling raspberry into the side of Eddie’s neck, initiating a surprised yelp.  </p><p>“Okay so Eddie wants to play, any other takers?”</p><p>“<i>Really</i>?”</p><p>“Oh me, please me good sir!” Richie snarked after being elbowed by Eddie, who was nearly in his lap. </p><p>Mike sniggered, garbling under his breath so only Stan and Bill could hear from the couch, “Get a damn room, motherfuckers.”</p><p>“I’ll play, I’m on a winning streak anyway, Bill, want to bet again?” And Stan shot a coy glare at Bill as he stood up. </p><p>Bill puffed his chest, “Yeah m-me too. Count m-me in.”</p><p>Even though she was disappointed she didn’t get to opt in and play this round, Beverly was pleased with the opportunity to spin the color directory alongside Mike and Ben. She made sure she held the wheel so that if there were chances to make this game as tedious as possible, she would have the liberty to cheat if need be and make that decision. Right now, she was their God. And Beverly Marsh was going to make this game as inconvenient as humanly possible. </p><p>Sitting with her legs awkwardly crossed on the shag carpet against Ben’s body, she announced with a devilish lull, “So, who’s first?”</p><p>“Bill,” Eddie chortled coincidentally in sync with Richie, who nudged him kindly in agreeance. </p><p>Beverly spun the wheel, “Right foot red, Bill.”</p><p>Many turns came and went without problematic intervention, snide comments, or even side chatter. The farther the game deepened, the more serious it got. The four playing were in no mood to lose to their childhood friends, and in Bill and Stan’s case, their significant other. Even Richie, who took nothing seriously and absorbed certain things with a grain of salt that should be taken with a brick of concrete, and who at other times could make events that would usually be fun and games become life and death. Twister a gladiator’s battle. </p><p>Eddie admired Bill and Stan’s relationship; how he wished that he had had something like that. As he pinched Eddie’s side to make him squirm, Richie thought the same thing. </p><p>Unfortunately, Bill and Stan relinquished their efforts relatively soon. They were both struggling, and without words made knowing eye contact, crumpling to the floor simultaneously so that they both lost at the same time. As much as Bill would have loved to beat Stan once tonight, at any fucking game that they played really, he found a peaceful truce to be just as satisfying, especially, when it resulted in extra affection that he wouldn’t have gotten if he had boastfully won. Losing the $50 and a round of Twister was worth it if he went home with a pleased Stan. A happy Stan was the best Stan and every Loser could attest to this. You didn’t have to date Stan to know this. </p><p>“Left foot yellow, Eddie,” Bev cackled, knowing very well that the arrow had landed on a different color and direction for her to announce. Bill and Stan cuddled close on the couch, watching Richie and Eddie continue their chaotic game of tangled limbs. </p><p>Eddie shot her a horrified glance, “This game is hacked, there’s no way. <i>There’s no way,</i> Ben? Help? <i>Bill</i>?”</p><p>Ben calmly overlooked Beverly’s shoulder to see that it indeed should have been right foot blue, “Yup, left foot yellow.”</p><p>Stan let out an incredulous twitter with Bill’s arm around him, blatantly amused. </p><p>There was no hiding that grin. Richie’s face darkened into a smirk that could have physically assaulted Eddie with his satisfaction, but instead, Bev and Ben did it for him. </p><p>“Listen to the Lord Eds, She hath spoken.” </p><p>“You’ve got to be kidding me. <i>Ben</i>?”</p><p>“Sorry bud. She hath spoken.”</p><p>Begrudgingly making his body twist over, Eddie had no choice but to straddle Richie’s torso to reach his toes of his left foot to touch the closest yellow circle, otherwise risking losing the game. Their groins pressed against each other too tightly, even for Richie to keep his propped body up in pristine form. This position made it fucking hard to maintain any kind of strength, focus, or composure.</p><p>Richie’s face blushed crimson with his delight, “Bev, next? Please?”</p><p>“Right foot blue.”</p><p>This was a harmless enough turn; all Richie had to do was shift his foot one circle up. He did so with minimal grace, and was able to support Eddie’s body weight on top of him. Eddie lightly bounced as Richie shifted his body weight under him, and if Eddie didn’t feel his sprouting boner beforehand, now it was painfully obvious. There was no hiding the excitement in Eddie’s pants either, from Richie’s point of view. </p><p>Sitting in Ben’s lap, Beverly spun the arrow of the wheel and unleashed a harpy’s laugh, “Right hand red!”</p><p>Both Eddie and Richie’s faces dropped. She couldn’t be fucking serious. </p><p>“Ben? Is she fucking serious?”</p><p>Even Richie weakly asked with droplets of sweat making their way down the side of his face, “I’m dyin’ here, you trynna kill me Haystack?”</p><p>Leaning up from his comfortable perch, Ben sternly analyzed the chart in Bev’s lap, and for the first time it had actually landed on what Beverly shouted aloud, “Right hand red, she’s not lying.”</p><p>Eddie shook his head, making eye contact with Richie, “Don’t hate me for this.” </p><p>Richie unsuccessfully gulped the growing lump in his throat, his eyes widened to a cartoonish size, and his breathing picked up, “I won’t, <i>trust me</i>. Go for it.”</p><p>Extending his body over Richie’s while still straddled, Eddie scooted his short frame forward to place a hand on a red circle. Eddie’s crotch hovered directly over Richie’s face and he worked to the best of his ability to keep himself from relaxing even an inch. Otherwise, he’d literally be sitting on his face. </p><p>“Rest in pieces, Richie,” Mike giggled. </p><p>“Can it, Michael,” Eddie barked. </p><p>The rest of the Losers not playing were muffling fits of laughter. Even Stan, who initially found this ploy to be childish, was now hiding his head in his shoulder to keep from outwardly laughing. Seeing Richie struggle so hard was a damn treasure. </p><p>Eddie’s crotch brushed Richie’s nose and he whispered to himself, ‘<i>Fuckin’ Christ, Eds’</i>.</p><p>His body began to horribly tremble. He was close to buckling completely; from holding the same position with his noodle arms for so long, and from the electric surges of arousal he felt swarming his pants. The tickle his nose endured was the cherry on top, and there was no avoiding the sneeze building in his sinuses. A fucking sneeze doomed him to a loss. </p><p>“<i>Achooo</i>!”</p><p>Violently sneezing into Eddie’s crotch, both of them collapsed, with Eddie falling onto Richie’s face. Exactly what Eddie didn’t want to happen. Eddie scrambled to roll off of Richie, flustered beyond his control. They whipped their heads to look at each other for a moment of silence before breaking out into laughter with their audience. Both of them were scarlet, and not just in the face— but everywhere. </p><p>Richie sat up dumbstruck, quickly crossing his legs to avoid himself further embarrassment. He flashed a goofy grin at Eddie with fluttering eyelids and a wink, “I don’t know, I think I fucking won.”</p><p>Eddie, who also had his legs crossed, laughed into his hands, “You lost the game, liar.”</p><p>Pushing himself off the floor to tackle Eddie, Richie smittenly cooed, “Wasn’t talkin’ ‘bout the game.”</p><p>If they weren’t dating before, it was bound to happen sooner or later, especially after that tomfoolery. Dumb boys, dumb boys. One day it’ll happen. </p>
Tags: fic rec, reddie, i just adore aus where they’ee in an uncomfy sexual situation, and the TENSION, big oof man, they better have some hot smuttt then nice and live happily ever after thank you for coming to my ted talk, and honestly A+, like that was off track sorry but i’m just running wild with this, best ever
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For the fix recs a sick Richie with Eddie taken care of him 😊 also ilysm xx
<p>you’re so nice! ily too ❤️


❤️


❤️ 


❤️</p><p>Funny thing, I’m sick at home right now so I guess this was the perfect request?</p><p>I
 feel like this prompt is done a lot of times so I tried to make it as 
different as I could, it’s not much about the taking care part but I 
hope you like it!</p><p>(They’re in the second year of high school and have been dating for a while)<br/></p><ul><li>There’s something really annoying about Richie. He never gets sick</li></ul><ul><li>He
 does the stupidiest things like jumping fully clothed in the quarry,  
going around for a bike ride with wet hair after a shower, never 
cleaning his hands in the flu season and so on.</li></ul><ul><li>Eddie 
is bothered by this, because he, unlike Richie, cares a lot about 
getting sick. He takes precaussions and worries and still gets a cold 
more often than Richie does. Totally unfair.</li></ul><ul><li>So, 
when Richie spends the two first classes of the day sneezing and 
coughing quietly in his corner, Eddie tries not to feel too proud</li></ul><ul><li>He scoots a little closer on his desk to reach Richie, who is turned to the wall, ready to sneeze into the sleeve of his sweater</li></ul><ul><li>“Did you take any cold medicine already?” <br/></li></ul><ul><li>Richie stops mid sneeze and turns around, annoyed. “No, because I don’t need any.”</li></ul><ul><li>Eddie hides a smile and acts innocent. “What do you mean you don’t need any? Sick people take meds.”</li></ul><ul><li>“Haha, nice, Eds. But I’m not sick.”</li></ul><ul><li>This kind of bickering goes on for the rest of the day. Eddie saying he’s sick, Richie saying he’s not. </li></ul><ul><li>Eddie just wants to win this time, so he tries his best to persuade Richie into admiting it. <br/></li></ul><ul><li>“It’s a shame you’re not sick, we could have gone home hours ago and I’d take care of you” <br/></li></ul><ul><li>Richie almost breaks at that, just the thought of being home with Eddie sounds blissfull. But he has a fight to win, so no.</li></ul><ul><li>When
 the last class of the day arrives, Richie looks and sounds worse, his 
nose is always running and his throat is starting to get affected as he 
speaks</li></ul><ul><li>When the losers part ways to get home, Richie 
tries to kiss Eddie goodbye but Eddie pushes him away gently and shakes 
his head, saying he doesn’t want to get sick, too</li></ul><ul><li>Richie is a tad bit pissed off but whatever</li></ul><ul><li>So, Richie goes to school next day, and it’s a joke</li></ul><ul><li>He sleeps through the entirety of his first class and drools all over his notebook</li></ul><ul><li>Eddie is sitting with him at the desk and halfway through he gives up his smug smile and tangles a hand in Richie’s hair <br/></li></ul><ul><li>when
 the other starts snoring because of his wrecked breathing, Eddie has to
 wake him up and laughs when Richie tries to clean up the corner of his 
mouth with a used tissue</li></ul><ul><li>Disgusting but loveable</li></ul><ul><li>All
 the losers keep telling him to give up his pride and just go home to 
rest but Richie is a stubborn bitch and he’s not having it. Eddie is at 
his limit when they roll into the next class and Richie gets ready to 
sleep again.</li></ul><ul><li>He tugs Richie out of the classroom and leads him to school nurse to have his temperature checked</li></ul><ul><li>Eddie
 loses the bit of fun he was having at the sight of Richie with a 
termometer stuck in is mouth and laboured breathing. His eyes are 
halfway closed and there are heavy dark circles underneath. Richie looks
 miserable and he has a fever, according to the nurse who sends him home</li></ul><ul><li>Eddie
 follows along.They have to walk instead of biking because the air is 
too cold and it dries Richie’s throat, besides he gets tired pretty 
easily</li></ul><ul><li>When they get to Richie’s place, he blacks out 
on the couch and Eddie has to take off his shoes and glasses, get some 
blankets from the closet in the bedroom and wander around the house to 
find some cold medicine <br/></li></ul><ul><li>Richie wakes up an hour 
later to find Eddie on the other side of the coffee table doing school 
work. There are tissues and meds standing near his books</li></ul><ul><li>“Good morning, princess, want me to make you some instant soup to go with this?” </li></ul><ul><li>Eddie shakes the nyquil bottle and Richie flips him off and turns around in the couch so his back is to Eddie.</li></ul><ul><li>“I don’t want any soup, that’s comfort food.”</li></ul><ul><li>“I know, dummie, seems appropriate.”</li></ul><ul><li>Richie doesn’t answer, instead he has coughing fit that lasts long enough to worry.<br/></li></ul><ul><li>“Since you’re perfectly fine, maybe I should just go?” Eddie starts to push Richie’s homework, that he’s been working on, aside.</li></ul><ul><li>“Look.”
 Richie seems ashamed. “If you agree that I’m not sick, I’ll agree that 
you’re not sick next week when you catch what I have.”</li></ul><ul><li>Eddie thinks for a moment. “Deal.”</li></ul><ul><li>Richie turns around, half lying down. “Does that mean we can make out?”</li></ul><ul><li>“What? No, it doesn’t!” <br/></li></ul><ul><li> “Can you make pancakes, then?” <br/></li></ul><ul><li>A bottle of nyquil gets throwned to his head, but half an hout later the house smells like honey pancakes and tea.</li></ul><ul><li><strike>(They did make out for a while, but it doesn’t work with a stuffed nose and much less with a half asleep Richie.)</strike></li></ul><ul><li>But Richie doesn’t want to let go, he just clinges and keeps randomly kissing Eddie’s face</li></ul><ul><li>He ends up sneezing mid kiss and Eddie kicks him in the shin for it</li></ul><ul><li>They
 both fall asleep in the couch after a while, the tv sound on the lowest
 setting to lull them until Richie’s parents get home from work and wake
 them up</li></ul><ul><li>The next few days will be great</li></ul><div><p><br/></p></div><div><p><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m_SkC0TsmuBpuWnU4zKN-sA">@constantreaderfool</a> <br/></p><h2>Send me Reddie headcanons!<br/></h2></div>
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179!!!
<p><b>179: first one to make a noise looses</b></p>
<p>A/N: Obviously but also kinda minor NSFW ahead, since the actual prompt mentions that it’s sexual (:</p>
<p>“Sssh,” Eddie slid a hand over Richie’s mouth as his boyfriend whined. It wasn’t the best place they could be doing this, ideally Eddie would’ve liked to have waited until they got back to their dorms after the party but he supposed he should have known that never would happen for them. Richie had the patience of a two year old child who was promised his favourite candy. <br/></p>
<p>“Rich, shut <i>up,” </i>Eddie complained quietly, not stopping the small rocking movement of his hips. Richie’s hands slid up Eddie’s chest, pressing his finger against Eddie’s nipples. Eddie moaned before trying to cover it up with a cough. Richie smirked and pressing his hips harder into Eddie’s. <br/></p>
<p>Richie had been teasing and messing with Eddie since they’d walked through the doors to Bills’ stupid frat house. Constantly touching and rubbing, pressing up against Eddie’s back and hiding his face into Eddie’s neck to press kisses where he <i>knew </i>Eddie’s weak spots were. 45 minutes of that and Eddie was harder than he’d ever wanted to be in a frat house, and was determined to do something about it. </p>
<p>He was also, however, determined not to get caught.</p> <p><a href="http://stephenskings.tumblr.com/post/175428355642" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reddie, nsfw, fic rec
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Reddie for the fake dating because someone was bugging the other!!!
<p>

There’s a person who won’t stop bugging me will you pretend to be my partner so that they’ll fuck off?  + Working in Retail over the Holidays for <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mEzgLctF8GrPfhUqQJEduyg">@it-25-days-of-christmas</a><br/></p>
<h2>Elf Escape</h2>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16921866"><b>Read here on AO3 </b></a></p>
<p><b></b></p>
<p>“Fuck he’s back,” Eddie mumbled under his breath, the bell on his hat rattling as he turned to Stan, looking pained. Stan’s expression mirrored his own and he mouthed ‘sorry’ as </p>
<p>Chaz sidled up next to them, leaning on the makeshift railing and grinning at Eddie. </p>
<p>	“Heya there Eddie, looking good.” He said, his eyes running up and down Eddie in a salacious way. </p>
<p>	“Thanks,” he replied, trying not to look at Chaz, partially holding he would just disappear if Eddie ignored him. </p>
<p>	“You aren’t supposed to lean on that.” Stan said coldly, looking at Chaz. “Also, if you can’t tell,” He gestured around, “we’re working.”</p>
<p>	“Why do you think I’m here? I just started my break so I thought I’d visit my mall partners.” He grinned, then his eyes found Eddie again, staring at him in a way that made Eddie want to run and hide. “I never thought I’d find an elf hot but man, Eddie you look good.”  Chaz worked at the toy store that was across from his job and would stop over nearly every break to talk to Eddie, ask him to get lunch or drinks.</p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/180953617617/reddie-for-the-fake-dating-because-someone-was" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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I&rsquo;m so invested now in the 2, 22, 134 prompts. It&rsquo;s breaking my heart in the best possible way, your writing is so painful but so so good, dude. Is there any chance of you doing like a flash forward type thing to a few years later for them both - whatever you see that being?
<p>Bro. I’ve been thinking about this and I am now invested into this story so…here ya go. <a href="https://beepbeeprichiellc.tumblr.com/post/180461743413/2-22-134-w-angst-if-you-will-please">Part 1</a>. <a href="https://beepbeeprichiellc.tumblr.com/post/180661746883/pt2-of-2-22-134-but-from-eddies-pov">Part 2</a>. <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16808452/chapters/39456712">A03</a>. </p>
<p>——</p>
<p>The entire venue was beautiful. Love floated in the air along with light conversation, filling the walls with a buzz. People shifted and conversed, all avoiding the creep that sat alone in the back, his body twitching every so often as the lack of nicotine began to crawl along his skin. There, across the hall was the groom and bride, both beaming with happiness as they engrossed themselves with their guests. Never had anyone seen Stan so happy, and in a way they all knew that this had been a long time coming. Patty had been the love of his life since his freshmen year of college, they were meant to be and Richie was happy for them. </p>
<p>Well, not really. </p> <p><a href="https://beepbeeprichiellc.tumblr.com/post/180705527818/im-so-invested-now-in-the-2-22-134-prompts" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: 

Post id: 180688791743
Date: Sat, 01 Dec 2018 12:27:10
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/180688791743/happy-one-year-can-i-have-the-first-post-break
Slug: happy-one-year-can-i-have-the-first-post-break
Reblog key: ZRUOF6JL
Reblog url: https://reddies-spaghetti.tumblr.com/post/180687981638/happy-one-year-can-i-have-the-first-post-break
Reblog name: reddies-spaghetti
Happy one year!! Can I have the first post break up au (the family gathering one) with reddie?? Thank you!! &lt;33333
<p>Hellooooo! Thank you! </p>
<p>This is for this prompt: “today was the first family gathering i’ve been to since we broke up and my little cousin that absolutely adored you asked where you were and i had to lock myself in the bathroom and sit in the tub for a half an hour and look through a folder on my phone of pictures i took of you to feel okay again¨ and also for the first day of the holiday prompts for <a href="https://tmblr.co/mEzgLctF8GrPfhUqQJEduyg"></a><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mEzgLctF8GrPfhUqQJEduyg">@it-25-days-of-christmas</a>- Thanksgiving </p>
<p>Also this is angst so if you’re super anti-angst I’d skip this baby. </p>
<h2>Without You</h2>
<p><a href="https://t.umblr.com/redirect?z=https%3A%2F%2Farchiveofourown.org%2Fworks%2F16801186&amp;t=Zjk1ZmM1OWNkMGM1YjE4NWRlZTY4MGZiMmRkYzMzYjY3MjIxZGI2ZCw4MDJkNTJmZDJiOTFiMTEwZDdhZWVhMmI3YWZhNDU1ZGRmYTBjYzQ1">Read here on AO3 </a></p>
<p>“Eddie! Sonia!” Eddie’s aunt Cathy called excitedly, ushering them in from the cold. “So good to see you! Come in! Take off your coats!”	</p>
<p>Eddie followed his mother in, holding their annual dish of sweet potatoes topped with marshmallows. For as conscious as Sonia was of what Eddie ate she never seemed to worry about what she was eating, especially on Thanksgiving. He had long ago given up trying to figure out her logic. </p>
<p>The family greeted Eddie, clucking about how much he had grown (ha) and how much they liked his new beard. Before long through the question he had been dreading came up. It happened before he had even gotten his coat off. </p>
<p>“Where’s that boyfriend of yours?” Mark, Cathy’s husband asked, looking behind them as if he had somehow missed Richie. </p>
<p>Eddie stiffened, his mouth going dry as he tried to formulate a response but his mom was quick to answer. “Mark! They broke up. Finally! Poor Eddie got his heart shattered by that awful Tozier boy. But it’s for the best you know, now he can find someone that’s worth his time. Someone better!” She said all this in an awful fake whisper, pretending to turn away from Eddie while she did, like somehow then he couldn’t hear her in the small entryway. </p>
<p>Mark, at least, had some humanity. He looked at Eddie and clapped a hand on his shoulder, “Sorry to hear that.”</p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/180685214747/happy-one-year-can-i-have-the-first-post-break" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Rockstar!eddie and Superfan!richie AU? Or punk!eddie and nerdy!richie?
<p>Ok I like both of these a lot but I changed number one to something slightly different. I hope you don’t hate it.</p><ul><li>Eddie is a motivational speaker. <br/></li><li>He started on youtube, talking about his life- being gay in a small town, his mother’s overbearing-ness that bordered on abuse.<br/></li><li>And people responded to it. <br/></li><li>Like, really well. They loved hearing from him about what he overcame and how. <br/></li><li>Soon he was actually making money from his videos and someone approached him about writing a book.<br/></li><li>Sure, why not. <br/></li><li>And thus the Eddie Kaspbrak empire is born. Books, TV show appearances, tours (even a Funko Doll). <br/></li><li>He thinks it’s weird that what he has to say resonates so well with people but he’s glad it does. <br/></li><li>He loves hearing about who he’s helped and how. <br/></li><li>One person starts writing to him, simply signing their emails ‘R’. <br/></li><li>Eddie tries to write back to everyone but sometimes he can’t. But for R, he makes time. <br/></li><li>Something about him makes Eddie want to reach out. The first email R wrote him was a rambling mess that make him laugh until he cried. <br/></li><li>It was R’s life story, ending with how R thinks he’s bi but now he’s an adult and he’s only ever dated women. He’s worried how people will react.<br/></li><li>Eddie tells him it’s okay, it’s never too late to come out, if that’s what R wants. They start writing more and Eddie finds himself sharing details that he normally doesn’t (his childhood goldfish’s name, the first person he kissed). R does the same.<br/></li><li>Eventually, he asks R why he thinks he’s bi, what brought the realization on.  <br/></li><li>The response is short. <br/></li><li>“You.”<br/></li><li>Eddie flushes from head to toe, sitting in his quiet hotel room. He doesn’t know how to respond and he forgets about it. <br/></li><li>(Life on the road is hectic). <br/></li><li>Then a few days later he gets another email from R, saying that Eddie is going to be in his hometown and that R will be in the audience.<br/></li><li>Before going on stage that night Eddie is nervous. <br/></li><li>He hasn’t been nervous for ages but somehow, knowing R is out there, it makes butterflies flutter in his stomach.<br/></li><li>His show goes well (Eddie is a professional after all) but he adds something on at the end. <br/></li><li>“R, if you’re out there and you want to talk…come back stage. Give the bodyguards the name of my goldfish.”<br/></li><li>Eddie leaves and goes to his dressing room, pacing in it. What if R doesn’t show? What if he does and he’s a creepy weird fan? <br/></li><li>Eventually his door opens and Eddie’s head whips up. There’s a tall, lanky man standing in his doorway, looking nervous. <br/></li><li>“R?”<br/></li><li>“It’s uh- it’s actually Richie.” He said, giving Eddie a crooked smile. <br/></li><li>“Nice to meet you Richie.” <br/></li><li>They talk all night, going out to dinner and then to a bar. Eddie is smitten, this guy is cute and awkward and just his type. <br/></li><li>At the end of the night the bar closes and Eddie asks, “Did you ever decide about coming out to your friends?” <br/></li><li>Richie nods. “Did it before I went to your show. Live your truth and all that jazz.” <br/></li><li>He smiles, happy for Richie and tries to figure out what happens next but before he can decide Richie is asking if he can kiss Eddie. <br/></li><li>(Yes! Duh!)<br/></li><li>They’re kissing and Eddie wants to invite him back to his room but that’s a lot for a first date (he’s not sure when this became a date but it definitely is one now) so instead he gives Richie his personal phone number. <br/></li><li>They start texting and calling, dancing around each other in a weird semi-dating thing. <br/></li><li>Until two months later when Richie announces he’ll be in Eddie’s hometown. <br/></li><li>Eddie offers up his guest room. <br/></li><li>(He doesn’t have a guest room).<br/></li><li>The first night Richie is in town they’re eating dinner and Eddie asks what brought him to the city. <br/></li><li>Again, the response is short. <br/></li><li>“You.”<br/></li><li>They wouldn’t have needed that guest room anyway. <br/></li></ul>
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pt.2 of 2, 22, 134 but from eddie&rsquo;s pov?
<p><a href="https://beepbeeprichiellc.tumblr.com/post/180461743413/2-22-134-w-angst-if-you-will-please">Part 1</a> As you wish Satan. </p>
<hr><p>It all had to be perfect.</p>
<p>It just had to be, and Eddie knew that which is why he had taken the entire day off as well as the next to ensure a evening of good fun and great sex. He was pulling out all the stops, cleaning the entire apartment, scrubbing every corner and crack all the while cooking a three course meal consisting of all of his husbands favorite food. Things had been hard-harder more than not-and Eddie was afraid of what that meant. </p>
<p>So he chose not to think about it. </p> <p><a href="https://beepbeeprichiellc.tumblr.com/post/180661746883/pt2-of-2-22-134-but-from-eddies-pov" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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snowflake
<p><b>[ this was supposed to be a one word drabble but it ended up a little bit longer than a drabble… oops? ]</b></p><p>—————</p><p>The news had spoken of bad weather on the horizon, a good ten minutes spent making sure that everyone knew to wear many layers and turns heaters up and start stocking fire places in order to maintain warmth. Went had looked at him and said something about needing a new winter coat before he should go outside, and Maggie took a quick trip to the store to stock up on warm drinks and hot foods for when things get a little chilly. On the phone, Ben had told him that the losers probably won’t be able to meet up again for a week or two, if the clouds coming in wind up wreaking as much havoc as the weatherman promised.</p><p>Which Richie understands, but two weeks locked up in his house with no way to contact his friends other than by phone? Yeah, that’s not happening. They have prime potential to fuck around and have some fun, now that Christmas is over and the return to school is being postponed until further notice. His parents can try to lock him inside all they want, claiming it’s for safety and to prevent hypothermia, but he’s seventeen-years-old and he has things to do, places to be. Not even a hurricane could keep him in his room — and <i>especially</i> not on New Years Eve.</p><p>He wants to go to everyone’s house, if only just to give them a smacking kiss on the cheek and assure them that it was just their New Years kiss being delivered an hour or two early, but he knows his parents are bound to check his room and realize he’s gone if he leaves before eleven, so he has to accept the fact that he just won’t have the time to pay all of the losers a visit. With that unfortunate realization, he spends a long time considering how to approach this — maybe, if he hurries, he’ll have time to stop by two of their houses, but even that isn’t a sure thing. Just to be safe, he decides to narrow it down to one person and offer apologies to everyone else when he sees them next. All he has to do is figure out which of the losers he’s gonna be seeing.</p><p>Yeah, ‘cause that’s a hard decision to make.</p><p>At approximately 11:15, Richie finds himself standing outside of Eddie’s bedroom window, standing on top of what has to be at least two feet of snow piled up in Eddie’s backyard. Sure, this blizzard is kind of on his shit list right now, but he has to admit that it’s both stunning to look at and pretty convenient, making it a lot easier to reach into Eddie’s room after pushing the window open and pull himself through. He makes sure to shake off as much snow from his (too thin) sweatshirt and (not at all warming) jeans, so as not to leave behind too much evidence to him being here, in case Satan Sonia decides to go through Eddie’s room to try and accuse him of anything and everything she possibly can. </p><p>Eddie isn’t in there when he goes through the window, but he doesn’t mind that — Sonia’s car had been in the driveway when he made his way into the backyard, so he knows Eddie must be here somewhere. All he has to do is close the window and wait. And shiver a lot while he waits, because he’s kind of a dumbass and he didn’t think to grab that winter coat Went bought him a few days ago.</p><p>Maybe he kicks off his shoes and climbs into Eddie’s bed to maintain some warmth while he waits. Maybe he doesn’t. That’s not important.</p><p>Ten minutes go by, and Richie still feels freezing, and there’s no sign of Eddie anywhere. He blinks at Eddie’s alarm clock and blurrily realizes it’s 11:30, then 11:40, and still no sign of Eddie. Richie figures he should have called earlier today to make sure Eddie would actually be home, but he doesn’t understand where Eddie could be when he can hear Sonia watching TV down the hall.</p><p>Then, just as the alarm clock changes to 11:45, the window is pushed open, and he can hear the quiet mumblings of a clearly frustrated sounding Eddie from outside. Richie sits up, wraps Eddie’s blanket tighter around his shoulders, and watches as Eddie kicks off the ground and pulls himself through the window, clad in a few layers of warm looking sweaters and the nice snow pants that Richie kind of loves to see him in every year. He can’t make out what Eddie is saying, but catches onto a few words here and there, like, “…stupid…” and “…can’t fucking believe…”</p><p>Then Eddie stands up straight with an aggravated huff, sees Richie sitting on his bed, and immediately freezes with a slack-jawed expression of shock. Unsure of what else to do, Richie merely sticks a hand out from the blanket he’s wrapped in and waves, offering a greeting of, “Well hey there, Edsy.”</p><p>“Are you kidding me?” Eddie breathes, sticking a hand out to gesture vaguely at Richie before moving it over to point out the window. “I was just at your house! I even climbed up that stupid ladder you put out there last year, and the lights were on and there was music playing but you weren’t in there! I waited for, like, twenty minutes to see if you were just in the bathroom, and I almost knocked in the front door just to see if you were there, but—“</p><p>“Why were you at my house?” Richie interrupts, nose scrunched up on his face in confusion. The losers come to his house every now and then, sure, but that’s a rarity. The last time Eddie climbed through Richie’s window was when his mom smelled cigarette smoke clinging to the jacket Richie had let him wear and forgot to take back when they split ways. Something tells him this is not like that time.</p><p>Eddie splutters for a moment, clearly not expecting the question, waving his hand through the air before letting it fall limply back to his side. Sinking his teeth into his lower lip, he finally raises his shoulders in some kind of shrug, then murmurs, “It’s New Years Eve.”</p><p>Which isn’t really an explanation, only serving to make Richie even more confused. “So?”</p><p>“Why are <i>you</i> at <i>my</i> house?” Eddie counters, a half-assed attempt at changing the subject, his already cold-bitten cheeks turning a little bit redder with the slightest hint of a blush.</p><p>Richie can’t help but let out a little laugh. “I’m always at your house,” he points out simply, leaning back against the wall and curling his knees up to his chest, soaking up the heat from Eddie’s comforter. “Gonna have to do better than that, Eddie my love.”</p><p>And Eddie doesn’t really deflate, but he does lose all of his tension with a simple gust of air, muscles relaxing as he releases a slow exhale, gaze flickering over Richie’s features quickly, almost anxiously. “It’s New Years Eve,” he says again, this time a little bit softer, a little more meek. “I just… I don’t know. I thought, maybe… it’s dumb. It’s <i>really</i> dumb, actually.”</p><p>“Hey,” Richie says, trying to keep his tone light and warm. He pulls the blankets off of him, clambers to his feet, glances briefly down at the alarm clock to see there’s still a few minutes until midnight, and crosses the room to stand a few feet away from Eddie, who is watching him warily, uncertainly. Offering a wide, toothy grin, Richie raises a hand, reaches forward, and runs a hand through the somewhat damp hair hanging on Eddie’s forehead. “Snow,” he explains when Eddie blinks, lurching back in mild shock. “You’ve got snowflakes all over you. Looks pretty cool, not gonna lie, but you might get sick and then I won’t be able to see you for a month because your mom will pull a full freakout and lock you in a hospital or some crazy shit like that.”</p><p>“Oh,” Eddie murmurs, brows twitching together, eyes still reflecting uncertainty. “Um. Thanks.”</p><p>And Richie grins wider, trails his hand down to continue swiping away any remnants of snow that he can find — brushing it off of Eddie’s shoulders, thumbing at the moisture left behind on Eddie’s cheeks. “No thanks necessary,” he assures simply, shrugging a shoulder half heartedly. “Now stop beating around the bush and tell me what you’re scared to tell me.”</p><p>Averting his gaze, Eddie shuffles back, putting some space between them and crossing his arms over his chest, almost defensively. “It’s nothing,” he mumbles. “It’s stupid. I don’t know why I thought it was a good idea, ‘cause it’s not, so just- just forget it, okay?”</p><p>Immediately, Richie shakes his head, saying, “Whatever it is, I’m not gonna think it’s stupid. And it was clearly important enough to go to my house in the middle of a blizzard.” Fingers twitching, wanting to offer some kind of comforting touch but unsure if Eddie would want that right now, Richie tells him, “You don’t have to tell me, obviously. But you don’t have to be scared to talk to me. You know that, right?”</p><p>“Yeah, I know,” Eddie replies, but it’s spoken quietly, his eyes contemplative, gaze flickering between the clock and Richie. He lets out a shaky breath, shakes his hands out at his sides, and says, “I wanted to… at midnight, you know? The New Years Eve tradition thing, which I still don’t really understand, but I thought…” He trails off, sucks his lower lip into his mouth and slides his eyes up to the ceiling nervously, then releases his lower lip to rush out, “You’ve been giving me a kiss on the cheek at midnight since we were twelve and I just wanted to see if you might be okay with actually kissing at midnight because I’ve been thinking about it for years and I think you might want the same thing I do but I wasn’t sure and I just thought that—“</p><p>“Okay.”</p><p>Eddie stops, gaze snapping to Richie in shock. “What?”</p><p>“Okay,” Richie repeats, trying not to show how his hands are now shaking by his sides, bobbing his head in a nod. “I want- I mean, I’m… yeah. Yeah. I’d like that.”</p><p>“Are you sure?” Eddie asks, clearly bewildered. “You were gushing about that girl in our math class last week, why would you- I mean, I thought you might- might like me, I guess, but not enough to- to do this, you know?”</p><p>Richie lets out an almost shrill sounding laugh, eyes dancing with amusement and fondness. “Are you kidding me? Eds, I’m pretty sure I’m in love with you, and I’m pretty sure I have been since we were thirteen. Just because I pointed out a cute girl doesn’t mean I’m not completely gone for you. You’re kind of it for me. Like… forever, I think. Probably. Definitely.”</p><p>Looking speechless, Eddie merely nods, lips parting around words he can’t force out. He looks at the clock, sees that midnight is only a minute away, and nods again. “So, does that mean- I mean, can I- can we—?”</p><p>“If we aren’t kissing in the next ten seconds, I might actually sue you,” Richie tells him simply.</p><p>Eddie grins, not needing to be told twice, and twists his fingers into the material of Richie’s sweatshirt to tug him in, their mouths slotting together just as the clock turns to 12:00.</p>
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OR maybe the friends watching porn or the popsicle one!!!
<p>Hellllooo this is for this prompt<b> ‘</b>Friends can totally watch porn together and nothing can happen… no they can’t’ I got it a few times so, enjoy!</p>
<p>NSFW (obvs?)</p>
<p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14520066/chapters/39389284">Read here on AO3</a></b></p>
<p><b></b></p>
<p>Eddie shifted uncomfortably, unsure how he ended up in this position. He was on Richie’s bed in his dorm, a laptop sitting between them. The laptop was playing a porno, still in the beginning stages with the two men making out, shirts discarded. </p>
<p>	So far, Eddie had spent most of the time trying not to look like he was watching Richie, to gauge his reactions to the acts happening on screen. Every time he glanced over Richie was watching the laptop, lips parted and seeming, as far as Eddie could tell, very into it. Both had their legs under a blanket so Eddie couldn’t see Richie’s hands, he didn’t know if he was touching himself. </p>
<p>	At that thought Eddie’s cock gave a small twitch. He was torn between willing himself not to get hard and worrying that it would be weird if he didn’t. The movie on the laptop was fine but thinking about Richie’s hand stroking himself, that make Eddie gasp and subtly press a palm to his crotch.</p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/180630497882/or-maybe-the-friends-watching-porn-or-the-popsicle" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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OR maybe the friends watching porn or the popsicle one!!!
<p>Hellllooo this is for this prompt<b> ‘</b>Friends can totally watch porn together and nothing can happen… no they can’t’ I got it a few times so, enjoy!</p>
<p>NSFW (obvs?)</p>
<p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14520066/chapters/39389284">Read here on AO3</a></b></p>
<p><b></b></p>
<p>Eddie shifted uncomfortably, unsure how he ended up in this position. He was on Richie’s bed in his dorm, a laptop sitting between them. The laptop was playing a porno, still in the beginning stages with the two men making out, shirts discarded. </p>
<p>	So far, Eddie had spent most of the time trying not to look like he was watching Richie, to gauge his reactions to the acts happening on screen. Every time he glanced over Richie was watching the laptop, lips parted and seeming, as far as Eddie could tell, very into it. Both had their legs under a blanket so Eddie couldn’t see Richie’s hands, he didn’t know if he was touching himself. </p>
<p>	At that thought Eddie’s cock gave a small twitch. He was torn between willing himself not to get hard and worrying that it would be weird if he didn’t. The movie on the laptop was fine but thinking about Richie’s hand stroking himself, that make Eddie gasp and subtly press a palm to his crotch.</p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/180630497882/or-maybe-the-friends-watching-porn-or-the-popsicle" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Continuar a ler</a></p>
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<p>It feels sort of like a dream.</p> <p><a href="http://hanscom.tumblr.com/post/180607953094/reddie-sensual-and-slow" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Richie meeting Eddie at his job at Barns and Noble
<p>So, I googled what a Barnes and Noble was. Apparently it’s like a Chapters. </p><ul><li>Richie is pretty much Jared, 19. </li><li>After Sandy dumps him (fuck Sandy though for real.) and basically accuses him of being completely uncultured and uneducated, he’s like hmmmm… maybe i should try reading a book. </li><li>Now- Richie is vv smart but he has zero attention span and can’t like… focus on a whole ass novel. Even when he has to, he usually just skims the book- jumping from dialogue to dialogue, then gets pissed off when he doesn’t understand what it is happening. </li><li>But if wants any chance of getting Sandy back (FUCK Sandy), he’s gotta up his game. So he goes into that fancy bookstore that Ben loves sm, and damn… the worker is cute as fuck. </li><li>Richie has never really been able to control himself, he basically tells Eddie the entire story and WHY he’s here and has no idea what kind of books he likes </li><li>Eddie is sort of like? Dude why don’t you just get a library card? It’s way cheaper, but Richie has already come all the way here, and this kid is so cute and really… he’s not thinking about Sandy all that much anymore if he was being honest. </li><li>So, Eddie suggest three books for Richie; A Clockwork Orange, To Kill a Mockingbird and Frankenstein. Admittedly, all books Richie should have read in high school and they both knew it. </li><li>That was a bust, and a disgruntled Richie comes back only a few days later. So Eddie starts recommending personal favorites- his suggestions of Richie <i>really should just get a library card</i> become less genuine with each visit. </li><li>So maybe Richie is blowing way too much of his budget on books he doesn’t even finish reading, but hey. </li><li>He doesn’t think about Sandy at all anymore. </li></ul>
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Hi! Can you write &ldquo;This started as a tickle fight and it isn&rsquo;t tickling anymore&rdquo; sex with reddie? It would be so funny, thank you baby ily💘💌💙
<p>Hello please consider this the equivalent of me fiddling while Tumblr burns. </p>
<p>Also using this for Hot Cocoa/Blizzard for <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mEzgLctF8GrPfhUqQJEduyg">@it-25-days-of-christmas</a></p>
<p>NSFW</p>
<h2>Let it Snow</h2>
<p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16854079">Read here on AO3</a></b></p>
<p>	“I’m freezing,” Eddie said, wrapping the blanket tighter around himself and trying to burrow deeper into the couch. “Hurry up!”</p>
<p>	“You’re so demanding.”  Richie said, walking over with two steaming cups of cocoa. “I had to find the mini-marshmallows, you hid them.”</p>
<p>	Eddie accepted the mug and sipped the cocoa, humming happily. Richie always made it insanely sweet, just like Eddie liked. “That’s because Stephanie eats them all if I don’t.”</p>
<p>	“She’s a menace.” Richie said, sitting as close to Eddie as he could, the cocoa sloshing dangerously. Eddie’s couch wasn’t very big so it wasn’t like he had much of a choice but he was still closer than necessary, their sides would have been flush if not for the blankets. Not that Eddie minded in the least.</p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/180804961092/hi-can-you-write-this-started-as-a-tickle-fight" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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63 reddie mistaken for a couple pretty pretty please! Don&rsquo;t feel pressured though love you
<p>(from <a href="https://honeybeehanlon.tumblr.com/post/178992285939/fanfiction-trope-mash-up">this</a> post. don’t send me anymore i have finals.) </p><p>Eddie’s fingers could touch the sky. He swore he could. His legs kicked outwards, the woodchips flying upwards as he soared higher and higher into the air.</p><p>“Betcha’ can’t go as high as me!” He cheered from the swing, his hands holding tight on the chains, no matter how many times the metal pinched his skin with its grip. His challenge was directed at one of the eight other children on the playground, Richie Tozier (or, as little Eddie called him ‘toad-er’).</p><p>The bucktooth child grinned from his spot among the woodchips, amidst a game of tag with the curly red headed girl and the dark-skinned boy. But, as Eddie observed, the game had dissipated a bit, as Eddie’s best buddy Bill was worked up the courage to talk to the red-headed girl that he totally had a crush on (Eddie swore he wouldn’t tell anyone), and the dark-skinned boy had begun looking up at a bird’s nest with Stanley. That left one contender: Toader.</p><p>“I’ll go so high I’ll kick God in his butt!” Toader declared, his band-aid covered finger pointing determinedly at the boy in the swing.</p><p>The accusation made Eddie gasp, and he began stopping the swing. “My mommy said you can’t talk about God like that!” He frowned, making Toader’s grin get wider and wider. Eddie’s small hands still gripped the swing, his scowl growing as Richie sat down on his left.</p><p>“Well, my daddy said that God’s a bozo.” He snorted, kicking his feet back and forth to gain momentum. Eddie began to do the same, trying to match Toader’s speed to try and retort his comment about God being a bozo.</p><p>Once they were high in the air, Eddie’s legs kicking so he could match up with the other boy, he cried, “You’re a bozo!!” He wore a smile, proud of his retort. Thick glasses frames met his expression of triumph, and Toader opened his mouth to speak, his teeth crowded in a mess of incongruency.</p><p>“Look! Wheezy and Bucky are gonna get married!” A shrill voice cried with evil delight, and Eddie’s head whipped to see none other than Greta Bowie, her malicious smile as bright as her blonde pigtails.</p><p>“N-no we’re not!” Eddie sputtered, still trying to get higher than his snickering opponent. Greta nodded wildly in return.</p><p>“Uh-huh! When you swing together that means you’re gonna get married!” She pointed accusingly, her voice filled with laughter as she began to sing.</p><p>“Bucky an’ Wheezy sittin’ in a tree! K-I-S-S-I-N-G! First comes love, then comes marriage, then comes the baby in the baby carriage!”</p><p>Eddie began to stop his swing, but as he did, Toader cried in triumph above him. “I win! I win! Told ya’ I’d do it!” He bucktooth boy cheered, getting higher and higher in the air as Eddie began to walk away, still scowling at Greta who wore a delighted smile.</p>
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<p>I loved writing this ❤</p><h2>A Christmas Miracle</h2><p>Eddie stretched as he exited the cramped plane. He hated business trips, his company never put him in business class like they did for some of his coworkers. He walked towards the luggage carousel, and waited for his suitcase to come through. After a minute, he spotted his plain black suitcase with the stupid weed sticker Richie stuck on. He collected it and started making a mad dash towards the Arrivals.</p><p>“Spaghetti!” His husband yelled out. He ran to Richie, dropping his suitcase and jumping into his arms. Their lips met in the middle and they shared a quick, joyful kiss.</p><p>“I missed you.” He mumbled into Richie’s chest. “I hate going away without you.’</p><p>“Me too. The apartment feels empty without you.” Richie grabbed his bag and they started walking towards the car. “I tried to decorate the apartment, but uh… you’ll see.“ </p><p>Eddie raised an eyebrow. &ldquo;Please don’t tell me you broke something.”</p><p>Richie let out a loud laugh. “You think so little of me. I managed to not break anything this time.”</p><p>&quot;This time.” Eddie reminded him with a giggle as they got into their car. “I’m going to text the group chat to let them know I got home safe.” He typed out a quick message to the Losers Club group chat letting them know he had arrived and was on his way home. He caught Richie up on his trip as they drove until they got to their building. </p><p>They walked to their front door and into the apartment and stopped. <b>“The tree looks… nice.” </b>The tree was lying on its side, surrounded in broken baubles and flickering lights. It did not look nice.</p><p>“I promise you it was upright when it left to come get you.” Richie said. &quot;Something must have knocked it over.“</p><p>&quot;Or you put too many decorations on one side.” Eddie countered, looking at the mass of glass on the left side.</p><p>“Or that. What are we going to do? Christmas is two days away and it’s too late for any shops to be open.” Richie asked with a worried expression. </p><p>“What we always do. Call the Losers.” They both grabbed out their phones and started dialing the households.</p><p>“Hi Bevvie! Can you and Haystack be over in 20 minutes? Yeah, you can bring Emmett.”</p><p>“Hey Mike. Can you and Stan swing round? It’s kind of an emergency.”</p><p>“Big Bill! We got a problem. Can you and Audra meet at ours? Awesome!”</p><p>In half an hour, all the Losers were there as well as Audra, although she was basically a Loser now. &quot;So what’s the issue?” Bev asked, bouncing Emmett on her hip. </p><p>Richie gave her a flat look. “Our tree is lying on its side and all our decorations have broken.”</p><p>Audra gave a bright smile. “We can fix this.<b> I think we need glitter.</b> Also some cardboard and scissors.&quot; </p><p>&quot;We have still have cardboard boxes from when we moved.” Stan said.  </p><p>“We have tons of glitter that we bought for Emmett that you can use.” Ben said, grinning.</p><p>Audra explained her idea to the rest of the group, who eagerly agreed. “I have stuff at home we can use to decorate. Let’s grab everything and meet back here in 30.&quot; </p><p>Everyone drove back to gather their materials. &quot;Our friends are the best.” Eddie said, sounding a little shocked.  </p><p>“Yeah. Let’s make some hot cocoa and eggnog for them.” By the time the Losers got back there was cocoa for Audra, who was 4 months pregnant, and eggnog for everyone else. They got to work, cutting, sticking and painting until they had a cardboard tree in front of them. It was shining with multicolored glitter and some tinsel and tiny lights hung from it. </p><p>Eddie’s eyes filled with tears. “It’s perfect guys. Thank you.” He hugged each one of them and kissed their cheeks. </p><p>Richie stared at the tree, eyes wide. “This looks so fucking beautiful. You are all such great friends.&quot; </p><p>&quot;We’re the Losers Club. We have each other’s backs remember.” Said Bill, chuckling. </p><p>They stood around the tree for a little longer before Beverly and Ben got up. “We should go, it’s way past Em’s bed time.” Bev said, hugging everyone. </p><p>“So should we. Audra needs her sleep because of the baby.” Bill sighed. “The little guy seems to be a gymnast.”</p><p>Stan and Mike also left soon after, wanting to be home before midnight. Eddie and Richie drank a bit more eggnog before settling down on the couch, blanket spread over them. The tree twinkled above them. </p><p>“We really do have the best friends ever.” Richie said quietly. </p><p>“Yeah.” Eddie agreed. He yawned and snuggled into Richie’s side. “I love you.”</p><p>Richie smiled and pulled Eddie a little closer. “I love you too.”</p><h2>Prompts taken from <a href="https://inthebreadbinwrites.tumblr.com/post/180755645418/137-winter-writing-prompts">this list</a>. Send me a ship + number!</h2>
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As a lesbian, I do not care at all about bisexual girls feeling left out or judged in the LGBTQ community. I know that&#039;s horrible, especially since my girlfriend is bi, but I find it very revolting when I think about making love with someone that loves taking dick. I fell for my girlfriend without knowing she likes guys and girls. I don&#039;t purposefully date bisexual girls and I don&#039;t think it&#039;s wrong to say that.
<p>.</p>
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like, imagine eddie working in a 24/7 convinience store during the night shift (like,,, 11pm-4am) and richie is a regular that just comes in the weirdest hours and buys the most bizarre combo of items and is always trying to flirt w eddie making puns with whatever items hes buying and eddie lowkey likes it (cue stan rolling his eyes)
<p>lmaooo yes yes yes!!</p> <p><a href="https://gayzier.tumblr.com/post/168514887418/like-imagine-eddie-working-in-a-247-convinience" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Can you write something where the losers are all having a sleepover and somehow Eddie gets pissed off? So he&#039;s tired and grumpy, but he also gets like really fucking clingy to Richie because he just wants to hide and sleep. Richie is shook because he&#039;s always found Eddie adorable, and then idk it ends with them being all cute and kissing or something?
<ul><li>Okay, so the losers always go to someone’s house for sleepovers, it’s not on a schedule or anything- but it happens at least once every two weeks.</li><li>They’re at Richie’s today, crowded in his living room watching movies and eating popcorn. Richie, Beverly and Bill are on the couch, Mike and Stanley are sharing the armchair, and Eddie is on the floor with Ben in front of the couch, Eddie was annoyed at first but it meant he was closest to the food, so he didn’t stay annoyed for long.</li><li>The movies were good, and before they knew it, it was dark out and Eddie was increasingly getting tired. He tried to stay awake but inevitably fell asleep, leaning against the couch, after not too long.</li><li>Then we was woken up all of a sudden with cold water being spilled over him, soaking his face and torso. He sprung up in shock, and due to how he fell asleep his back also now hurt.</li><li>Everyone else was still awake, watching whatever movie was on now, and Bill started apologising like crazy to Eddie, “Sh-Shit Eddie, I-I’m sorry, f-fuck. I-I really d-didn’t mean t-to.”</li><li>This caused the others to all look at Eddie, the water from Bill’s glass now causing both his hair and shirt to cling uncomfortably to him.</li><li>Eddie has no clue how to reply, he was tired and Bill was still apologising to him, and now everyone was watching him.</li><li>“My shirt,” he eventually mumbled, looking at his soaked pyjamas.</li><li>That’s when Richie spoke up, “Hey, Eds, come on,” the boy stood up, “I’ve got more pyjamas upstairs.”</li><li>Eddie looked at Richie, who was now stood above him, in confusion, “But they’re not my pyjamas?”</li><li>“That doesn’t matter, I’ll lend you some, come on.”</li><li>Richie holds his hand out to help Eddie up, and Eddie accepts it. He keeps hold of it as Richie walks the two upstairs, if he was properly awake and thinking properly, he would have let go by now. But he was still half asleep and couldn’t think straight if he tried, so he stayed gripping onto Richie’s hand.</li><li>“Here, these ones okay?” Richie asked once in his room, handing a set of pyjamas to Eddie who was sat on the taller boy’s bed.</li><li>“They’ll be too big,” Eddie whined, “I need my pyjamas. No- I need to go home,” a pause, “I need to shower, I’m dirty now. Do you have a shower?” as Eddie rambled on Richie started to slightly laugh at the smaller boy.</li><li>“Eds, Eddie- calm down,” Eddie stopped talking to listen to Richie, “You’re fine, you’re not dirty. And you can wear my pyjamas, it will be fine.”</li><li>Eddie didn’t seem to listen to anything Richie said, as he just fell back onto the bed and groaned at Richie in response, before saying, “I want to sleep.”</li><li>Richie chuckled again, “You get slightly tired and a bit pissed off and turn into a five year old.”</li><li>“I’m not five,” Eddie grumbled.</li><li>Richie walked over to the bed and sat next to Eddie, still holding the pyjamas, “I’ll let you sleep in my bed, okay? Away from everyone- you can have a peaceful sleep and no one will wake you up. But you have to change.”</li><li>“No.”</li><li>“Eds-“</li><li>“Stay with you,” Eddie grabbed the pyjamas as he said it, before pulling his shirt off to pull Richie’s on.</li><li>“You want a towel for your hair?”</li><li>“No. Can we go back downstairs? I don’t want to sit on the floor though.”</li><li>“Yeah okay, I’ll sit on the floor- you can sit with Beverly and Bill. Don’t think we could separate Stan and Mike.”</li><li>“No,” Eddie mumbled for the third time, before leaning into Richie and and hugging him, resting his head on Richie’s chest, “Bill can sit on the floor.”</li><li>“He deserves that,” Richie agreed, laughing partly at Eddie’s words and partly because Eddie was acting so out of character and he didn’t know what else to do, “Let’s go then.”</li><li>“Can you carry me?”</li><li>“Eddie, we both know I am incredibly weak.”</li><li>“I’m small.”</li><li>Richie did end up carrying Eddie, who apparently had a whole second personality he’d never seen before. Only being made apparent when soaked in water and extremely tired. He held Eddie bridal style, and the boy was pretty much asleep again when they got downstairs.</li><li>“Billy Boy, you’re on the floor,” Richie cheered as he got in the room, Bill groaned, but like everyone else smiled at the sight of Eddie, and then moved next to Ben on the floor.</li><li>Richie put Eddie against the armrest of the couch, before sitting between him and Beverly, but apparently he was now a magnet because as soon as he was sat down Eddie was practically laying in his lap, hugging around his waist.</li><li>He put one of his hands on Eddie’s waist, and the other in Eddie hair as the shorter boy shifted around for a few seconds, trying to get comfortable, before falling asleep again.</li><li>They stayed like that for the rest of the movie</li><li>Throughout the movie Beverly had retreated to her air mattress along with Bill and Ben, and Stanley and Mike were asleep in their chair.</li><li>“Eds, I need to get up, I can’t sleep like this.”</li><li>“Hmmm?” Eddie groaned, waking up slightly.</li><li>“I need to get to my bed, and you should probably go to yours too.”</li><li>Eddie sat up and rubbed at his eyes slightly, before following Richie to where the beds were, his bed wasn’t near Richie’s- yet all his half asleep mind was telling him was that he needed to stay with richie. So, as richie climed into his bed eddie stood next to his, watching him.</li><li>“What?” Richie asked, looking at eddie in confusion.</li><li>Eddie didn’t reply, and instead just walked over to Richie, stepping over Bill and ben’s beds on the way, “I want to stay with you,” Eddie eventually mumbled, not even giving Richie a chance to disagree as he started to get in the boy’s bed with him.</li><li>Surprisingly, Richie just wrapped his arms around eddie and pulled him closer, “I think we should pour water on you more often, it makes you a lot nicer.”</li><li>Eddie just leaned into Richie, clearly not thinking, as he placed a kiss on the boy’s cheek before resting his head in the crook of Richie’s neck.</li><li>Richie kissed Eddie’s head in response, and easily fell asleep as he hugged him. </li></ul>
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The post-breakup sweater au with reddie
<p>Oh man, I got this one so many times. I don’t know why you guys love angst so much but here it is.</p>
<p>

“yes, i know this is your sweatshirt and that we broke up five months ago but it’s really comfy okay. i totally don’t wear it because like it still smells like you or is the only thing that even remotely feels like home since i moved out. pfft. absolutely not.” 

<br/></p>
<p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14520066/chapters/39698082">Read here on AO3 </a></b></p>
<p><b></b></p>
<p>Richie rolled over as his phone lit up with a text message. </p>
<p>‘Eddie figured out that you still have his sweater’ From Bill. Then a second later, ‘He’s going to your place to get it. Thought you’d want a heads up.’</p>
<p>	“Fuck.” Richie said, running a hand through his hair and staring at the text. “Fuck fuck fuck.”</p>
<p>	They hadn’t seen each other in months, not since Richie’s awkward move out. He wasn’t sure he could handle seeing him now, especially after how their last conversation had gone. </p>
<p>	Calling it a conversation was a stretch. It had been a fight, an all out, no holds back shouting match where both laid out all the anger and resentment that had been building for months. It had been awful, Richie’s stomach clenched even thinking about it now. </p>
<p>Eddie had been crying, wiping his eyes on his shirt while screaming that Richie couldn’t hold a job, that he wasn’t even trying. Richie had had snot running down his face, telling Eddie that he couldn’t be the perfect man that Eddie expected. They had fought for hours until Eddie finally collapsed on the couch, telling Richie in a sad, broken voice that he couldn’t do this anymore, he couldn’t live like this, constantly on edge and wanting to scream at Richie. He had looked so small then, so unlike the fiery Eddie that he knew, it almost scared him. </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/180903696002/the-post-breakup-sweater-au-with-reddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: fic rec, reddie, wtf man
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stanverly, prompt 27
<p><i>“I’m pregnant.”</i><br/></p><p>i keep forgetting that drabbles are only suppose to be like,,,,, 100 words?</p><p>want a drabble? <b><a href="https://s-tanleyuris.tumblr.com/post/180863043893/send-me-a-pairing-and-a-number-and-ill-write-you">pick a number from here.</a></b></p><hr><p>Shaking hands pressed themselves against the edge of the sink, eyes closing to press back the tears that were bound to spill over. They were bound to spill over.</p><p>Beverly Marsh looked up at the mirror, wiping quickly at the tears that cascaded down her freckled cheeks. “We’re going to be fine.” She whispered to herself, watching her lips form those words with clouded eyes. </p><p>Fine wasn’t the right word. You aren’t just <i>fine </i>when you get pregnant, especially out of wedlock. No one was ever <i>fine.</i> </p><p>Head rolled to the side, auburn hair cascading down. She was going to have to find a way to tell him without her dad hearing it. </p><p>Sure, at nineteen, she thought she would’ve been moved out, but her father stopped her from doing that. “<i>The only way you’re leaving, Bevvie, is if you get married.”<br/></i></p><p>Marriage was the last thing on her mind now. </p><p>She listened to her father grumble in the living room, her eyes flickering close when she heard him leave. Thank God.<br/></p><p>Her fingers wrapped around the door handle, her legs carrying her out of the bathroom in a bit of a haze. Beverly plopped down in her father’s chair, fingers spinning the turn dial of the very familiar number. She let out a soft breath as she heard it ring, nearly jumping when she heard the voie of Andrea Uris, chipper and happy as always. <br/></p><p>“It’s Bev,” she breathed out, biting at her lip when she heard Stan’s name be called. A soft thud let her know the other phone had been picked up and then another thud let her know his mother had hung up the other phone. </p><p><b>“I’m pregnant.”</b><br/></p><p>And just like that, the two sat in silence for what seemed like forever. </p><p>They were practically children, they couldn’t have a baby.</p><p>He finally let out a soft sigh, and she could tell he was pinching the bridge of his nose. “What’s your ring size?” </p><p>“Hm?”<br/></p><p>“What’s your ring size, Beverly? I’m going to ask you to marry me.”</p><p>The redhead let out a soft laugh and shook her head a bit, humming softly. “I.;.. I don’t know, Stan. Do I really need a ring? I mean my answer is yes either way.”</p>
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are you still doing the hcs?if so can u do like reddie having a sleepover and sleeping in the same bed (but them still being best friends) and then like Eds having a wet dream
<p>Uhhhh if you send me ones like this this I definitely am. </p><ul><li>Richie and Eddie still have sleepovers into their teens. </li><li>Usually one of them sleeps on the floor. <br/></li><li>(because both have have some inkling that how they feel about their best friend is more than friendly) <br/></li><li>But tonight is different. They just celebrated Eddie’s 18th birthday and now he’s crashing at Richie’s. </li><li>He refuses to sleep on Richie’s floor because it’s dirty.<br/></li><li>And it’s cold, middle of January, so Eddie couldn’t bear to make Richie sleep on the floor. <br/></li><li>So here they are, in Richie’s small bed, trying to leave some space so they aren’t touching. <br/></li><li>Which only works until they fall asleep. <br/></li><li>Because while Richie is a known sleep cuddle Eddie is a secret one. <br/></li><li>So middle of the night, Richie wakes up. It takes him a minute to figure out why. <br/></li><li>Eddie is pressed against him, his leg thrown over Richie’s hip. <br/></li><li>But that’s not the reason. <br/></li><li>Eddie is thrusting into him, his hips grinding against Richie as he lets out small grunts and other noises. <br/></li><li>Richie realizes that he can feel Eddie’s erection on his thigh, pressing into him. <br/></li><li>He’s debating what to do, how to get out of this, when Eddie’s moans shift and suddenly he’s is whispering his name.<br/></li><li><i>Richie! Yes! Richie! </i><br/></li><li>It’s what Richie has wanted to hear for so long.</li><li>Except now Richie has another problem. He’s getting hard. Eddie grinding against him and moaning his name is too much. <br/></li><li>He debates for a minute but thinking only gets more difficult as Eddie keeps moving. <br/></li><li>He decides that he has to wake Eddie up. He gently shakes Eddie awake. <br/></li><li>(He’s a heavy and cranky sleeper) <br/></li><li>“What?” Eddie finally wakes up, rubbing his eyes. <br/></li><li>“You were-uh-” Richie can’t quite get the words out as Eddie realizes their situation. <br/></li><li>“Oh, oh shit,” Eddie moves back. Even in the darkness of his room Richie knows that he’s bright red. “I didn’t- did I say anything?”<br/></li><li>Richie blinks and decides to say it, no reason to lie now. </li><li>“My name, in that breathy, fake asthmatic voice I love.” <br/></li><li>Eddie doesn’t answer. Richie can tell that he’d debating about bolting so Richie does the only thing he can, he pulls Eddie up and kisses him. </li><li>After a surprised noise Eddie responds, kissing him back fiercely, parting his lips so Richie can slide his tongue in. Eddie crawls on Richie, rocking his hips into him. </li><li>(Richie is certain this is heaven- Eddie’s weight on him the noises he’s making, all of it) </li><li>Hands are roaming, finally touching where they have always wanted but never could.</li><li>It’s not long before Richie’s thrusts grow erratic, Eddie’s too. </li><li>(They’re 18, okay?) </li><li>Eddie lets out a long whine as he comes, Richie is only a second later. </li><li>Eddie pulls back, face red and lips bruised. Richie decides he’s never looked better.</li><li>“We’re dating now, right?” Richie asks, not wanting to let things get weird.<br/></li><li>“As long as you change these sheets right now.”<br/></li><li>Sleepovers were a little different after that.</li></ul>
Tags: hc, reddie, oof, OOF

Post id: 180880096563
Date: Thu, 06 Dec 2018 22:59:15
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/180880096563/detective-au-fake-married-bichie
Slug: detective-au-fake-married-bichie
Reblog key: 13H6hQ3v
Reblog url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/180879372347/detective-au-fake-married-bichie
Reblog name: tinyarmedtrex
Detective AU + Fake Married + Bichie
<p><b>(from this post. don’t send me anymore i have finals) shoutout to @tinyarmedtrex for betaing this wow maybe Bill Denbrough lives to matter damn </b></p>
<p>His fingers glided across the keys, the melody of the grand piano echoing in the small bar that he worked undercover in. He tried not to notice the eyes that watched him. Even among drunk strangers, his playing brought silence over them. His presence demanded their attention. But, there was one pair of eyes that kept their focus.</p>
<p>The cigarette smoke was visible from the corner of Bill’s eye as he played. The scent of the toxic air was enough for him to know who watched him, more specifically how he watched him.</p> <p><a href="https://honeybeehanlon.tumblr.com/post/180879071499/detective-au-fake-married-bichie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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<blockquote><p><b><a href="https://loserbevs.tumblr.com/post/180839016257/send-me-a-pairing-and-a-number-and-ill-write-you">drabble prompts</a></b></p></blockquote>
<p>“hey, have you seen the..? oh.”<br/></p>
<p>richie’s down on his knee in front of the bedroom mirror, something sitting in the middle of his palm, and he turns around, startled by stan’s sudden entrance, scrambling to hide what’s in his hands.</p>
<p>stan stands in the doorway, eyes wide and head tilted to the side in curiosity. “richie, is that…?”</p>
<p>“no!” richie replies quickly, his cheeks red.</p> <p><a href="https://loserbevs.tumblr.com/post/180869047647/46-and-stozier" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Reddie as roommates and realizing that holy fuck they&rsquo;re in love and need to make out like right now
<h2><b>[Title: Beetlejuice, Beetlejuice, Richie]</b></h2>
<p><b>Summary:</b> Being a lawyer ain’t easy. You’ve got to be a pristine, sharp, educated bitch to make it in that scornful field. Eddie fits these requirements, but as his new tenant makes residence in his household, he throws the law book aside and lets loose a little bit. Artists have that effect on people, don’t they? </p>
<p><b>A/N:</b> This was so much fun to write, thank you anon xoxoxo. Enjoy my Reddie first meet fluff, and wow, Sonia isn’t a complete shithead! What?!</p>
<p><b>Pairing:</b> Richie Tozier x Eddie Kaspbrak </p>
<p><b>Warnings:</b> Language? Kissing? I don’t fucking know </p>
<p><b>Words:</b> 3.2k </p>
<p><b>// <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16880511">Link to Read on Ao3</a> //</b></p>
<p><b>Permatags:</b> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mFy2ZUZ6QSSwhn6fi5OOQpg">@edstozler</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/md95RrAKLRvk4Ztmh082akA"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/md95RrAKLRvk4Ztmh082akA">@kaspbrak-eddie</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mxscpmk-y0qApqVrMizDlTA">@noahschnapp</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mU7_EWOhIcB7mjfitje5JSQ">@richiefuckfacetozier</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/md8-wcTvT-vOQKqg3KrM18w">@reddies-spaghetti</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mtkw7LyzvzPVM1AKQHoGd1w">@tozier-boy</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mjbn-PQ4hKr8UUH2EyH2E_Q">@eds-kas</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mfjzzGm4FVT__04KP1Hm7hQ">@thatgazebobullshit</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mZ1WumW5UKLN0jWYWQQNm2A">@honeybeehanlon</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m_SkC0TsmuBpuWnU4zKN-sA">@constantreaderfool</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mbBTSrwfGZf9lCMAPLO5F7w">@reddie-for-anything</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mDr0c4FcZiYL-KPL5GP9EIQ">@s-tanleyuris</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m4jPoIwJeqJLGnTKQC_zSuA"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/m4jPoIwJeqJLGnTKQC_zSuA">@beepbeepdickie</a></p> <p><a href="https://hypnoidvoid.tumblr.com/post/180859456406/reddie-as-roommates-and-realizing-that-holy-fuck" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reddie, fic rec, she at it again? my fav?, yeAH
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Maybe 40 or Big Damn Kiss with 95(sleep intimacy) ??? For reddie if you want to!
<p><b>These are sm fun omfg I’m gonna try to make these longer, not sure this is what you were hoping for sorry darling (from <a href="https://honeybeehanlon.tumblr.com/post/178992285939/fanfiction-trope-mash-up">this</a> post. don’t send me anymore I have finals)</b></p>
<p>“Did you want anything from the store?” The muffled groan that came from the sheets was all the answer Eddie needed. He laughed quietly, kissing the mused curls that weren’t covered by their comforter. “Twinkies and sour patch kids it is. I’ll be back soon. <i>Please</i> stay in bed, Rich.” Eddie sighed before leaving the bedroom.<b><br/></b></p>
<p>Richie stayed under the sheets until he heard the front door shut and lock. He still rested in bed, grappling with himself to leave the bed.</p>
<p><i>Okay, Richie. You can do this. Just get up… now!</i></p>
<p><i>…Now!</i></p>
<p><i>And… Now!</i></p>
<p><i>Shit.</i></p> <p><a href="https://honeybeehanlon.tumblr.com/post/180818392194/maybe-40-or-big-damn-kiss-with-95sleep-intimacy" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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&ldquo;You&rsquo;re new and cute and I&rsquo;m gonna show you around just to get to know you&rdquo; AU
<ul><li>Eddie was so excited to switch away from UMaine. To get out of Maine finally, away from his mother’s smothering hold. He went as far as he could afford to and California was beautiful </li><li>And so were the people, he couldn’t help but notice now as he stared at an incredibly cute curly haired boy wandering out of the campus book store, looking utterly lost. </li><li>Maine Eddie wouldn’t be able to look at the cute boy for more than a second without his mind going into overdrive and forcing his eyes away. Bad, dirty thoughts. Ma said so. </li><li>But his Ma wasn’t here and this wasn’t Maine. He could look at the cute curly boy all he wanted, he could even talk to him if he so wanted. And hell , he wanted. </li><li>“Hey, you lost?”</li><li>Cute curly boy jumps and frowns. “No, I-“ He looks Eddie up and down. “Actually, yeah. Could you show me where the English building is?” </li><li>And this is why Eddie didn’t talk to cute boys. Because talking to a cute boy Eddie is a damn idiot who had no idea where the English building is, but was still saying “Yeah totally!” </li><li>The cute boy smiled at him. “Okay so… where is it?” </li><li>Eddie knew he was blushing. “Yeah it’s… You just have to go a little.. and uhm…” </li><li>The cute boy laughed. “You have no idea where it is, do you?”</li><li>“No, it’s like my second day, I don’t know where anything is.” Eddie blurted out, the cute boy only laughing more. </li><li>“Well, I guess it’s a good thing I’ve been going here for two years, and I can walk you class.”</li><li>Eddie blinked. “Why would you pretend to be lost?”</li><li>“You assumed I was lost, and I played along because a cute guy was going to give me directions.”</li><li>Eddie thought he might be able to die from blushing so hard. </li><li>“But now I can walk him to class, so it’s still a win. Name’s Tozier, Richie Tozier.”</li><li>“Eddie Kaspbrak.” </li></ul>
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neighbors au?
<ul><li>Let’s be real, Richie is the worst neighbor. </li><li>He plays music too loud, too late. He even speaks too loud sometimes. He <i>apparently</i> can’t bother to do a full grocery shop, Eddie couldn’t count how many times Richie comes over to “borrow” eggs or sugar or some other basic need. </li><li>“It’s an ulterior motive, obviously,” Richie told him one day, after borrowing some milk. “I actually just want to see your beautiful, beautiful face.” </li><li>Eddie decides one day that maybe he needs to see what kind of disaster this place was but once an overly excited Richie let’s him in, Eddie is terribly disappointed </li><li>Richie’s place is nice, normal even. Messy, yeah, but dude has groceries. He has lots of them, and he doesn’t even look confused that Eddie’s going through his cupboard and fridge. </li><li>“What the hell?” </li><li>“I told you. It was a rouse. I just thought my neighbor was hot and wanted an excuse to hit him up.”</li><li>“… you owe me so many eggs. I’m taking these.” </li></ul>
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detective au?
<ul><li>Eddie is a detective in the 1930s. <br/></li><li>Black and white, smoky office, fedora, the whole shebang.<br/></li><li>One day a guy comes into his office, scary looking dude, and tells Eddie he’ll pay double Eddie’s normal rate if he finds this guy ASAP. <br/></li><li>Eddie doesn’t like the guy but he does like money so he agrees to take the case. </li><li>All Eddie has to go on is a grainy picture and a name- Richie Tozier. <br/></li><li>He starts asking questions, shaking down a few people, doing what he can to find out anything about this guy. <br/></li><li>Eddie learns a few facts about Richie. The guy is a gambler, a good one, but he lost big to this guy and then disappeared. <br/></li><li>The more Eddie learns about him the more intrigued he is- he has some close friends who are willing to hide him and everyone seems to have a story about how they owe Richie their life. <br/></li><li>Eventually Eddie finds Richie, holed up in a shitty hotel and chain smoking shitty cigarettes. <br/></li><li>The only thing Richie said was, “Took you long enough.” <br/></li><li>Eddie couldn’t take him in. He’d learned too much about this odd character. He didn’t want to give Richie over to have his fingers broken. <br/></li><li>So he makes a deal with Richie, he’ll let him go if Richie leaves the state for a while- goes on a vacation of sorts until all this blows over. <br/></li><li>Richie smirks and agrees on one condition. <br/></li><li>“If you come with me cutey.” </li></ul>
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Reddie + &quot;You&rsquo;ve got a date tonight and you asked for advice on what to wear but I&rsquo;m so in love with you and damn you look good in the outfit I picked out for you&quot; &lt;3333
<p>Stells! &lt;3 I did my best to channel your Queer Eye Eddie for this! &lt;3</p>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14520066/chapters/39335362">Read here on AO3</a></p>
<p><b></b></p>
<p>“What about this one?” Richie asked, spinning around the living room.  </p>
<p>	Eddie scrunched up his nose, shaking his head. “Richie, really? God no.” </p>
<p>	Richie looked down at his outfit, pulling at the shirt. “What’s wrong with it?”</p>
<p>	Eddie put down his wine and walked over to his lanky friend. “You’re going to a fancy seafood place, right?” Richie nodded. “Maybe wearing a shirt that makes a joke about comparing your penis to a fish isn’t the right choice. Especially for a first date.” Richie opened his mouth to argue but Eddie shook his head. “I’m right here. Also,” Eddie fingered the Hawaiian shirt. “These haven’t been cool for years.”</p>
<p>	“Hey!” Richie drew back, pretending to be hurt. “I see people wearing them all the time.”</p>
<p>	“Only if they’re going to a Jimmy Buffet concert.” </p>
<p>	Richie sighed. “Well fuck, this is my third outfit. Maybe I just shouldn’t go. I can call him and cancel.”</p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/180563424227/reddie-youve-got-a-date-tonight-and-you-asked" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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You&rsquo;re an actor/other famous person that I really admire and I just saw you in the street and as I was debating whether or not to say hi you came up to me and started flirting what do I do?? &amp; reddie?
<p>Hi!! I just finished writing this and it turned out to be a little longer than a drabble, so I can’t post it all in this ask, but I’m going to post it on ao3 and then reblog it with the link! 💕</p>
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How about some fluffy reddie piggy back rides???
<p>Ask and you shall receive. Enjoy this ~mildly~ nsfw Reddie fluff, happy Thanksgiving weekend drunkards ;)<br/></p>
<h2><b>[Title: Pie, Then Uber]</b></h2>
<p><b>Pairing: </b>Richie Tozier x Eddie Kaspbrak </p>
<p><b>Words: </b>2k<b> </b></p>
<p><b>Warnings:</b> language, (mild) explicit content, tooth rotting fluFF</p>
<hr><p>Resting his head comfortably on Eddie’s shoulder, Richie took an obscenely large sip of his wine then whispered with a sultry heat into his ear, “<i>Baby</i>.”</p>
<p>Eddie instinctively shuddered at the indirect, intimate contact. </p>
<p>Richie crept his fingers up Eddie’s inner clothed thigh under the hanging table cloth. Eddie shot him a warning glance, but did jack <i>shit</i> to combat his boyfriend’s lusty touches. If anything, he spread his legs a little more, welcoming Richie’s gropes despite the scowl. <i>Fuck</i>, he loved Richie’s hands on him; his large, strong, lengthy, practiced hands. </p> <p><a href="https://hypnoidvoid.tumblr.com/post/180479458521/how-about-some-fluffy-reddie-piggy-back-rides" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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100 with Reddie
<p><b>100</b>: I’m sorry, but that was adorable.

</p>
<p><b>Pairing</b>: Reddie</p>
<p style="">“What do you mean you told everybody we broke up?”<br/></p>
<p>“I’m sorry, okay, I was really mad. In my defense, I was <i>planning </i>on breaking up with you- I just stopped being mad first.”<br/></p> <p><a href="http://stephenskings.tumblr.com/post/180465516052" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Prompt:  &quot;Do it again&quot;
<p>I’m super rusty but I hope that you like it! It’s high school aged but nothing above a T rating.</p>
<p><b>I’m rebuilding my tag list so let me know if you want to be tagged in my fics.</b></p>
<hr><p>If anyone would have asked Eddie a year ago where he thought he’d be in the summer before his senior year of high school, sitting in the back of Richie Tozier’s rusty pick-up truck exchanging feverish kisses with the boy in question wouldn’t have been anywhere in his thoughts. Yet here he was, fingers knotted in riotous dark curls and knees digging into the leather seat on either side of Richie’s slim hips.</p>
<p>Eddie would swear until his dying day, even after they got together, that he never thought of Richie like this until the first time they kissed. He’d be a damn liar, but he’d still swear it. In truth, he’d imagined it a million times. In his thoughts, Richie always made up for his sloppiness with enthusiasm. The truth was far better. Richie kissed like it was an art form in itself, starting slow with soft caresses and gentle nibbles before building into a wonderful crescendo.</p> <p><a href="https://reddieforlove.tumblr.com/post/180465468228/prompt-do-it-again" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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okay so every time Richie and Eddie are on a road trip (with the losers or alone whatever you want) Eddie gives Richie a blowjob or starts palming him through his pants (sometimes he even sits down on Richie&rsquo;s lap with his back against Richie&lsquo;s chest and he just starts riding him (especially when they&rsquo;re on a road trip with the losers and they&rsquo;re sitting in the backseat) and Richie LOVES it.
<p>im assuming you don’t literally mean they would have sex in the backseat w their friends present (..?!) because beverly would push them out of a moving vehicle but uhh nsfw/risqué stuff ahead, i imagine they’re early 20s in this and it’s modern because fight me!</p>
<p><br/></p>
<hr><p><br/></p>
<p>• most the losers love road trips together obviously<br/>• stan kind of hates being in a cramped car w everyone, but since mike got a truck, he’s been much more comfortable riding shotgun w him<br/>• of course bill rides along in the truck too<br/>• because does he want to sit next to reddie in the backseat for the trip?<br/>• (the answer is no)<br/>• (they’re either making out or bickering)<br/>• richie has his truck but it’s so beat up the damn thing has broken down on three road trips so they quit taking it<br/>• (eddie can usually get it started again but it’s just not worth the hassle)<br/>• they take bens car instead<br/>• richie is fine w it because he and eddie can just fuck around in the backseat<br/>• throw snacks at each other to see who can catch it in their mouth, wave to other cars out the window, serenade one another obnoxiously to the cds/radio playing</p> <p><a href="https://delicateloser.tumblr.com/post/172530296719/okay-so-every-time-richie-and-eddie-are-on-a-road" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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hi love, if you&#039;re still taking prompts i&#039;d love something angsty (but with a happy ending?!) with #30?? xx
<p>So…this isn’t the happiest ending. My bad anon, it kinda just happened. It’s hopeful, and that’s what matters right? Right? </p><p><i><b>30. So that’s it? It’s over?</b></i></p><p>Eddie watched the exchange through the sea of students. There was a faint ringing in his ears, his heart sputtering along with the rhythm of the feet around him. It wasn’t like he wanted to watch, the exact opposite actually, but as Bill and Stan’s exchange changed to something else he found that his eyes were glued. They had yet to come to their friends about their blossoming relationship but if Eddie knew, than Richie knew, and that was the tragedy of it all.</p><p>As Richie’s best friend, Eddie had listened to the trashmouth fawn over the curly haired boy for years. Stan this, Stan that, Stan, Stan, Stan. “Do you see his sweater today Eds, fucking adorable.” “Did you think he saw me staring, god I hope not.” “I’ve never felt like this about anyone before Eddie, that has to mean something.” </p><p>That last one had hurt, practically ripping Eddie’s heart out on the spot. If anyone understood the internal conflict that Richie was going through, it was him. Watching the person you loved, love someone else was hard, being the person who they went to when they wanted to talk about their love was down right unbearable. Was it fair? No. But did Eddie allow it all to happen, even if it was at a great personal cost? Yes. </p><p>Slamming his locker door, he pried himself away unable to watch any longer. It wasn’t that Eddie hated Stan, he was one of his closest friends but his blatant disregard for Richie’s feelings earned him a place on his shit list. Stan knew about the trashmouths feelings, Eddie himself had been there when he had admitted it, he just didn’t feel the same way and that wasn’t his fault. That didn’t mean that sucking face in the middle of a busy high school hallway was the kindest thing he had ever done. </p><p>Eddie skipped his next class, ignoring the uncomfortable feeling in his gut and his mother’s voice in his head. He allowed his feet to carry him down the hall, knowing exactly where to go. Just as the bell rang, his hands touched the heavy wood of the double doors leading into the auditorium. The place was deserted, good. </p><p>There was a faint whimper, the tiny sound echoing against the the walls and punching Eddie in the chest. Looking up he could see Richie’s silhouette, hunched over, almost curled up into a ball on the skywalk. Sighing, the short boy walked onto the stage, heading behind the curtain. When he finally found the latter his stomach churned, feeling his fear of heights crawl under his skin. Swallowing down his common sense, he began to climb. His hands shaking with each bar he grasped. </p><p>He cursed the entire way up, muttering the vulgar words under his breath. Once he was at the top he managed to stand on the wobbling platform. He wanted to vomit, but didn’t for the simple fact that his best friend was broken on the other side of the extremely long walkway. Step by step he made his way towards Richie, feeling every nerve fight his fears. Although it was probably only about a 10 feet stretch, it felt like a mile for Eddie, his fingers gripping onto the handrail so strongly that his palms throbbed. </p><p>Richie didn’t look up when he finally made it to him, instead he watched his feet, swinging them aimlessly under him. “Hey.” Eddie mumbled, holding his breath as he took a seat beside his friend. “I knew I’d find you here.” </p><p>“How did you even get up here?” Richie asked, his voice void of emotion. “You fucking hate heights.” </p><p>“I managed.” He admitted, trying his best not to look at the ground but instead focusing on his friends face. </p><p>They sat in silence, neither of them wanting to begin the conversation that was soon to come. Eddie had to admit that the the auditorium was kind of eerie, the silence crawling along his skin, it’s sharpened nails digging into his tender skin. This sucked, there was no other way to describe it, this fucking sucked. </p><p>“He’s with Bill now.” Richie finally whispered, his voice breaking. “But I guess you already know since you’re here.”</p><p>“Yeah.” Eddie confessed, “I saw.”</p><p>“I feel so broken Eds.” Richie whispered, lowering his tone so that it was just above a whisper. “I feel like he tore my heart out.” </p><p>Eddie could relate. “I know Rich. I’m so sorry it turned out like this.” And he meant it. He was sorry. Above all else, he wanted for him to be happy, even if that meant loving someone that wasn’t him. Even if it meant pain for himself, it was all worth it to see Richie’s bright and inviting smile. </p><p>“I don’t want to feel like this.” Eddie could hear the tear in his voice, the waterfall of tears trailing down his face. “I don’t want to be heartbroken any more. I’m done. I’m fucking done with him, if he doesn’t love me back then screw him!” </p><p>Eddie’s heart twisted. “So that’s it? It’s over?” He found himself asking, “You think you can forget him just like that? Just with the snap of your finger.” </p><p>“I have to.” Richie whined, “I have to let him go. If it’s not supposed to be, then so be it. As long as he’s happy, as long as he’s loved, I think I can get by.” </p><p>It was a double edge sword. Two sides of the same coin. Eddie loved Richie, Richie loved Stan, and Stan loved Bill. How did it come down to this, how did they end up in this predicament? It was such a shit show that it was almost funny. Almost. </p><p>“It’s not that simple.” Eddie whispered, feeling his face fluster. “Love is strong Rich, you have no idea what you’re willing to do until you find yourself at that crossroad.” Oh how his own words cut him, how deep the poison of his truth seep into his open wounds. “You’ll always love him, I can promise you that.” </p><p>Richie sniffled, shaking his head. “I feel like I’m going to die.” </p><p>“You will.” Eddie wasn’t sure why he continued, spilling all of his secrets into the already thick air. “When you’re around him, it’ll be hard to breathe. When he talks to you, nothing else will seem to matter. When you see them together you will be convinced that the feeling in your chest is going to drag you down but-” He stopped, his own tears burning his eyes. </p><p>“But?” Riche pressed, looking up to his face for the first time. </p><p>“But that’s love Rich. It’s the feeling he gives you, the high he brings. It’s being selfless and selfish at the same time. It’s helping him through his problems and then wishing that your heart would stop beating the moment he smiles at you because at least you can die happy. Love is the most terrible and wonderful things in the world. And it’s what will kill us in the end, but it’s those stolen moments that make it all worth it.” When he finished, he could feel his body tremble. The truth in his own words, the pain in his tone fell onto the floor below with a thud. It was painful, but it was true. </p><p>“You love Bill don’t you?” Richie asked, taking Eddie by surprise. “That’s why you feel that way right? Because Bill is in love with Stan?” </p><p>“Yeah.” He lied, his heart shattering. “Yeah that’s why.” </p><p>Richie nodded his head, a chuckle rumbling in his chest. “We are both fucked aren’t we?” </p><p>Eddie smiled, “Yes.” He muttered, his tears spilling onto his shirt. “But we will survive Rich. We will be okay.”</p><p>“Thank you Eds.” Richie said, a smile curling at the corner of his lips. “You are the most amazing best friend I could have asked for. I love you.” </p><p>Another punch in the chest, another blow to his body. If all else failed he could live this way, yes he thought, he could survive with being the best friend. He could live with the way thing were, even if Richie never noticed the way he felt he could at least make him happy in every other way. Still he held onto the hope that someday he would open his eyes, and maybe it would happen. Maybe someday they could be together, but for now he would settle. Eddie would settle being there for Richie in the way he needed it the most. With a forced smile he replied, </p><p>“I love you too.”</p><p>But not in the same way. </p>
Tags: drabble, oh god, i love this!!
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Pastel!Richie doing Punk!Eddies make up and (this will forever be one of my favourite hc&#039;s) they switch their nail polish so both of them have one hand with Richie&#039;s favourite pastel colour and the other is just black because Eddie is an edgy boi//Also!! Eddie being able to lift Richie up (because let&#039;s be real Richie&#039;s a twig) and him just carrying a giggling Richie around bridal style ~ Brain
<p>brain,,.,baby,.,, u kno the way to my heart,., fuckcing,., p.s. i rambled a bit adkfnjejf</p> <p><a href="https://jortsboy.tumblr.com/post/168867189829/pastelrichie-doing-punkeddies-make-up-and-this" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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imagine.... soft stozier waking up together.... warm sunlight filling the room... lazy morning kisses... tracing the bruises and bite marks from the previous night.... slow sex and whispered praise...... just, soft stozier my dude
<p>i have been waiting to write some stozier for ages y’all know this so fuck it imma do it ALSO THIS IS THE FIRST REAL PIECE OF SMUT I’VE EVER WRITTEN AND ITS FILTH. THERE’S NOT MANY SUPER EXPLICIT WORDS JUST DIRTY TALK BECAUSE THAT’S ALL IM GOOD AT AND USING THE WORD <strike>DICK </strike>OR <strike>COCK </strike>IS GROSS TO ME</p>
<p><b>warnings:</b> <i>making out, grinding, blow jobs, explicit dirty talk, morning sex, lots of fluff as well cos im a sucker for it; once again pls refer to my aged up characters list <b><a href="http://toziertrashmouth.tumblr.com/nsfwocl">HERE </a></b>as these fc’s are what i will always use for nsfw content (and tbh any content)</i></p> <p><a href="http://toziertrashmouth.tumblr.com/post/167719742489/imagine-soft-stozier-waking-up-together" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Headcannon that even though Sonia and Richie dont get along and despite all the crap Eddies mom talks about him richie has no problem getting along with all of eddies aunts and they love him and it pokes eddies heart.
<ul><li>Sonia Kaspbrak and Richie Tozier agreed on exactly two things: 1) Eddie is the best person  on the planet 2) It is not a good idea for Richie to meet Eddie’s aunts.<br/></li><li>Richie could only imagine Eddie’s aunts as carbon copies of Sonia, and really it was hard enough to deal with one of them. If he wanted to spend the holidays being criticized and looked down upon for being with Eddie, he might as well stay at his own home.</li><li>Sonia didn’t want Richie to meet her family, because then she could no longer deny that her son was gay and in a romantic relationship with a boy she didn’t even want him to be friends with. She didn’t want her sisters to find out that she had failed raising her son so spectacularly.</li><li>But, Eddie was determined and eventually both Sonia and Richie gave in.</li><li>The three of them agreed that Richie and Eddie would keep their relationship more or less on the down-low. They weren’t going to deny it if Eddie’s aunts asked them about it, but they wouldn’t kiss in fron of them.</li><li>So, two days before Christmas, all three of them piled into Sonia’s car and set off for Eddie’s aunts.</li><li>They made it through the first day almost completely without trouble.</li><li>To everyone’s surprise (except for Eddie’s), his aunts absolutely <i>loved </i>Richie. They kept pinching his cheeks and telling him how handsome and cute he was almost as much as they did to Eddie. Except Richie <i>loved</i> it.</li><li>Richie didn’t have any family that treated him like that, so when they gushed over him or tried to feed him cookies he just revelled in it.</li><li>He had no trouble at all playing the perfect nephew-in-law</li><li>“What a beautiful dress, aunt Janet, it really brings out your eyes.”<br/></li><li>“Did you make this painting, aunt Margaret? I see where Eddie gets his talent from.”<br/></li><li>The more they seemed to love him, the more it pissed Sonia off. The whole time she just watched him with narrowed eyes, waiting for the moment Richie’s “facade” would slip. (Of course, it was no facade and Richie would have been just as lovely to her if she had showed him even an ounce of love.)</li><li>Richie officially could do no more wrong in the eyes of aunt Janet and aunt Margaret when they found out he knew how to play bridge. (Turned out his summer job at the retirement home paid off anyway).</li><li>They stayed up late playing bridge while Janet and Margaret asked all about Richie and Eddie’s life. They were delighted to hear that Eddie had such a nice group of friends. They mentioned they hadn’t seen him so happy in years which made both of the boys blush.</li><li>When it was near midnight, Eddie excused himself to go to bed. He got up and out of habit, he kissed Richie goodnight.</li><li>Richie and Eddie froze up when they realized what they had done, and aunt Janet and aunt Margaret went quiet.</li><li>“So what do you think of that?! Do you see what I have to put up with?!” Sonia gloated, looking at her sisters triumphantly.<br/></li><li>Aunt Margaret and aunt Janet shared a look before putting their cards down.</li><li>“Pastor Martin gave a lovely sermon on this a few months ago.” Margaret said, choosing her words carefully. “As Christians we should strive to be kind and compassionate to all. It’s not our place to judge people, especially not for loving each other.” <br/></li><li>“So what do you think of that, Sonia?” Janet asked innocently.<br/></li><li>Richie gave Eddie’s a mom a look that said <i><b>Yeah what do you think of that, Sonia???!!!!</b></i></li><li>Soina is looking like a fish on dry land: eyes bulging out and mouth opening and closing. Eventually she grudgingly agrees, not wanting to go against the pastor in front of her sisters.</li><li>Of course, Eddie and Richie’s sleeping arrangements are changed. They are not longer allowed to sleep in the same room, but the aunts assure them that they would have done the same thing if Eddie had brought along a girlfriend.</li><li>Janet shows Richie the pullout on the attic, but before she leaves him she pulls him into a big hug.</li><li>“Your a good egg, Richard, now don’t go hurting our Eddie”<br/></li><li>“I would never, aunt Janet.”<br/></li><li>The rest of the days go by swimmingly.</li><li>Aunt Janet knitted both Eddie and Richie a sweater (she knew he was coming in advance) and makes them wear it for the family picture. </li><li>Richie has the biggest smile in the picture, because when was the last time he took a family photo???</li><li>They show him all of Eddie’s baby pictures and Richie just melts.</li><li>Aunt Margaret came very close to giving Richie a haircut once, but Eddie was able to prevent it at the last minute. At this point, Richie was about ready to do whatever the aunts asked of him because they were just so nice to him.</li><li>They played even more bridge and drank a lot of egg nog which lead to some embarassing stories about Janet, Margaret and Sonia’s childhood. </li><li>Eventually even Sonia started to warm up to Richie a little bit. If her sisters liked him and the pastor was okay with it, then maybe, maybe it was alright.</li><li>All in all, it was the best Christmas the boys had had in years, and they promised to come back next year.</li><li>They kept their promise and every year they’d visit Eddie’s aunts for the holidays. Eventually they even brought their kids along who loved the aunts just as much,</li><li>&lt;3</li></ul>
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ok but &ldquo;it&acute;s my [insert family relation here]&acute;s wedding and seeing all these happy couples is killing me and all i can think about is how this was almost us&rdquo; AU (bonus: &ldquo;i know that it&rsquo;s two in the morning and i&rsquo;m dressed really formally and a little (a lot) bit drunk but i couldn&rsquo;t stop thinking about you after my grandma asked how you were doing also can i come in it&rsquo;s freezing out here&rdquo;) is a masterpiece. also who doesn&rsquo;t love eddie taking care of drunk!richie, it&rsquo;s in the bible
<p>Anon! I love this one. </p>
<p>First of many prompts folks. Read the whole thing before you come for my head.</p>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14520066/chapters/39214968">Read here on AO3 </a></p>
<p><b></b></p>
<p>Richie looked around the ceremony watching his cousin, Tonya, and her new wife, Amber, dancing to their first song, Don’t wanna miss a thing. </p>
<p>	How cliché, he thought bitterly, sitting down with his third beer. Our song would have been better. He knew because they had talked about it. They had talked about everything for their wedding. Their first danced would have been to Africa by Toto. It had been their song since they were kids and there would have been nothing better than to fly around the dance floor to it. </p>
<p>	Taking a sip of his beer he thought about what else they would have done differently. Less white, that’s for sure. Eddie was a silver and purple kind of guy, maybe with some pink accents. It would have been classy. And there was no way it would have been in a barn, even a nice one like this. He almost smiled, imagining Eddie complaining about sitting on hay bales. </p>
<p>	But his smile dropped as Amber took a microphone and requested that all the happy couples join them on the dance floor. He watched as most of the crowd stood and walked towards her. She announced they would be celebrating everyone’s anniversary and seeing who had been married the longest. Richie grimaced and finished his beer. </p>
<p>	He made it through the 15 year couples before he couldn’t watch anymore. Standing, he grabbed another drink and made his way outside, hoping the cool night air would help. </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/180424491437/ok-but-it-s-my-insert-family-relation-here-s" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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DRAW BEVERLY RIDING A BIKE OR LIKE BEING SUPER BUFF OR SOMETHING
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143 113 and 57 ❤❤
<p>57. 

We could get struck by lightning, but you want to kiss in the rain.

</p><p>113. 

Are you high?

</p><p>143. 

Be serious for two minutes, please.

</p><hr><p>It had all turned to shit in a matter of seconds. </p><p>They had been strolling along the river, talking and enjoying their time together when the weather decided to turn on him. Rain came down in sheets, thunder clapped and lightning lit up the dark sky. Of course, people ran because why in the hell wouldn’t they? Any sane person would but Richie held onto Eddie’s arm, trying to justify staying out in the storm just a little bit longer. </p><p>“<i><b>We could get struck by lightning, but you want to kiss in the rain.</b></i>” Eddie laughed, the dress shirt he had picked out just for their night out clinging onto him like a second skin. His smile was beaming, his eyes amused and confused at the same time. Richie wanted to kiss him, to pepper him with the love he deserved. “

<i><b>Are you high</b></i>?” <br/></p><p>“I wish I was.” Richie shot right back, nervously shifting from one foot to another as yet another couple ran past them, seeking shelter in a nearby store. There was a weight in his pocket, a rock that kept him grounded to the moment. It had been weeks of planning, of awkward calls and getting advice. This moment had literally been years in the making and mother nature just had to fuck him over. “I mean maybe then I wouldn’t feel like I as gong to throw up.” <br/></p><p>“Was it the sushi because I told you not to-” <br/></p><p>“No it’s not he sushi,” Richie cut, shaking his head and pushing the dropping curls from his glasses. There was a terrifying chuckle rumbling in his chest, making him sound like a mad man. Eddie must have picked up on his uneasiness because he stopped trying to cover himself with his jacket and instead faced his boyfriend full on. “It’s you. It’s always been you Eddie.” <br/></p><p>“What’s going on.” Eddie asked, biting his bottom lip. There was a joke made, something from Richie’s go to bank that made the other boy scoff.  It had been automatic, but it was wrong in so may ways. “<i><b>Be serious for two minutes, please. </b></i>We are standing out here in the middle of a thunderstorm and you look like you’ve seen a fucking ghost. What’s wrong babe? Are you-” Eddie paused, a sob like noise coming from the back of his throat as he adjusted his drenched jeans. “Are you dumping me? In the rain?” <br/></p><p>“What!” Richie shouted, making his boyfriend jump. “Oh my god no! The exact opposite. Why would you think-” <br/></p><p>“Richie.” Eddie warned. <br/></p><p>Ungracefully he shoved his hand into the front of his pants, pulling out a red velvet box that was almost black from the moisture. Dropping to one knee he held it up, his heart pounding so hard against his ribs that it was a wonder how they hadn’t cracked. He forced a smile, even though all he wanted to do was blurt the first thing that came to mind-which was a mom joke-he stuck to the script that Beverly had helped him write. “Eddie Kaspbrak, I’ve loved you since we were thirteen and I know that I’m not the most handsome man or the most sympathetic or whatever but I am hopelessly in love with you. I can’t promise that it’ll be easy or it’ll always be fun but you should know-”</p><p>“Yes.” Eddie blurted, making Richie gape up to him. The rain continued to fall, large droplets falling between them making the space seem like miles rather than feet. With a crack of thunder Eddie laughed, really laughed as he dropped to his knees right in front of his lover. Grabbing hold of Richie’s collar he forced the trashmouth forward, kissing him full on the mouth in one feverish display of emotion. “Yes, of course I will marry you.” </p><p>Richie lunged for Eddie, wrapping his long arms around the smaller boys shoulders pulling him into a bone crushing hug. They sat there, in the middle of a raging storm, blissfully unaware of the world around them. It was just the two of them, lost in the moment that changed the course of their lives. Just Richie and Eddie, who never knew anyone other than each other, who deserved and wanted only this. </p><p><i>Love.</i></p><p><i>Home.</i></p><p><i>Forever. </i></p>
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97!
<p>97. Are you trying to flirt? Because, you’re embarrassing yourself.</p><p>The liquor was harsh against the back of his throat, burning a trail to his stomach. His once pristine tux now hung off of his shoulders lazily, his tie undone and shirt open. Luckily the open bar welcomed his sorry ass with warm arms, listening to his complaints and his bitter comments. The reception conditioned to rage on behind him, people danced, sang and rejoiced all the while he drowned his sorrows with bourbon. </p><p>“Are you going to sit around and mope or are you going to actually participate?” A sharp voice asked, making Richie flinch. “Your best friend just got married, the least you an do is pretend to be happy.” </p><p>“Listen <i>Beverly</i>,” The name came out in a slur, making his head ache. “I agreed to come, I didn’t agree to be happy.” </p><p>“Wow.” She whistled, unnamed. “You are really going to milk this entire thing aren’t you?” </p><p>“Looks like it.” </p><p>The girl beside him sighed, placing a gentle hand on his shoulder making him cringe at the sympathy that was in the action. Richie didn’t want this, he didn’t want anyone to feel sorry for him. He and Bill had broken up over a year ago, so what he had met a pretty young thing in LA and so what they were expecting a baby and getting married. That shouldn’t make him feel so shitty, so worthless and yet here he was with a hole in his heart and a sick feeling in his gut. Life was moving on and as per usual, Richie Tozier was being left behind. </p><p>“Look, why don’t you try and find someone to take home? Huh, a good romp in the sheets would do you good.” </p><p>“Are you suggesting I have a one night stand?” He faked a gasp, clutching his chest and looking over to her swollen belly and annoyed look. “Is Miss ‘commitment is key’ telling me to slum it with some slut?” </p><p>“I didn’t say slut.” Beverly corrected with a snap, “Ben and I are just tired of hearing you bitch about life and if getting your rocks off with someone you will never see again breaks you from this slump then so be it.” </p><p>“Hmmm.” Richie hummed, taking another long drink. “I’ll think about it.” </p><p>Beverly rolled her eyes, “You do that.” She left then, patting his arm and walking away from the stench that came from his breath. </p><p>Richie swirled his bourbon, looking down the length of the bar and watching as a well dressed man stepped up, motioning for the bartender. The guy was cute, with his soft brown hair and gentle eyes. He wasn’t tall or muscular which is what Richie usually went for but desperate times called for desperate measures. Slinking down three seats he forced a smile, brushing back his matted hair and adjusting his glasses. </p><p>“Hey there handsome, you uh-come here often.” </p><p>The guys eyes snapped to him, am annoyed frown crossing his features. “Excuse me?” He asked, offering Richie an escape. </p><p>Which of course, Richie opted to ignore. “I haven’t seen you around before, you a fan of the groom or bride? I bet you are for the groom right?” </p><p><b>“Are you trying to flirt? Because, you’re embarrassing yourself.” </b>The man snapped, a growl rumbling from the back of his throat. </p><p>“Fuck.” Richie groaned, rubbing his temples forcing the entire charade to melt away. “Yeah, sorry. I haven’t done this in a long time.” </p><p>The guys features softened at the honesty in Richie’s words, his drink being placed in front of him but he ignored it as he turned to face the trashmouth full on. Richie looked up to him, noting how absolutely adorable he looked with his heart shaped face and button nose. “I’m sorry too. I didn’t really want to come here except my friend dragged me because he thought he couldn’t get a date but he found some guy on the dance floor and now I’m drinking alone.” </p><p>“Oh. That sucks.” </p><p>“Yep, story of my life.” </p><p>The music slowed, and it was apparent that it was an indication of some kind of wedding tradition. Richie tried to busy himself, not to watch his ex and his new bride twirl around the dance floor, blissfully unaware of his sullen emotion. “So you didn’t answer, are you here for the bride or the groom?” </p><p>The nameless man raised an eyebrow, taking a sip of his martini. “I honestly thought that was a question to ask if I was gay.” He laughed, the noise so light that Richie felt his head spin. “The bride is a coworker of mine, we were invited because she want’s to transfer into my ward.” </p><p>“Your what?” </p><p>“I’m the head pediatrician of the children ward at Saint Francis hospital.” He explained, shrugging the title off of his shoulder. “Most nurses want to work with kids, they are so much nicer than adults. Audra has been trying to transfer for months.” </p><p>“Ah, so a doctor huh? That’s hot.” </p><p>“Right, sure.” He jeered, scoffing. “Long hours and late nights. Totally screw worthy.” </p><p>“Meh, you would be surprised, a lot of people have a doctor fetish. Me included” It was just an add in, an shot in the dark but it caught the man’s attention none the less. Richie sputtered for a moment, the words lacking until he finally spat out. “Honestly I was just looking for a one night stand but I can see you’re not that type of person. It’s just nice to talk to someone who isn’t gushing over the lovely couple.” </p><p>“A one night stand huh?” The guy asked, tapping a finger against his drink as he hummed. “What are you having some kind of self destruction streak?” </p><p>“Kinda.” Richie admitted, “The groom is my ex.” </p><p>“Oh really?” The man asked, turning his head and staring at the dance floor for a moment before coming back to Richie. “Do you have a room upstairs?” </p><p>“I do but I don’t think-”</p><p>“Alright let’s go.” He cut, downing his martini in one gulp, whipping his lips against his extensive suit. “Mike’s gone and I’ll have to call a cab anyways so might as well end this shitty night with a bang.” </p><p>“W-what?” Richie sputtered, gaping awkwardly. </p><p>“You’re attractive, in your own dorky looking way. I’m sure you are acquitted in bed but I’ve got to be honest, it has been a <i>long </i>time since I’ve well-you know.” </p><p>The song behind them ended, the venue erupting in a cloud of cheers. Richie couldn’t pry himself from the man that stood before him, the once caramel eyes now dark and lustful. It was like some kind of movie, a shitty romcom that ended with a cut sex scene and shitty confession. Still, there was an appeal to the man, a honest feeling boiling in the pit of his stomach. “I don’t even know your name.” Richie confessed, slightly whimpering as the man placed a scorching palm on his inner thigh, leaning to whisper into his ear as if it was a secret. </p><p>“Eddie.” </p><p>“Richie.” He replied back, chewing on his inner cheep to conceal the moan in the back of his throat. </p><p>“Well Richie, are you going to take me upstairs or what?” </p><p><i>Fuck</i>, Richie thought as he lead the eager man though the sea of people and towards the exit. <i>This guy is going to be the death of me.</i></p>
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Okay but like &#039;90s Richie having to resist the temptation of touching Eddie too much cuz he knows he&#039;s a virgin and thinks taking things slow would be best for him and he just wants their first time to be amazing, but Eddie feeling insecure and interpreting Richie&#039;s hesitance as a sign that he&#039;s not attracted to him, like the poor man probably already feels undesirable due to going his whole life without a romantic partner like ahhh the potential for cute misunderstandings is too good 😍
<p>Oh, God, yes. And a certain morning they’re having breakfast together, and Eddie is super self-conscious because the night before they had a date and he thought something would happen, but Richie just put an arm around him and fell asleep, like always, even when Eddie made it clear that he wanted to try sex (at least he thinks he did). And he’s just like “what’s so bad about me? 😞”, so he randomly asks “Hey, Rich, do you think I’m attractive?”</p>

<p>Richie chokes on his coffee, but he tries to play it cool and says “what kind of question is that? You’re literally the cutest guy alive! Am I not saying it often enough? I thought we had already established that!”</p>

<p>“Yeah, I mean, you always say I’m cute, but… Is that all you think about me?”</p>

<p>“W-what do you mean? *cold sweating*”</p>

<p>“Sometimes I think I’m just not attractive. Not like you, at least. Not like the guys on TV and the movies, you know?”</p>

<p>“No, I actually… don’t?”</p>

<p>“I mean, I’m used to people not thinking I’m attractive. But I really feel like I’m just not hot enough for you and you don’t like me that way and no one would ever want to touch me ‘cause I’m not that kind of guy and I…”</p>

<p>He’s clearly starting to get upset, so Richie takes his hands.</p>

<p>“Beep beep, Eds, I’m gonna stop you right there. What the hell are you talking about? Who put that stupid idea into your mind?”</p>

<p>“You!” Eddie starts crying.</p>

<p>Richie just holds him like “what the fuck did I do 😐”</p>
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I think 76 &amp; 114 would be interesting for the Drabble challenge hehe
<p>76. 

I think you need stitches

</p>
<p>114. 

No, you’re MY bitch.

</p> <p><a href="https://beepbeeprichiellc.tumblr.com/post/180357095403/i-think-76-114-would-be-interesting-for-the" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Can you do 74 + 86 with reddie?
<p>74. Huddling for Warmth </p><p>86. I Didn’t Mean to Turn You On </p><p>—</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="540" data-orig-width="540"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/7be41a6a71a37a97e684abe1dc56ad6c/tumblr_inline_pgkf40Bxy81tbqw53_540.jpg" data-orig-height="540" data-orig-width="540"/></figure><p>“Maybe we should just stop. It’s getting cold and late and we would be better off looking for the road in daylight.” </p><p>“No. We can’t stop now! If we stop now then it’ll be hours until we find the others.” Richie replied grumpily, trudging though the brush in an fiery huff. “This is all Beverly’s fault, she was the one who sent us up three campsites for fucking fire wood when there were trees literally everywhere!” </p><p>It wasn’t Eddie’s fault, not really but his harsh words echoed in the emptiness around them repeating his resentment over and over until it faded into the distance. The shorter boy didn’t answer, only kept his eyes forward as he followed his friend though the thickening woods. Richie felt a bubbling guilt in the pit of his stomach but kept it deep down where it was buried along side the rest of his feelings. </p><p>Three weeks ago Eddie had confessed his feelings for him, laying it all on the line in one hell of a display of intimacy and admiration. When Richie didn’t respond, frozen in time and space, Eddie took it upon himself to prove his words by kissing his childhood friend full on the lips. Richie almost fell, almost allowed himself to cave into the ultimate satisfactions of the love he felt gnawing at his damaged heart but as Eddie pulled away it was his fathers words he spoke instead of his own. </p><p>“I’m not a faggot.” </p><p>Since then everything had been in state of disarray, like a tornado of emotion had ripped though the earth leaving it completely wrecked. The Losers tried their best to keep things together. Even when Eddie finally agreed to come out of his house, making only two minutes into their weekly movie marathon before turning tail and running. Even when the trashmouth himself became cold and short with then, his friends did their best to keep their group together. </p><p>Which was why they were camping in the middle of fucking nowhere, so to fill the crack that Richie had created. Beverly thought it was a good idea to send he and the one person who hated him the most out to get some goddamn firewood before it got too dark. The only reason he had agreed to go was because of the guilt trip Bill had given him earlier, telling him to at least try and make Eddie feel better about what had happened. </p><p>And this was surly doing the exact opposite. </p><p>Fifteen grueling minutes later Eddie spoke up again, “Come on we are going in circles.” He sounded so tired, so strained from not only the walk but from the shattered relationship that they stepped on as they moved though the dirt. “Let’s just find a place and bunker down until sunrise so we can actually see where we are going.” </p><p>“No.” </p><p>“God damn it Richie!” Eddie hissed, stopping in his tracks. The sudden change in his tone forced the trashmouth to turn and face him. It had gotten so cold so quickly, Eddie’s short breaths coming out in a small cloud of smoke, his body shivering from the light breeze from the north. “I’m cold and this is getting us nowhere!” </p><p>“Well I’m sorry Eds but it wasn’t my idea to make that left turn.” It was a sharp indication that Richie was out of his comfort zone, placing blame where blame didn’t belong. “And who wears shorts to go camping? Honestly, do you even think about the consequences to your actions?” </p><p><i>Shit</i>.</p><p>The hurt that crossed Eddie’s features made Richie’s heart drop. “Fuck you.” The short boy growled under his breath, the rumble in his chest strong and commanding making Richie whimper in response. “Seriously, fuck you Richie.” </p><p>Richie groaned, rubbing the bridge of his nose and swallowing down the worst of his comment. “I know how that came out but I mean come on…don’t you own a pair of pants?” </p><p>Eddie laughed, actually laughed the noise coming deep from within him almost as if it had been boiling this entire time. “Oh I’m sorry, am I turning you on? I defiantly didn’t mean to do that because you aren’t a faggot right?” The word shook Richie to his bone, the hatred and disgust mirroring what had been spoken that night. “I knew I should have just stayed home, I would rather be with my overbearing mother than with you.” </p><p>“Wow, real nice Eddie.” Richie mocked, the ringing in his ears filling his brain with bees. “Way to make things better.” </p><p>“Ugh, I can’t believe this!” He screeched, pulling at his hair. “I honestly can’t believe fell in love someone like you. What in the hell is wrong with me?” It wasn’t a question that Richie was meant to answer, so he didn’t. “I’m an idiot, a fucking idiot for even telling you.” </p><p>Another shiver ripped though Eddie, tears trailing down the rise of his checks and crashing into the scruff of his collar. He looked so broken then, like there was a long crack down the middle separating him into two. One half being the old Eddie the other being the one who had been created the night Richie had turned him down. Love and hate, pain and pleasure, anger and happiness. </p><p>It was all his fault. </p><p>And Richie knew this. </p><p>“You’re freezing.” He finally breathed after a long bout of silence. Eddie dropped is scorching gaze and shifting his weight from foot to foot. Sighing heavily, he said the only thing that came to mind, “Come here, we can huddle for warmth.” </p><p>“I’d rather freeze to death.” </p><p>“Eddie-” </p><p>“I’m not over being dramatic, I would literally rather die.”</p><p>“Okay let’s just pretend that what happened between us never happened. That we are just normal Richie and Eds, just for right now for the sake of staying alive.” He took a cautious step forward, testing the waters but was met with a cold font as Eddie matched him backward. “I’m sorry okay, sorry for saying what I said and for how things had been for the past few weeks but we can hash that out later because right now if we don’t get you warm you are going to loose a limb.” </p><p>Eddie nodded after what felt like forever, allowing Richie to crowd his space. Ever so carefully Richie snaked his arm around his friends waist, pulling him close. He could feel Eddie’s heartbeat through the contact, hear the small intakes he took as he laid his head onto Richie’s chest and it made it all come crashing down. Eddie’s skin was electric, impulses being shot from where their skin met making Richie’s stomach kneed and twist. There were words on his tongue, soft an sweet ones that should have came that night of his Eddie’s confession. The truth, the painful and freeing truth nearly burst from within him. </p><p>“Eddie?” He whimpered. </p><p>“Yeah?” </p><p>“It think I-”</p><p>“RICHIE! EDDIE! WHERE ARE YOU???” Mike’s strong voice hollered from the distance forcing Eddie to rip himself from his arms. Richie cashed him for a moment, gripping onto his shoulders before the smaller boy shimmied him off. “HELLO? RICHIE! EDDIE!” </p><p>“We are here!” Eddie cried, keeping a stern eye on Richie but allowing their friends light to shine onto them. “We are over here!” </p><p>Breaking their connection Eddie walked away from Richie leaving him cold and wishing for more. </p>
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Okay okay okay. Reddie being in what Richie believes to be a life or death situation (it&rsquo;s not really that bad) and declaring his love for Eddie who just kisses him to shut him up. ❤️❤️ - Amy (reddies-spaghetti)
<p>So I hear you like “not that bad of a situation”….. I missed the memo (ends cute though). Love you Amy :”)</p><hr><p>On the road again.<b><br/></b></p><p>Dust, dirt, leaves, cracks in the pavement that fill with muck, the strangers, flurries of wind, unrecognizable horizons and sunsets: all part of the road, leading in directions uncharted. </p><p>They were on the road, but this time was different. There was no plan of return, no coming back to a town belittled with bloodied tragedy, no exacerbated guidance, and no want to remain there in the future, mentally exiling all people left behind. The safety net built by childhood disintegrated, scattering across the floor like smoke through fossilized spider webs. This was final. </p><p><i>Call me honey, please. I need to know you’re okay. You don’t have to tell me where you are, I just, I need to know you’re okay. We left things in a bad place, I know, but please call me. Everything will be okay. I promise. I need to hear from my baby, please. </i></p><p>The road called, and the road received. Staying stagnant can cripple a soul. Ultimately, the road is where we turn to in the end; it’s asphalt, even more enjoyable when rain falls to darken its shade and lift its smoky fragrance, and christens new beginnings but brings most journeys to finality. </p><p>Clocks tick, seasons melt into different hues of orange then blue, but the road remains. </p><p>“What’s the map say?” Richie eagerly asked, hands firm on the wheel. </p><p>Eddie scanned his eyes over the unraveled map, “Three more miles, then make a left.”</p><p>“Are you sure? You said three more miles like ten minutes ago.” </p><p>“I…… <i>yes</i> I’m sure,” Eddie confirmed without confidence. He placed a hand on Richie’s thigh as he drove, patting to reassure him, even if he himself, wasn’t sure. It also helped him forget the voicemail his mom left him. </p><p>“And look at that, Boston! What a good start,” Richie giggled, ravenously shaking his head to rid his face of the thick black locks hanging over his glasses. His crooked, horn rimmed glasses creeped down his nose as he drove, avoiding to fix them from concentrating on the looped cliff roads. </p><p>Eddie pushed Richie’s glasses up his nose for him and leaned closer, “Take pictures in graveyards with me.”</p><p>“But…. but the <i>dead</i> people, Eds. They’ll reach out from the ground and eat our <i>hearts</i>, our <i>brains</i>, our <i>dicks</i>, then use our bodies as <i>fucktoys</i>-”</p><p>Eddie pinched his lips and persuaded, “What if I buy you a chocolate apple, hmm? Chopped almonds and everything?”</p><p>Richie took a moment to deliberate, “I <i>do</i> like candy apples…”</p><p>“Knew you would cave-”</p><p><i>“HOLY SHI-”</i></p><p>A swerving UHAUL truck bounded the corner on the wrong side of the rode, crashing into the front of their Subaru and causing them to spin a few times, and then off the cliff. They were as good as dead.</p><p>The voice of his mother wrung in his ears, ‘<i>The world isn’t safe Eddie Bear, stay with Mommy. I’ll protect you</i>’.</p><p>They rolled once, twice, then was halted by the trunk of an oak tree, demolishing the rear passenger door and taking off the back end. Eddie and Richie simultaneously peered over their deployed airbags with staggered breath. </p><p>On the other side of the tree, the cliff vertically dropped about one hundred feet into a gully. The vicious river at the bottom would have killed them. In the car, or not in the car. They both knew it, and both started crying after minutes of silence. </p><p>Richie slowly unbuckled his seat belt and cupped Eddie’s cheek between hastened sobs, directing his face to look at him, “I love you Eddie,<i> look at me</i>, I love you so much.”</p><p>Eddie’s lip quivered and he leaned into Richie’s hand, placing his own hand over it, “I love you too. I-I can’t believe-”</p><p>Richie swiped his thumb over Eddie’s lips. There was nothing left to say, nothing left to do, nothing they <i>could</i> do. He lifted the center divider of the car and scooted himself close enough to Eddie to pick him up and place him in his lap.  </p><p>The kiss they shared was one they would never forget. Helicopters circled over their car, ambulances wailed above the cliff overhang, people shouted, but all the two could hear were their heartbeats in their ears. Everything else went silent. They were okay, and would be okay, even away from the place they ran from.</p><p>It was a kiss shared they both felt that may have never happened again. </p><hr><p><b>Permatags:</b> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mxscpmk-y0qApqVrMizDlTA">@noahschnapp</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/md95RrAKLRvk4Ztmh082akA">@kaspbrak-eddie</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mU7_EWOhIcB7mjfitje5JSQ">@richiefuckfacetozier</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mtkw7LyzvzPVM1AKQHoGd1w">@tozier-boy</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/md8-wcTvT-vOQKqg3KrM18w">@reddies-spaghetti</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mFy2ZUZ6QSSwhn6fi5OOQpg">@edstozler</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mfjzzGm4FVT__04KP1Hm7hQ">@thatgazebobullshit</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mZ1WumW5UKLN0jWYWQQNm2A">@honeybeehanlon</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m_SkC0TsmuBpuWnU4zKN-sA"></a><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m_SkC0TsmuBpuWnU4zKN-sA">@constantreaderfool</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mDr0c4FcZiYL-KPL5GP9EIQ">@aestheticuris</a></p>
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Reddie and fake dating!! Not enough of those :)
<p>IT’S A YES FROM ME FAM. GOOD PROMPT, HELL YES. </p><hr><p>“You know…. this isn’t half bad,” Eddie admitted, loudly slurping on his mango smoothie. </p><p>Richie straightened his back and spoke with the speed of an auctioneer, “We got a Footlocker ladies and gentlemen, we got a Charming Charlie’s, we got a Macy’s, Sears, a Lush where all they ask you is questions and you can’t even take your time to smell the goodies, <i>heck</i>, we even got an Auntie Anne’s pretzels! The fucking <i>luxury</i>! All we need is a Buffalo Wild Wings-”</p><p>Eddie playfully scooted his shoulder into Richie to quiet him, “Okay so they didn’t pick the <i>best</i> shops to add, but there are planters, y’know? And fancy light posts.” </p><p>Derry most of the time was a shit town. It was bleak, gray, raining all the time, and there was nothing to do. You could go fishing, hike in the woods and get lost, visit your second cousin a few blocks away, but there was nothing you really ever <i>wanted</i> to do or anywhere you wanted to visit. Over the last few months, someone on the city council made the call to build an outdoor mall in the hub of the city in hopes it would encourage more people to retract from the shitholes they call home. And those were his exact words too, secretly recorded on a phone by an intern and posted on the internet for laughs. However, he was right. The outdoor mall did bring more people into the city, including the youngins. </p><p>Richie sparked a cigarette as they rounded the corner, and was courteous enough to keep it in the hand away from Eddie so he didn’t have to be in the cloud of his puffs. </p><p>“Well Eds, at least there’s a bowling alley so I’ll think we’ll be jus’ fine,” and Richie slung a lanky arm over Eddie’s shoulders, still consciously keeping the cigarette far away from Eddie’s breathing space. </p><p>Around the corner, a grandeur fountain spewed arched streams with a gaudy cherub dancing in the center, spitting water as well. </p><p>“Fuck that thing is ugly,” Richie chuckled, his words garbled with the cigarette in his mouth. </p><p>“<i>Oh fucking hell,</i>” Eddie breathed after looking at the group of people congregating around the fountain. </p><p>“What’s wron-” </p><p>Eddie intertwined his fingers with the Richie’s hand that was slung around his shoulder as they approached the fountain. Richie choked, widening his eyes and snapping his neck at Eddie with confusion. But, he didn’t pull away, not even slightly. If anything, he tightened his fingers around Eddie’s hand. </p><p>“Just go along with this, <i>please please</i>, I’ll explain later,” Eddie whispered so that only Richie could hear as they approached the group of people. Richie flicked his cigarette into the fountain and held his grip around Eddie in silent agreement. </p><p>One of the girls in the group excitedly waved at Eddie and ran over to the two, “Hey Eddie! I’m so excited to see you, I was getting worried that you didn’t respond to my texts…. <i>Oh</i>! Hi, who’s this?” </p><p>Eddie flashed a fake smile, “Hey Myra, yeah sorry about that, I’ve just been really busy. Like <i>really</i> busy. That psych paper has me just, <i>wow</i>, rolling in work. And this is Richie, my uh… this is my boyfriend.”</p><p>Even though Richie knew Eddie was fucking bluffing, his face went red and his left eye twitched behind his glasses. There was something about those words that made flurries of butterflies swipe against the lining of his stomach and his knees nearly buckle. But, he played along as Eddie had requested. </p><p>“Hi sugah, nice to meet ya,” Richie devilishly grinned at Myra, massaging Eddie’s shoulder with his thumb, the rest of the fingers still woven with Eddie’s hand. </p><p>“Nice to meet you,” she responded with obvious disappointment in her voice. </p><p>“We’re going to the bowling alley right now and don’t want to be late meeting our friends, but um, it was nice seeing you! Going to class on Monday?” </p><p>Myra pinched a smile, “Yeah! I’ll see you then.”</p><p>Richie pressed a sloppy kiss to the side of Eddie’s face as they walked the circumference of the fountain and waved behind him, “Bye Mara!”</p><p>“It’s Myra,” she grumbled. </p><p>Eddie blushed and lightly elbowed him in his ribs, “A kiss? <i>Really</i>?”</p><p>“Only the best for my <i>boyfriend</i>,” and Richie scooped Eddie into his arms and started sprinting towards the bowling alley. They were both cackling. <br/></p><hr><p><b>Permatags</b>: <a href="https://tmblr.co/md95RrAKLRvk4Ztmh082akA">@kaspbrak-eddie</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mFy2ZUZ6QSSwhn6fi5OOQpg">@edstozler</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mxscpmk-y0qApqVrMizDlTA">@noahschnapp</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mfjzzGm4FVT__04KP1Hm7hQ">@thatgazebobullshit</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mfjzzGm4FVT__04KP1Hm7hQ">@thatgazebobullshit</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/md8-wcTvT-vOQKqg3KrM18w">@reddies-spaghetti</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mtkw7LyzvzPVM1AKQHoGd1w">@tozier-boy</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mjbn-PQ4hKr8UUH2EyH2E_Q">@eds-kas</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mZ1WumW5UKLN0jWYWQQNm2A">@honeybeehanlon</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mU7_EWOhIcB7mjfitje5JSQ">@richiefuckfacetozier</a></p>
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Prompt: eddie confesses something to Richie ❤️
<p>Andddd I made Richie confess something to Eddie oops lmao. I do my best here fam PFFF</p><hr><p>“You see that one there?” Eddie pointed to a spot on his ceiling, laying back on his bed. The summer breeze rolled through his open windows, even in the early hours of the morning, or late hours of the night, sending relief of minor chill over dampened skin. </p><p>Richie squinted and folded his hands behind his head lying next to Eddie, “What one?” </p><p>Eddie pointed with more enthusiasm at the same spot, “That one, that one right there.”</p><p>Shuffling his body to touch Eddie’s side, Richie struggled even harder to see what Eddie was talking about and pointed at a place he thought Eddie was trying to identify, “That one?”</p><p>Eddie sighed, “<i>No</i>. Okay try this, close one eye and look at that, THAT BLOB RIGHT, <i>yeah that one</i>, and tell me, <i>I dare you</i>, tell me it doesn’t look like the Deathstar.” </p><p>As Richie squinted, Eddie gently retrieved Richie’s glasses off of his face and folded them to rest neatly on his desk. Using his own hand, he cupped Richie’s right eye, simultaneously curling his body over the taller boy’s for comfort and whispered, “See it now? Even a little bit?” </p><p>With all the effort Eddie was putting into this, Richie would have lied and told him that he did see it either way. However, he really did see it. Partially blinded without his glasses and with Eddie’s hand cupped over an eye, there was indeed a blob on Eddie’s ceiling that looked like the Deathstar. </p><p><i>No shit, he was right, </i>Richie thought. </p><p>One of the hands behind Richie’s head unraveled to spin Eddie into a tightly woven cocoon closer to him, close as as can be; there was always too much space between them for Richie to handle. He needed to feel Eddie’s heat against his icy skin. He would have needed Eddie close to him even if he didn’t necessarily need Eddie close to him. </p><p>And he happily smiled into that heat. </p><p>Instinctively, we associate heat with life, and boy, Eddie was filled with so much life. Absorbing that heat was delving into that life source, appreciating the energy that thrived under that skin. There were nebulas, asteroid belts, and grey matter, but they were squished into nonexistence as Richie pulled his boyfriend into a suffocating grip for a kiss only meant for elite cosmos. </p><p>Eddie reluctantly pulled away after a few moments, staring into his aquamarine eyes, “Cute.”</p><p>“That’s my line, fucker,” Richie cheesed, smashing his lips into the side of Eddie’s face too many times. </p><p>“And plus, look I do see the Deathstar,” Richie pointed at the ceiling with one hand, the other one directing Eddie’s chin to look in the direction he was pointing. </p><p>Eddie snatched Richie’s forearm and pulled his hand close to his face, “Oh my God. These are painted! Who painted your nails? And <i>black</i>? It was fuckin’ Be-”</p><p>Richie retracted his hand and furiously blushed, ramming his face into the front of Eddie’s sweatshirt, “Yeah yeah Bev painted them. I know it’s weird, but it’s fun sometimes to-”</p><p>Eddie lightly coerced Richie’s face up from his chest and lovingly told him, “I don’t think it’s weird at all. In fact, it’s kinda hot, paint mine sometime?</p><p><b>Permatags:</b> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mxscpmk-y0qApqVrMizDlTA">@noahschnapp</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/md95RrAKLRvk4Ztmh082akA">@kaspbrak-eddie</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mFy2ZUZ6QSSwhn6fi5OOQpg">@edstozler</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m_SkC0TsmuBpuWnU4zKN-sA">@constantreaderfool</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mtkw7LyzvzPVM1AKQHoGd1w">@tozier-boy</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/md8-wcTvT-vOQKqg3KrM18w">@reddies-spaghetti</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mfjzzGm4FVT__04KP1Hm7hQ">@thatgazebobullshit</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mU7_EWOhIcB7mjfitje5JSQ">@richiefuckfacetozier</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mjbn-PQ4hKr8UUH2EyH2E_Q">@eds-kas</a></p>
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prompt 53: Take off your shirt. with reddie please??❤️❤️
<p>Of course you can! Thank you for sending this in. It was interesting to explore the direction I ended up going. &lt;3</p><p><b>53: Take off your shirt<br/></b></p><p>A sudden, sharp noise jolted Eddie from his sleep. It sounded clipped and hurried but when he looked around his room there was nothing out of place. There was no light under his door and nothing fallen off the desk or shelves. He almost thought he dreamed it until he heard it again, but this time it sounded more like a banging. Like a knock, the sound of knuckles on glass.  </p><p>Eddie quickly rose to his feet. Knocking at his window only meant one thing. </p><p>As quickly as the window was open, Richie Tozier was climbing through. <br/>“Heya, Eds,” was all he said as he jumped down, quickly taking off his shoes and crossing the room to Eddie’s bed. Eddie followed behind before sitting down next to him. </p><p>“It’s 2 in the morning,” was all he said before a yawn escaped him. <br/>“Sorry,” Richie murmured, his voice a sullen, low thing. It only took him a second to recover, though. He was so quick Eddie would have missed it if he wasn’t paying such close attention. “I just wanted to see your cute face!”</p><p>Eddie just sent him a simple smile. The two of them ended up shooting the shit for an hour. Richie talked endlessly about his college applications and how he couldn’t wait to be on the other side of the country. Soon, he said. Soon he’ll be long gone.</p><p>Eddie felt a small tug in his stomach at this. Richie might have been ready to go but Eddie sure wasn’t. He wasn’t ready for this to be over. Richie climbing through his window in the middle of the night may have seemed like an inconvenience but really it was something Eddie cherished. It was their own stolen moment in their crazy lives. He knew soon it’d be over forever. </p><p>At some point Richie had snaked his hand between the two of them and placed it over where Eddie’s laid on the bed. He was careful about weaving their fingers together, one by one as to not be noticeable. This is another thing Eddie would miss. This was where Richie let all his guards down. Richie laid back on the bed, pulling at Eddie’s hand until the smaller boy laid with him. It was an easy position, one they were both used to. Eddie would inevitably end up curled into Richie’s side, same as always. </p><p>It was a little weird the first time it happened but they’ve both grown so used to it. It’s become this unspoken comfort for both of them. Eddie from his mother and the world that called him fragile and Richie from the chaos that always seemed to surround him. </p><p>Eddie curled in, ready to take his spot in Richie’s shoulder. Before he could get there, though, he felt Richie tense up and move, dropping Eddie’s hand and shifting away. </p><p>“Uhm,” was all Eddie could manage at first. He gapped slightly, mouth opening and closing a couple times before he could form a sentence. “Did I do something wrong?”</p><p>“No,” Richie’s reply was quick. He shook his head fast before continuing. “You could never do anything wrong Spaghetti Man.”</p><p>Eddie looked at Richie, really looked at him, for the first time that night. His hair was disheveled and his shirt was wrinkles, more than normal. His eyes were just a hair brighter than they normally were and his bottom lip was swollen and currently being worried between his teeth. It suddenly clicked why Richie was here. </p><p>“Rich,” Eddie started, slow and careful with his voice. <b>“Take off your shirt.”</b><br/>Eddie had to give Richie all the credit in the word right then. He didn’t pale, he didn’t run, he didn’t even protest. Instead, in that moment, he had all the strength and pose of a man twice his age. </p><p>Richie slowly, gingerly even, lifted his shirt above his head. Underneath, on his right side, his stomach was covered in a huge red mark, blues and purples already beginning to blossom over the skin. There were no other marks this time but Eddie still felt his stomach turn and lurch at the sight. Gently, he reached out and touched his fingertips to the swollen skin. Richie let out an inaudible hiss and Eddie could see the muscles of his stomach contract. </p><p>“Richie,” Eddie started, but the words just hung in the air between them. The only other sounds in the room came from Richie. Gentle, almost silent, sniffling.  </p><p>“One day, Eds,” Richie said, voice thick but steady. “One day we’re gonna get out of this shit hole.”</p><p>“We are, Rich.” Eddie replied. He laced their fingers together again, bringing Richie’s hand up to his mouth and pressing a gentle kiss to the knuckles. <br/></p>
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<p><b>88</b>: stop looking at me like that, weirdo </p>
<p><b>Pairing</b>: Reddie</p>
<p>“HELP!” Eddie ran down the hallway, nearly slamming directly
into Beverly and Stan has they made their way to class from their lockers.
“Help, help, you need to hide me!” </p>
<p>“What’s wrong, Eddie?” Stan asked, eyes going wide as he
reached out to rest a hand on Eddie’s shaking hand. </p>
<p>“Richie’s looking for me.” Eddie said, still panting
slightly from the dash around the halls in search of any friend he could find. “He
said he wanted to talk. I think he’s going to ask to the dance.”</p> <p><a href="http://stephenskings.tumblr.com/post/179899299392" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: fic rec, c u t e

Post id: 179870205893
Date: Wed, 07 Nov 2018 16:08:59
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/179870205893/hi-can-you-write-94-with-reddie-please-love-you
Slug: hi-can-you-write-94-with-reddie-please-love-you
Reblog key: wGQH3O84
Reblog url: https://oldguybones.tumblr.com/post/179869919600/hi-can-you-write-94-with-reddie-please-love-you
Reblog name: oldguybones
Hi! Can you write 94 with reddie, please? Love you and your writing so much 💕💕💕
<p>Hi, sweetheart! Thank you so much! Of course you can, I hope you enjoy it. 💕💕💕</p><p><b>94. You’re an idiot. I married an idiot.</b></p><p>Eddie couldn’t believe he’d actually done it. They’d gotten rings and everything. Beverly helped them pick out their outfits and Bill had pronounced them husband and husband. Everyone was there, too. It was beautiful. Tear jerking, really, though Eddie would never admit to actually <i>crying</i> at his wedding. No, it was just some dirt that got into his eye. That’s all and he’ll swear by it. </p><p>Now, two days later, Eddie felt like the king of the entire world. He was standing on top of the wavy, plastic slide that overlooked the entire playground and gently fiddling with the dying stem of his dandelion ring. The once vibrant yellow was now dim and fading into brown. The green of the stem was limp and quickly wearing out with every passing hour. It didn’t matter, though. They didn’t need rings to be in love and be married. Eddie knew, without a shadow of a doubt, that they would be together forever. </p><p>Eddie was so lost in his thoughts that he almost missed the ring of kids forming on the other side of the playground. Thankfully he didn’t because as soon as he saw Henry Bowers closing in on Richie, on his <i>husband</i>, the ring closed into a tight group.</p><p>Eddie practically threw himself down the slide, tumbling at the bottom but quickly gaining his footing and sprinting to the other side of the wood chips. The thong of kids was thick but Eddie was small, making it easy to slip between his classmates to get closer to all the ruckus. </p><p>In the center of the circle, Henry had Richie pinned to the ground and was alternating between shoving grass into his mouth and punching him in any area he could. </p><p>Richie wasn’t the gargantuan boy he would grow to become in his high school days and Henry towered over him, holding him down until a teacher managed to pick up on the fight and pull Henry off Richie. Eddie took his chance and ran over to his husband, grabbing his shoulders and pulling him in to a tight hug. Richie was an absolute mess. He had a bloodied nose, a busted lip, and his face was soaked with his own tears and snot. Where there wasn’t blood or snot there was dirt mixed with small blades of grass, and lots of it. The sight made Eddie break down into hiccuping sobs. <i>This was his husband, god dammit. </i></p><p>“Wuh-wuh-wuh-what happened, Richie?!” Eddie all but shrieked, his voice coming out higher than it normally would and catching through his tears. </p><p>Richie didn’t answer at first. He just clung to Eddie until he could get his breathing at a more manageable pace. “Henry called you a bad word!” he said, voice wobbling at the end of his sentence. </p><p>“He could have killed you, Richie! He’s two grades above us!” Eddie yelled back. He could feel the heat rising to his face. Richie got into a fight <i>for him?</i><br/>“I had to defend your honor!” </p><p>Teachers were finally coming over to them, pulling Richie up and cooing over his cuts and bruises. Eddie could hear one talking about walking Henry to the principal’s office while the other took Richie to the nurse. </p><p>Before Eddie could process what was happening, Richie was being hauled away and he was following right on their heels. In the nurse’s office, after Richie’s mother had been called and he had gotten multiple brightly colored band aids and a lollipop, Eddie found out that Henry had called Eddie a <i>homo</i> and said that he was going to <i>burn in hell</i>. Eddie couldn’t help but smile at the way Richie told the story. Richie was Eddie’s knight in shining armor and he couldn’t have asked for a better husband. </p><p>“You still shouldn’t have tried to fight him, Richie” Eddie chastised, hiding his smile in his shoulder. </p><p>“I would do anything for you, spaghetti!” Richie replied, voice lisping through the sucker in his mouth. “I’d fight ten thousand Henry Bowers for you! I’d fight some evil, kid eating demon if I had to!”</p><p>Eddie turned away, desperate to hide the blush and smile he knew Richie would tease him for before mumbling, <b>“you’re an idiot, Richard. I married an idiot.”</b><br/></p>
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Reddie + 41??
<p>

<b>Take notes, sweetheart.</b>

<br/></p><p>	Eddie was positive that Richie was doing this on purpose. There was no way he didn’t know exactly what he was doing, and how it was affecting Eddie.</p><p>The pair were in the library, Richie helping Eddie with his math homework. Eddie wasn’t terrible at math but he wasn’t the savant that Richie was. Richie had taken pity on him and agreed to help him with an assignment, which was spread out in front of them now. </p><p>	Except that Eddie couldn’t focus on anything Richie was saying because all his attention was focused on Richie and the lollipop currently occupying his mouth. </p><p>Richie was trying to give up smoking and had replaced the oral fixation with lollipops. Normally, it was something that Eddie supported wholeheartedly. He had even bought Richie a bag to help. Though today, he wished that Richie was still smoking just so Eddie wouldn’t have to see the damn green lollipop lolling around in his mouth. </p><p>Richie kept moving it side to side with his tongue, pulling it out and licking it, making loud sucking noises. Then he’d run his tongue over his lips, tasting the sticky sweetness that collected there. Eddie’s pants were getting tighter the longer he sat there, and he couldn’t stop thinking about Richie’s mouth on others things. </p><p>It didn’t help that Richie was also leaned in close, explaining something about a math equation. Eddie was sure it important but all he could see was the tip of Richie’s tongue as it darted out, wetting his lips again. </p><p>It was distracting, to say the least. </p><p>He kept trying to tear his eyes away, to focus on the page and whatever number Richie was gesturing at with his lollipop but couldn’t. His eyes just followed that damn green circle as it went in and out of Richie’s mouth. </p><p>And, of course, Richie noticed. </p><p>“Are you listening Eds?” Richie asked, eyes wide and innocent. “You seem a little dazed.” </p><p>“I- yes. I’m fine.” Eddie said, shaking his head and looking back at his mostly empty page. </p><p>“Okay?” Richie said, biting down on his lollipop and leaning in more to explain the next problem. Eddie was hit with a rush of sugary sweetness as Richie spoke, pointing to the numbers and explaining the steps. “Eds, you aren’t listening. 

<b>Take notes, sweetheart.</b>” He said the last part with a smirk, poking Eddie’s side with his lollipop stick. </p><p>Eddie jumped slightly then glared at his friend. “I am!” He insisted</p><p>	Richie looked over Eddie’s paper, leaning even more into his space. His hand fell to Eddie’s thigh and he thought the touch would burn him. “Then why is this a 6 and not a 9?” He asked, pointing to Eddie’s answer. “Mind somewhere else Eds?” Richie asked, whispering the question into Eddie’s ear. </p><p>	And Eddie couldn’t handle it, Richie was too close and Eddie was too far gone, drunk on being so close to Richie for the last hour so he did the only thing he could. He started shoving things into his bad, pretending to be annoyed. “You know what Richie, nevermind. You aren’t even helping! You’re just being distracting!” He stood up, swinging his backpack onto his shoulders. “Thanks for your help.” He added as much sarcasm as he could, disappearing from the library with his face still burning. </p><p>	Yes, Richie was definitely doing all that on purpose and Eddie had no idea what any of it meant. </p>
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Tags: fantastic fanart

Post id: 179832531118
Date: Tue, 06 Nov 2018 14:22:35
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/179832531118/4546-with-reddie-for-the-prompts-please
Slug: 4546-with-reddie-for-the-prompts-please
Reblog key: bcSwqFyA
Reblog url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/179831285857/4546-with-reddie-for-the-prompts-please
Reblog name: tinyarmedtrex
45/46 with reddie for the prompts please :)
<p><b>45: do you trust me?</b> &amp; <b>46: can i kiss you right now? </b></p>
<p><b>A/N: </b>Myra’s existence and relationship with Eddie is very important to canon <i>but this isn’t canon and i can do whatever i want. :) </i></p>
<p>Somehow the drop hadn’t seemed quite so high in childhood, Richie marveled to himself as he stared down off the edge of Quarry. It had been three years since Richie had tossed what little worldly possessions he had into the back of his shitty pick-up truck, bid farewell to his parents and Mike, and driven off to UCLA with no intent of ever looking back. </p>
<p>Richie had driven to the Quarry the second he’d gotten into Derry, not even bothering to drop his stuff off at home. He couldn’t explain even to himself why he’d suddenly gotten overwhelmed by the urge to come home. He just knew he’d woken up yesterday morning and called his parents to say he was coming home for spring break. </p>
<p>“Well, are you just going to stare down and are you going to jump?” A familiar voice- oh, all too familiar, it brought on the best kind of ache in Richie’s chest- called from behind him. Richie jumped and nearly ended up falling off the cliff. <br/></p>
<p>Eddie Kaspbrak slapped a hand over his mouth and cackled as he watched Richie attempt to regain his footing. The Eddie standing by him now was far from the Eddie which Richie had known in his youth. He’d traded out the tiny colourful shorts with polo t-shirts for beige khaki pants and soft looking sweaters. His hair had grown out to curl at the ends, his skin had tanned and there wasn’t a single fannypack in sight. He’d shot up, too, not as much as Richie for sure, but Eddie seemed to own his body with a confidence that Richie had never had in himself.</p>
<p>He was, in short, more beautiful than ever and it made Richie’s chest tight with something he hadn’t been able to describe at eleven years old but maybe he knew what it was now. </p> <p><a href="http://stephenskings.tumblr.com/post/175181285942" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Are you still doing the drabbles? 81 for stanlon?
<p><b>	“Excuse me for falling in love with you,” </b></p><p>“Stan! Wait!” Stan heard Mike yelling for him but he kept going, trudging through the dark streets. He was cold, he’d grabbed his jacket before stomping out of the party but had ridden there with Richie. In his haste to leave he hadn’t wanted to wait for Richie to stop sucking face with Eddie. He had just left, disappearing out the front door and hoping that no one would notice.</p><p>	But of course Mike did. Mike always noticed. It was sweet, under normal circumstances but right now he wanted to be left alone. </p><p>	“Stan!” Mike grabbed his arm. “Come on. You can’t outrun me, you know that.” He could hear the joking tone in Mike’s voice, laid over his concern.</p><p>	Stan stopped but didn’t turn. He didn’t want to look at Mike. “Leave me alone. Go back to the party and all your cool football friends.”</p><p>	Mike moved so he was in front of Stan. “What’s wrong? Did I do something?” </p><p>	“No,” He replied petulantly. Mike hadn’t done anything. He had been hanging out with the other people on the football team. Then one of the cheerleaders walked over and sat on Mike’s lap, curling into him. That was when Stan had decided he needed to leave. So no, Mike hadn’t done anything wrong besides being his charming self and unknowingly ripping out Stan’s heart. </p><p>	“Well something is wrong Stan, I can tell. You just stalked out of the party! Tell me what it is.” </p><p>	“Nothing.” He said, pulling his arm back and wrapping them around himself. He was freezing. November was not a good month to storm out of a party. </p><p>	Mike sighed, his expression softening. Stan admired that, when Mike got frustrated he rarely got angry, he just got sad. Most of the losers couldn’t refuse a sad Mike, those puppy dog eyes had stopped many arguments because they didn’t want to disappoint him. </p><p>	But Stan couldn’t tell explain this, not without telling him how he felt. </p><p>	“Fuck Stan, I’m trying to help. Come back to the party, you’re freezing. I’ll make you tea.” </p><p>	“It’s not your house.” He said, still feeling stubborn. Mike chuckled.</p><p>	“I’m sure I can still find the tea.” He took a step forward. “Come on.” </p><p>	But Stan shook his head, taking a step back. “No, I’m going to walk home.” </p><p>	“Stan-”</p><p>	“Just fuck off Mike!” Stan finally screamed. He didn’t want Mike’s pitying expression or to go back to the party and feel like he was making Mike stay with him. He hated being the person holding Mike back, especially since Mike was enjoying his newfound popularity. Stan couldn’t force Mike to sit with him and make him tea. He couldn’t do that to him. </p><p>	Mike stepped back, his eyes wide. “Well, excuse me for caring.” He said, the hurt clear in his voice. He turned and Stan watched as he walked away. </p><p>

<b>“Excuse me for falling in love with you,” </b>Stan muttered, pulling his collar up and continuing his walk home. He felt even worse than before and knew it was all his fault. <br/></p>
Tags: drabble, stanlon, okay i came here to have a good time, and now i’m sad, and why are you hurting themmmmm, mike jut wants to be a good friend ahhhhhh
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<p><b>16:</b> Cry me a river </p>
<p><b>Pairing</b>: Reddie</p>
<p><b>send me a number from <a href="http://stephenskings.tumblr.com/post/179664053087">this list</a> and i’ll write you something!</b></p>
<p>“Eddie, Eds, I’m
sorry, I’m sorry!” Richie wailed loudly, lisping slightly through his missing
front teeth. Eddie’s cheeks were red and swollen, and a rash was spread around
his neck. Eddie was crying softly, very unlike Richie’s loud alligator tears.
 “I didn’t know their were
nuh-nuh-nuts, I suh-swear I didn’t.”</p> <p><a href="http://stephenskings.tumblr.com/post/179766437907" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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can you do the ship thingy for stanlon please? love you name twin
<p>love u niamhy baby</p><ul><li><i><b>Who’s more dominant: </b></i>for stan and mike, there isn’t really a question about who’s more dominant; they’re both, really, on a level footing. they both pull their weight and know what needs to be done without asking the other.</li><li><i><b>Who’s the cuddler:</b> </i>mike</li><li><i><b>Who’s the big spoon/little spoon:</b> </i>mike is 100% the big spoon, not that stan has any complaints</li><li><i><b>What’s their favorite non-sexual activity: </b></i>they both love going to the park. stan, so he can look out for birds, and mike, so he can watch stan get excited when he sees them</li><li><i><b>Who uses all the hot water: mike</b></i><br/></li><li><i><b>Most trivial thing they fight over: </b></i>most of their arguments are about work: stan’s working too hard, mike works too late, stan brings his work home with him too much etc etc. <br/></li><li><i><b>Who does most of the cleaning: </b></i>stan will, mostly, but mike does his fair share<br/></li><li><i><b>What has a season pass on their dvr/Who controls the netflix queue: </b></i>it doesn’t really matter who controls it because, either way, thepair of them are gonna end up watching some sort of nature or history documentary (but stan forcibly removes the remote from mike’s hands when he turns on space jam for the 600th time)<br/></li><li><i><b>Who calls up the super/landlord when the heat’s not working: </b></i>mike. he’s much better with words for one, plus he actually knows what he’s talking about</li><li><i><b>Who leaves their stuff around:</b> </i>mike<br/></li><li><i><b>Who remembers to buy the milk:</b> </i>stan<br/></li><li><i><b>Who remembers anniversaries:</b> </i>both of them are pretty good with remembering anniversaries, but mike is the one who spends the whole week asking stan to guess what his present it<br/></li><li><i><b>Who cooks normally: </b></i>mike<br/></li><li><i><b>How often do they fight:</b> </i>not often, but when they do, it’s so calm that it’s scary, with well thought out replies and quiet frustration<br/></li><li><i><b>What do they do when they’re away from each other:</b> </i>for the most part, they get on with it, try to keep themselves busy, but that doesn’t mean they count down the days until they next see each other<br/></li><li><i><b>Nicknames for each other:</b> </i>lamb &amp; dove<br/></li><li><i><b>Who is more likely to pay for dinner:</b> </i>usually stan, mainly because mike always forgets his wallet<br/></li><li><i><b>Who steals the covers at night:</b> mike</i><br/></li><li><b>What would they get each other for gifts: </b>the pair of them don’t really care about expensive gifts and tend to keep them simple. stan usually buys mike a book he’s been after for ages, while mike tries his hand at something home made</li><li><i><b>Who kissed who first:</b> </i>mike kissed stan one day at the farm and pulled away almost immediately, apologising over and over and over again. stan shut him up by kissing him right back<br/></li><li><i><b>Who made the first move: </b></i>stan did, although it didn’t go as smoothly as he hoped it would, but mike loved it all the same<br/></li><li><i><b>Who remembers things: </b></i>stan<small><br/></small></li><li><i><b>Who started the relationship:</b> </i>mike asked stan<small><br/></small></li><li><b>Who cusses more: </b>mike<b><br/></b></li><li><i><b>What would they do if the other one was hurt: </b></i>stan would be the most likely to freak out, but mike would be calm and collected, even when the panic rises in his chest</li><li><i><b>Who is the dirty talker:</b> </i>MIKE AND IT DRIVES STAN WILD</li><li><i><b>A head canon:</b> </i>the day stan came home to find mike sitting with a dog in his lap, he almost turned right back around and walked out of the door, but the look of sheer happiness on mike’s face as he played with the puppy made stan’s chest fill with warmth. stan tried to avoid it the best he could, preferring animals that could be easily contained, but eventually it grew on him, so much so that stan started to question who he liked more: mike, or their dog</li></ul>
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at my school there&rsquo;s a lot of homophobia, like, a lot of it. (ive gotten so used to it that i can&rsquo;t even be fully bothered anymore) and im pretty open about my sexuality (im bi) and while i do love my cishet ally&rsquo;s they also treat themselves better than others for just accepting that im bi?? they are really great people and i love being around them but it comes off sometimes as they&rsquo;re using me to feel better than everyone else bc they&rsquo;re not homophobic (or biphobic in this case) ://
<p>LITERALLY THIS IS MY EXACT FRUSTRATION WITH CISHET PEOPLE!! there are a lot of great ally’s out there but 99% of ally’s feel entitled just because they’re decent human beings with basichuman respect and it’s SO. FUCKING. AGGRAVATING. most cishet people i know have this weird mindset of “well i’m not calling you slurs or saying you should go to hell so i deserve special treatment from you and your unwavering gratitude” like?? no what the fuck?? i’m not going to treat you like you’re a fucking hero just because you’re not a bigot. not being a bigot should be what’s expected out of people, not something that’s gifted with endless praise.</p><p>so when i say i hate cishet people, fucking obviously i don’t mean literally every single cishet person ever, but even the good cishet people get on my fucking nerves and this is exactly why</p>
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57 with Stanlon please. I&#039;m doing this instead of working on my own fic. I&#039;m so pathetic.
<p>Requesting Stanlon is never pathetic and this is the PERFECT prompt for them. (also whoever started the ‘stanlon likes to kiss in the rain, ily you magical human)</p><p><b>

We could get struck by lightning, but you want to kiss in the rain.</b>  <br/></p><p><b></b></p><p>It had become a regular thing for Mike and Stan to walk to and home from school together. Stan wasn’t sure why it had started but it was part of his routine now, one of his favorite parts of his day. </p><p>In the mornings, Mike would drive his beat up truck to Stan’s house, parking it there and waiting in Stan’s kitchen until he was ready, politely talking to Stan’s parents. After school, Stan would wait for Mike to finish football practice.  He stayed late for piano lessons and would wait for Mike in the bleachers, watching the last thirty minutes of his practice and then the pair would walk home together.</p><p>	He loved the time alone with Mike. The walks were time away from the others, allowing Stan to admire the cut of Mike’s jaw or how his eyes lit up when he talked about history class away from the prying eyes of the others. He didn’t have to listen to Richie make kissy noises or Bev ask not-so-subtly if they were together yet. Instead, he got to just enjoy being with him, talking about whatever came to mind. It was nice and Stan always looked forward to it. </p><p>	Today though, the walk was looking like it may be less pleasant. Practice ended early because of the prediction of a large thunderstorm. Stan was waiting under the locker room awning, watching the sky grow darker and darker. </p><p>	“Sure you don’t want a ride Mike?” He heard another player ask as both emerged from the locker room. </p><p>	“Nah, we can beat the rain.” Mike said, smiling as he saw Stan. “Right?”</p><p>	“I’m not so sure we can.” Stan said, glancing up again. </p><p>	“We’ll be fine.” Mike said, waving a quick goodbye to his teammates as they started out. They made it less than a block when the sky opened up and the rain began to pour down on them.</p><p>	“Fuck!” Stan said, trying in vain to cover his head. It didn’t matter, both were drenched in under a minute. “All my stuff is going to be soaked.” He said miserably, pausing to debate if he should try to run the rest of the way or find cover and wait. </p><p>	Mike didn’t seem to mind at all. “It’s only a little rain Stan. We’ll recover.” </p><p>	Stan had been looking ahead, trying to see if there was a bus stop they could use for shelter but now he turned to look at the grinning Mike. “You’re enjoying this aren’t you?” He knew Mike loved the rain but he never understood why, to him it just meant being cold and damp- two things Stan hated. </p><p>	Mike shrugged and took a step closer. “You’re cute when you’re wet.” </p><p>	Stan snorted, shaking his head, but Mike  nodded, placing a hand on Stan’s cheek. Stan was surprised how warm it was, even in the chilly rain. “I’d like to kiss you Stan.” </p><p>	“We could get struck by lightning, but you want to kiss in the rain?” Stan joked, glancing at the sky- mostly to look away from Mike. It was too cruel of a joke, to say something like that, especially when Stan’s heart was racing from their proximity. </p><p>	“No time like the present.” Mike replied and Stan looked at him again. </p><p>	“You’re serious?” He asked incredulously. Mike nodded, stepping in so their chests were nearly touching.</p><p>	“Can I?” He asked and Stan noticed how his voice was lower and how his eyes never left Stan’s. Stan nodded and Mike leaned in, pressing his lips lightly to Stan’s. Stan kissed him back, ignoring the<b> </b>dampness of his shoes and his dripping hair. He decided that maybe he didn’t hate the rain. 

</p>
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<p>Thanks! </p><p><b>3. He’s been gone for quite a while</b><br/></p><p>“He’s been gone for quite a while,” Eddie commented, trying to peer out into the rain. Of course, he couldn’t see anything. A fog had settled and he couldn’t make out anything outside except for the vague outline of their barricade and the trenches they’d dug. There was no sign of the caravan returning, though it was supposed to be back nearly an hour ago. </p><p>“He’ll be back.” Mike said, placing a hand on Eddie’s shoulder. “Nothing could keep Richie from you.”</p><p>“Even hordes of the undead?” </p><p>“Especially hordes of the undead.” Mike said, gently pushing Eddie aside so he could sit next to him, throwing an arm around the smaller man. </p><p>Eddie wanted to reply that that wasn’t true, there were plenty of things that could keep Richie away from him. Like the fact that it was getting more dangerous to leave the sanctuary or that they were growing weaker and weaker and the infected weren’t or that Richie, always the first to volunteer for supply runs, was getting more reckless every time. But he didn’t say any of that, because Mike already knew all of it. All of them did. </p><p>Mike squeezed his shoulder, probably guessing what Eddie was thinking. “You gotta trust him. He’s not as dumb as he looks.”</p><p>Eddie snorted but didn’t look away from the window. Instead he just leaned into his friend, both waiting silently for the third to return. </p><p><i>prompt list is <a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/179664113382/drabble-challenge-1-150">here</a> </i></p>
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Wait, wait wait. What is this intriguing Publish to AO3 Google Doc? I write all my stuff in Google Drive, but I agonize through fixing the formatting when I paste it from there into AO3. Have I been missing something magical?
<p><b>THIS IS ABOUT TO CHANGE YOUR LIFE.</b></p><p>So, on the <a href="http://archiveofourown.org/faq/cool-stuff?language_id=en">AO3 “Cool Stuff” FAQ</a>, there is a link to <a href="https://docs.google.com/document/d/19eZnBQ4989Dr17v2ODFgE8QWAo9Oahi4USDNS3hOSvM/edit">this document</a> under “Posting and Managing Works.”</p><p>THIS IS THE BEST DOCUMENT IN ALL OF HISTORY. Basically, it has a script in it that has a “Post to AO3″ option and it will go in and fill in ALL the HTML you need - italics, bold, paragraph breaks, you name it!</p><p>It has directions in it for how to use it, but it’s real simple. You just always chose “Make a Copy” when you start writing to make a new document that you can then re-name. Change the language to American English (or whatever language you use) and type away. Then right before you post, click the button, get all the code in there, copy, paste, AND POST. </p><p>It is literally so, so glorious and I want to tell everyone. </p><p>(Also, the AO3 Cool FAQ page has some other cool stuff too!)</p>
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This is late but for freaky friday!!  Eds and Rich are toasting pumpkin seeds after carving their pumpkins and once Richie washes his hands and dries the knife Eddie is all over him because he loves that Richie was so excited and happy about  it!!  Kinda cute but can turn smutty!! ♡♡♡♡
<p>OK I couldn’t for the life of me make this smutty… but I may make a smuttier part two.  Here goes. :D</p><hr><p><b><br/><br/></b>“Doesn’t mine look like that guy who works in the kitchen at the bowling alley?”  Richie waves the big serrated knife in the direction of his pumpkin, sitting proudly on the kitchen table on top of a pile of old issues of the <i>Portland Press Herald</i>.<b><br/></b></p><p>Eddie sports a wide, crinkly smile, even as he flinches at the utensil.  He gestures to Richie’s glasses.  “I think you should get your prescription checked.”</p><p>Richie tosses the knife haphazardly into the sink and wipes his hands on his jeans.  “Oh yeah?”</p><p>“Yeah.  That looks like Frank Sinatra.”</p><p>Richie screws up his mouth thoughtfully as he saunters over to the counter where Eddie is perched.  “Young, hot Sinatra or old, paunchy Sinatra?”</p><p>“That’s assuming old, paunchy Sinatra isn’t also hot.”</p><p>“Hmmmmm.”  Richie watches his feet as they slowly approach the counter.  “I suddenly feel like way less of a catch based on you finally agreeing to go out with me.  I mean, if Geriatric Blue Eyes does it for you.”</p><p>Eddie doesn’t throw anything back at him, so Richie’s eyes lift, and what he finds nearly knocks the breath out of him: Eddie’s hazel eyes fixed on him, his cheeks flushed, and his lips curled into the kind of smile Richie’s only seen directed at one other guy.  That other guy was some blonde Olympic swimmer-looking fucker who ran Derry’s ice cream shop the summer after their junior year of high school.  For half of July and all of August, Eddie would insist that the Losers all go at least three times a week as opposed to his usual “just this once, you know I’m lactose intolerant, guys.”  It took Richie an embarrassing number of trips there before he noticed Eddie asking for way too many samples as opposed to his usual “just soft serve vanilla in a cone with rainbow sprinkles, please?”  Not to mention how happy he’d look the rest of the afternoon (despite the stomach cramps).  </p><p>Now, Richie thinks back on all the times in all the years they’ve known each other that Eddie hid his eyes from him, turned away, blushed.  He wonders if maybe he’d have been the first to get that look if Eddie’d been bold enough to give it to him.  Still, seeing it now makes every missed opportunity worth it.  </p><p>He’s nearly thirty years old, and his best friend–the little shit–is making his mouth go dry.  He clears his throat.  “What’s up, pumpkin?  Why you lookin’ at me like that?”</p><p>Eddie’s shoulders inch upward.  “I like watching you do things.”</p><p>“Ah yes,” Richie says, stepping closer until Eddie’s knees are pressing gently into his stomach.  “The vaguest pickup line in history.”</p><p>“You know what I mean.”</p><p>“I don’t,” Richie says, enjoying the electrical buzz going through his veins now that they’re close like this.  It’s the closest they’ve gotten all night–and since Eddie’d agreed to go out with him.  (Going out turned into staying in, carving pumpkins, and maybe baking something pumpkin-y.)  He crowds Eddie even more and whispers playfully into his ear.  “Tell me more, tell me more.”</p><p>Eddie pushes his hot face into Richie’s shoulder, whispering back: “I like watching your hands.”</p><p>“<i>Ohhh.</i>  That so?”</p><p>Eddie nods against the side of his neck.  He can feel his smile there, too. </p><p>Richie’s hands hover in indecision before landing gently on the tops of Eddie’s thighs.  “Why Edward Elizabeth Kaspbrak.  Should I turn off this toaster oven so we can go upstairs and get familiar?”  He reaches behind Eddie’s back to fiddle with the dial on it. </p><p>“<i>Richie.</i>  You haven’t even kissed me yet.”</p><p>“I haven’t, huh?”</p><p>Eddie nudges his cheek with the tip of his nose.  “No.”</p><p>He lets out a tiny little gasp when Richie’s hands come up and quickly cradle his face, and Richie wastes no further time gently pushing their mouths together.  Richie hears a sweet sigh coming from the back of Eddie’s throat and feels his hands fiddling with the bottom of his own sweater.  He sucks on Eddie’s bottom lip a little before pulling away.  “‘Kay.  <i>Now</i> can we go upstairs and get familiar?”</p><p>“I had no idea you’d be so romantic.”</p><p>“Quiet, you.”</p><p>Eddie smiles wide and toothy and leans in again, hands slipping up the back of Richie’s sweater as his tongue creeps into Richie’s mouth.  Richie nearly fucking melts against the counter, one hand slipping down to grip the edge for purchase.  </p><p>“We’re not moving too fast?” he asks between kisses–then wants to smack himself for even bringing it up. </p><p>Eddie raises an elegant brow at him.  “You call seventeen years moving too fast?”</p><p>“I just…” Richie starts. <i> I want you to be comfortable.  I want you to be happy.  I want you to stay. </i></p><p>“Richie?”  Eddie takes up the hand curled around the counter and starts playing with it.  </p><p>“Hm?”</p><p>He kisses the tip of Richie’s middle finger.  “Turn off the toaster oven.”  </p><hr><p><b>permatag list: </b><a href="https://tmblr.co/mgABSdRO47ONWxElxEvJtOQ">@reddie-to-fight</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mSKySU6MFTBNGg21RfF2sGg">@hurleyhugo</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m9CiKEezwm5jbXgWoT66Xvw">@raspberrywind</a> @losver-kaspbrak <a href="https://tmblr.co/mrztTEmbdPhy9y2cBEzZUZQ">@lilgeorgie</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mv50cam99MDq659udUtM6sA">@geckolover001</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mLAnSdrUcmXDdmeB6OUamMg">@its-stranger-than-you-think</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mqe7yTKWEBeLIqfankD_k5Q">@gazebo-motherfucker</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mbmFxFSPJhlzdkrC80RrhWQ">@waypunsarelife</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mNF87U8T-i9-ef1VZ_YV0KQ">@reddietofall</a> <a href="http://happytozier.tumblr.com/">@happytozier</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m72xg5b9RtMTOaKCFMalrhg">@librablossom</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mU9p1s_wL5Gjk8t5LZIsj3g">@aesteddie</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mg1gLw2Fsi9wk25CkTXna1A">@tapetayloe</a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mQZsIwfkS3Kw8SIE7dmjNjQ">@spagheddi-kaspbrak</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mEHctDzpEmvLDQd3kMNRhgQ">@sadhelianthus</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mIVW6uFqHFBtJrKvXXpneSg">@adhdtozier</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mkvcB_bfgIrta73JdiU6WEQ">@justcallme-trashmouth</a> @fuckboyrichie  <a href="https://tmblr.co/mFYXVZTG0m6fO7P88_FQUNg">@bandaids</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mbU-oj7CYb2UpZhZOwaEB7g">@20gayteeneds</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mYXFnbPANm7HKoB6BKqk9cg">@richietoaster</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m0UIeqFGchDdPzg9mYXvx7A">@burymestanding</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mRyK8qm6-luqvjeq3V8ULdA">@reddiepop</a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mt3xD6wLRW1ZDyDLlv0QTVQ">@notsugarandspice</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mU7_EWOhIcB7mjfitje5JSQ">@richiefuckfacetozier</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mjP9yoYwyvPl-4uUZh04F6Q">@noahsschnapp</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/myNd8XWL_LBF9Vg-wgQgbNQ">@megelizabethvh</a></p>
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what about mike wheeler for the character thingy??? bonus points if you do for lucas sinclair too!!!!
<p>fbhsadbhhsgd yes!!!</p><p>Mike-</p><p><i><b>Sexuality Headcanon</b></i><b>: </b>bisexual<br/><i><b>Gender Headcanon</b></i><b>: </b> trans boi<br/><i><b>A ship I have with said character</b></i><b>: </b>byler byler byler<br/><b><i>A BROTP I have with said character</i>:</b> mileven!!<br/><b><i>A NOTP I have with said character</i>:</b> hmm no comment<br/><b><i>A random headcanon</i>:</b> he literally hates drinking through a straw, no real reason either he just hates it<br/><b><i>General Opinion over said character</i>: </b>idiot<b> </b>boy i love you</p><p>Lucas-</p><p><i><b>Sexuality Headcanon</b></i><b>: </b>why is everyone bi<br/><i><b>Gender Headcanon</b></i><b>:  </b>he’s also trans fuck you<br/><i><b>A ship I have with said character</b></i><b>: </b>i love henclair sm. but mostly lumax<br/><b><i>A BROTP I have with said character</i>:</b> bylair<br/><b><i>A NOTP I have with said character</i>:</b> n/a<br/><b><i>A random headcanon</i>:</b> he’s incredibly intellegent in math and science but he didn’t learn his time tables until like 6th grade asjgsalj<br/><b><i>General Opinion over said character</i>: </b>he’s so important i adore him<br/></p><h2><b>send me <a href="https://bylerr.tumblr.com/post/179533901563/send-me-a-character-and-ill-do-this">these</a> for a character!</b></h2>
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<p>“You’re here to audition for the band?”</p><p>Richie purses his lips, not particularly fond of the incredulous disbelief in Eddie’s voice. “Maybe,” he answers simply, crossing his arms over his chest and rocking back and forth on his feet. Raising his brows at Eddie in a challenging manner, he cocks his head to the side and grins. “If you’ll let me.”</p><p>“Of course we’ll let you,” Ben cuts in, glancing at Eddie in confusion, and something about it makes Richie want to giggle like a little kid. When Eddie presses his lips together and offers a visibly tense shrug, Ben turns away, scanning over the rest of the members sitting at the table in silent question. After a moment, he receives four nods of approval. Turning back to Richie with a grin, Ben says, “I’ve seen you around before. Richie, right?”<br/></p><p>“That’s me,” Richie tells him with a smile, though he keeps watching Eddie out of the corner of his eye, seeing the way his features scrunch up slightly in uncertainty, like he’s still trying to process what’s happening and unable to figure out why. “I’ve had a few classes with all of you. Used to be pretty good friends with good ol’ Eds there back in our second year, but I think he forgot about me.”<br/></p><p>The main reaction he gets is light, airy laughter, obviously assuming that Richie if joking, but Eddie looks up at him in mild shock. He barely has time to wipe the look off his face before Mike nudges his shoulder and teasingly scolds, “Eddie! How could you?”</p><p>Forcing a tense smile, Eddie shrugs again, his eyes never leaving Richie’s face as he says, “I never forgot about you, dumbass. We just… drifted apart, I guess. It happens.” And it’s a weak excuse, making Richie have to bite the inside of his cheek to stop himself from laughing. If he didn’t want to piss Eddie off even more than he currently is just by showing up, he’d ask if having an unexpected one night stand and then ignoring all his calls afterwards counts as drifting apart, but he isn’t here to make Eddie upset of make him feel guilty. He’s here because he just finished his third year of college and he wants to spend his summer doing something other than lounge around his house and wait for classes to start back up again. And maybe try to rekindle whatever had been developing between than last year. Plus, he’s a fucking music student and can play every single instrument this band has, so he knows he can be of use. His voice isn’t great, but he can offer background vocals, too, if that’s what they need. Anything that will get him a space on their tour bus and give him some adventure </p><p>“It happens,” Richie repeats with ease, and he sees the way Eddie falters at that. Maintaining eye contact, he continues with, “No hard feelings, Eds.” He waits a moment for Eddie to let out a small sigh, relaxing back in his seat with a slight nod. Satisfied, Richie looks back at the rest of the band members, meeting each of their gazes individually as he says, “And whatever you need a new member for, I know I can do it better than the last guy you just kicked out.”<br/></p><p>Beverly snorts, looking amused and intrigued. “You sound sure.”</p><p>Shrugging, Richie grins. “I’m a music major, I can play over a dozen instruments at a professional level, and the only kind of music I don’t like is country and  screamo. Pretty sure I’d be a nice addition to your indie band.”</p><p>For a moment, they don’t respond, sharing impressed looks, and Richie can see the way Eddie hides a grin behind his palm, and he knows that this was a good idea. New beginnings, and all that shit. Man, his middle school counselor that always told him to put his talents to use would be proud of him right now. Then again, she also told him to learn to keep his mouth shut so he would stop getting in trouble, so fuck whatever she would think.</p><p>After a minute of quiet discussion among the group in front of him, they seem to come to a mutual agreement. Bill murmurs one last things, sees everyone nod, and then turns to Stan, who gestures towards the instruments in the room and simply instructs, “Show us what you got, then.”</p><p><b><i><a href="https://sunsetozier.tumblr.com/ask">[send me one word drabble prompts]</a></i></b></p>
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Richie writing something weird and cryptic in Eddie&#039;s year book
<p>Amelia 

❤️ I know I take forever to write these prompts and I’m sorry for that but I hope they’re worth it and you like it. </p>
<hr><h2>Handwritten Confession</h2>
<p><b>Word count:</b> 3,997</p>
<p><b>Pairing:</b> Reddie</p>
<p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16430366">Read on AO3</a></b></p>
<p><b>Tag list:</b> 
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<hr><p>“Can you believe we’re done with school? Like, forever?” Richie asked while spinning in Eddie’s desk chair.</p>
<p>“Richie, don’t do that, you’re going to get dizzy.” Eddie chided, without even turning to look at him. “And it’s not forever. We still have college.”</p>
<p>“Fine. Done with highschool at least.” Richie sain. He stopped spinning and moved on to rolling the chair around the room, much to Eddie’s annoyance. “Can you believe that?”</p>
<p>“It is kind of crazy, isn’t it?” Eddie replied, moving around the room himself, getting a bag ready for their sleepover at Bill’s.</p> <p><a href="http://jem-carstairs-is-perfection.tumblr.com/post/179494717420/richie-writing-something-weird-and-cryptic-in" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: fic rec, reddie, fluffy, oof, i love these softies
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I swear the point of Richie&rsquo;s character is that he is a garbage person?? Like isn&rsquo;t he meant to be insensitive and annoying. I&rsquo;ve said it before and I&rsquo;ll say it again, people who love Finn Wolfhard (and just people in general tbh) ignore Richie&rsquo;s personality to make him Finn Wolfhard (a good looking, guitar playing woke guy) or just a really good moral guy. Like I write fanfics and make him likeable, sure, but canonically he is a piece of shit.
<p>Yeah, he is. Fanon Richie is cute though you gotta admit. But Richie Tozier, as a character in It, is a shitty human being, point blank. Yeah, his character is goofy and dorky and pretty relatable but at the end of the day, the kid’s still an asshole and a shitty person with low morals. </p>
Tags: 
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36 beverie blease
<p>oh hell yeah anon lol thank you for this!!</p>
<p><b>words</b>: 527</p>
<p><b>nsfw</b> below!!</p>
<p>36. “a kiss…to give up control” (from<a href="https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/178677386207/send-me-a-ship-and-a-number-and-i-will-write-a"> this prompt list</a>)</p>
<p>Richie was picking up Bev and
kissing her senseless before they’d even closed the front door. He carried her
into the kitchen, knowing he wouldn’t be able to make it to the bedroom when
she attached her teeth and lips to the sensitive skin of his neck. He groaned
and set her down on the kitchen table. He shoved her legs up her thighs as she
wrapped her legs around his waist, his fingers digging into the soft flesh as
he rolled his hips into hers and groaned. It turned into a desperate whimper
when she simultaneously pulled his hair and bit down hard on his neck. She
removed her legs from his waist then and shoved him backwards. He stumbled
back, his mind still reeling as he watched Bev stand and push a chair out from
the table. She grabbed the front of Richie’s shirt, tugged him into her, and then
shoved him backward into the chair. Richie fell to the seat, watching Bev with
awe all the while. She smiled down at him, her red curls wild around her head.
She stroked his hair gently, but as soon as he leaned into the embrace she
twisted his curls around her fingers and yanked them back again, exposing
Richie’s neck. She kissed up his heated skin until her lips brushed his ear. “I’ll
be back in a few minutes,” she whispered. “I want you completely naked in that
chair, no touching.” Standing back up to full height, she asked, “Understand,
baby?”<br/></p>
<p>“I understand,” Richie all but
moaned, nodding eagerly. Bev smirked. </p>
<p>“Good boy.”</p> <p><a href="https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/178773886467/36-beverie-blease" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: drabble, a good one to bring back, like, oof, beverie
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Can we get some uhhhhhh,,, Bevchie friendship hcs? And some Bev and Eddie friendship hc&rsquo;s?
<p>here are these multiple days later lol sorry it took so long (this got really long so i’m putting it under the cut)</p> <p><a href="https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/175525304642/can-we-get-some-uhhhhhh-bevchie-friendship-hcs" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: 
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let ya boi get sum Reddie phone sex
<p>bet</p> <p><a href="http://onlyreddie.tumblr.com/post/179356576719/let-ya-boi-get-sum-reddie-phone-sex" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: drabble, !!, el always does so well, reblogging again, damn show him love, you COWARDS, i love
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let ya boi get sum Reddie phone sex
<p>bet</p> <p><a href="http://onlyreddie.tumblr.com/post/179356576719/let-ya-boi-get-sum-reddie-phone-sex" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: 
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okay i&#039;m currently crying about Stan so could you maybe do a one shot of Stanley Uris Takes a Bath but instead of Patty finding him dead in the bathtub, the door is unlocked and finds him lowkey panicking so she gives him a beer and washes his hair and helps him relax and calm down and let it but fluffy. my boy deserves some happiness. also patty is an angel so
<p>anon, your mind? amazing. ur so right, stan deserves all the love. sorry this took so long lol, i hope you like it!!</p>
<p><b>words:</b> 1,014</p>
<p>Patty knew there was something
wrong before Stan even hung up the phone. “Who was that, love?” she asked as he
walked over. </p>
<p>But he walked past her, refused to
look at her. “Wrong number.” A chill spiked through Patty’s chest; Stan never
lied to her – she didn’t think she’d ever heard him use that voice before. It
was cold and distant, nothing like any of the voices he used with her. Stan was
soft with her, sweet, loving. Patty felt glued to her chair as she watched him
walk up the stairs.</p>
<p>“Baby?” she called, her voice
wavering slightly. “Where are you going?”</p>
<p>“Just taking a bath,” he assured
her, his voice and smile both flat. Patty knew Stan never took his baths this
early in the night, but she pressed her lips shut and held in her growing
concern. Whatever the call had been was clearly personal, and Patty knew Stan
would tell her when he was ready. </p>
<p>Or at least, she hoped he would. </p> <p><a href="https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/179159669842/okay-im-currently-crying-about-stan-so-could-you" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: fic rec, stanpat, i adore them so
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76 + 160 w/Reddie ?
<p><small>“<b>You’re one hell of a guy,</b>” Richie says with a smile. His eyes trace over Eddie’s messy hair and freckled face. He still looks breathtakingly beautiful, even disheveled like this. It is one thing to listen to Eddie talk about skateboarding, but it is another to see him actually <i>skateboard. </i>Eddie only grins in reply, his white teeth on full display as he pulls his skateboard off the ground to tuck it underneath his left arm. “<b>Do you think you can teach me that?</b>”</small></p><p><small>“How about I teach you how to get on a board without falling off first?” Eddie laughs, steadying his hand on Richie’s shoulder. The gesture strikes Richie straight in the heart; he <i>loves</i> Eddie’s touches. Even the friendly ones. Even the ones they don’t address, or can’t talk about— the ones that go <i>beyond friendship. </i>“Here,” Eddie says, dropping his board to the ground and stabling it with his foot. “Get on. Hold my hand.” But Richie’s hand is wet with sweat. Richie chuckles nervously and wipes his hands on his jeans, reaching out to grab Eddie’s outstretched hand. Their fingers lock and Richie gets one leg on the board easily, though it seems as though getting his second leg on will take some encouragement. “I’ve got you, Rich. Don’t worry.”<br/></small></p><p><small>“Fuck,” Richie says. “I’m scared.” Silence settles between them. A minute must pass before Richie jumps on the skateboard, and he nearly falls over in his sudden rush of courage. Eddie holds onto Richie’s hand and ghosts his arm near Richie’s torso (just incase). “Eddie. I’m scared. Eddie—Help me get down. I don’t like this.”</small></p><p><small>“You’re such a baby.” Rolling his eyes, Eddie begins to walk with Richie, leading the skateboard down the street and forcing Richie along. “If you ever wanna <i>flip</i> a skateboard, you have to learn how to <i>ride </i>one.”<br/></small></p>
Tags: drabble, cuuuuuuuuuuuute
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Bevchie (friendship) + prank!🖤
<p>This is actually almost 1k becuase I couldn’t control myself. Thank you Häns for sending this to me, I’ve laughed so much writing this.<br/><br/>Mentions of reddie, benverly and stanlon.<br/></p>
<p><a href="https://eds-kas.tumblr.com/post/179087140880/send-me-a-pairing-a-word-and-ill-write-a"><b>Send me a pairing + a word and I‘ll write a 500-ish fic</b></a><br/></p>
<p>———</p>
<p>Richie was bouncing with his leg as he held his phone pressed to his ear. ”Come on. Wake up, wake up,” he impatiently whispered to himself as it kept dialing. Just when he was about to hang up and personally go to Beverly’s house and violate her bedroom window, she finally picked up.</p>
<p>”What the fuck Richie? It’s 4 in the morning.” Beverly’s morning attitude was not something to play with, but there was no time to be gentle and loving.</p>
<p>”Rise and shine my friend, it is time for a prank!” Richie cooed, but all he heard from the other end was a loud sigh.</p>
<p>”Can’t it wait to another more human time of the day?” Beverly groaned before she spoke again but this time it was away from the microphone. ”It’s just Richie, go back to sleep Ben.”</p>
<p>Richie grinned. ”No can do, it has to be now. I am sitting with <i>two thousand</i> post-it notes next to me, our victim is scheduled to go to work in three hours and in that time we are going to cover said victim’s car with said post-it notes.”</p> <p><a href="https://eds-kas.tumblr.com/post/179115740800/bevchie-friendship-prank" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: drabble, beverie, ugh they’re a power duo, perfection
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reddie; daisies
<p>I, uh. I don’t know how it got this angsty. I loved this word, thank you so much. This is kinda based on a song called ‘what about today?’ by Lewis Watson. Listen to it, it’s heartbreakingly beautiful.</p>
<p>———</p>
<p><i>He loves me.</i></p>
<p><i>He loves me not.</i></p>
<p>It had been going on for too long. This <i>whatever</i> it was, was so mentally exhausting Eddie thought he couldn’t do it anymore. He didn’t even know what <i>it</i> was. If he wanted it to stop he wouldn’t even know how to stop it without cutting Richie off from his life entirely. Which he didn’t want to do.</p>
<p><i>He loves me.</i></p>
<p><i>He loves me not.</i></p>
<p>The grass under Eddie started to itch because he had been sitting there for too long. There were four petal-less daisies by his feet, and one with half of the petals left in his hand. It wasn’t like he picked the petals off to actually get an answer, he knew that was stupid. But it was calming. He was barely was aware of his actions when a pair of feet were heard behind him.</p>
<p>”So. Does he love you or not?”</p> <p><a href="https://eds-kas.tumblr.com/post/179117850330/reddie-daisies" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: fic rec, just... wow, angst
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Max.
<p>AH another one??? you’re the best!!! &lt;3</p><p><b>favorite thing about them:</b> she’s SO self-sufficient and self-aware. like she acknowledges her own flaws and wants to change them, that’s so rare in anyone let alone a KID!!!! we love a redhead icon</p><p><b>least favorite thing about them: </b>she can be kind of entitled</p><p><b>favorite line: </b>“I know I can be a jerk like him sometimes.  I do NOT want to be like him. Ever.”</p><p><b>brOTP: </b>max/eleven, max/the party!!!</p><p><b>OTP: </b>lucas/max</p><p><b>nOTP: </b>mike/max no thx</p><p><b>random headcanon: </b>max teaching el to skateboard!!!!!! I WANT IT I NEED IT</p><p><b>unpopular opinion: </b>they didn’t develop max enough in season 2 and I’m excited for her character to be explored more deeply in season 3.</p><p><b>song i associate with them: </b>something by a girl punk band. like, definite Garbage (the band) vibes</p><p><b>favorite picture of them: </b>sweet girl!!!!</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1080" data-orig-width="866"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/fa335625b85b1d675731b385a61411d4/tumblr_inline_pgo5rt1L7x1t6mgno_540.jpg" data-orig-height="1080" data-orig-width="866" alt="image"/></figure><p><b><a href="http://mikewheeler.tumblr.com/ask">give me a character</a></b> and I’ll answer these questions about them</p>
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Post id: 179099766623
Date: Mon, 15 Oct 2018 23:01:55
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/179099766623/reddie-cute
Slug: reddie-cute
Reblog key: ks0mpcvG
Reblog url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/179091425022/reddie-cute
Reblog name: tinyarmedtrex
reddie + &lsquo;cute&rsquo;!
<p>Thank you!!</p>
<p><b><a href="https://eds-kas.tumblr.com/post/179087140880/send-me-a-pairing-a-word-and-ill-write-a">Send me a pairing + a word and I‘ll write a 500-ish fic</a><br/></b></p>
<p>———</p>
<p>There’s reality and dreams. And then there’s the space in between. That place you’re in for a brief moment <i>in between </i>wakefulness and sleep. Half awake, half asleep. That’s where Richie was right now. He was still held back by his subconsciousness, aware of his dreams but something was trying to pull him out of them. He could feel the presence of someone <i>somewhere</i> but he couldn’t really reach it. His dreams became a mix of subconscious imagination and reality.</p>
<p>Then he heard a sound. Maybe it was the state of hypnagogia that made it sound like angelic music to Richie’s ears, but it was the most beautiful sound he had ever heard. As the sound of someone <i>chuckling</i> reached his ears, he left the <i>in between</i>-state and fully woke up.</p>
<p>Richie opened his eyes and he was staring into a wall. It only took a second to realize that he wasn’t at home. The pillow his nose was pressed into smelled too heavenly to be his own, the sheets around his body felt like silk and then there was the pressure of another body behind him.</p>
<p>He was in Eddie’s bed.</p> <p><a href="https://eds-kas.tumblr.com/post/179088652510/reddie-cute" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: awwww my heart goes omph, drabble, fic rec, reddie, fluff, and nothing more than fluff
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25!!! From the 200 prompts list💜
<p><small>“<b>I’m sick,</b>” Eddie croaks, coughing into his phone. He places a hand on his forehead (as if that will stop the room from spinning) while he waits for Richie’s reply. But Richie only sighs, hesitant to say anything, seemingly thinking up a good, responsible response.<br/></small></p><p><small>“I can come home early,” Richie suggests, although Eddie knows that is not possible. Given Richie’s chaotic work schedule in both career departments, it would be incredibly risky to take off work simply to care for his significant other. “Yeah, yeah. I could try and work something out with Stan… make a few calls. Just before rehearsal. I could make it work.”<br/></small></p><p><small>“No. Don’t,” Eddie says. “It’ll be fine. I’ll just lay in bed since I already called out. Just… have a good day. And can you pick up some soup on your way home?”<br/></small></p>
Tags: drabble, aww
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69 and 86 (under fire and accidental turn on)?? With reddie if you could? I think this is weird combo and I love your writing!
<p>This one was so incredibly fun! All the Reddie and a side of Stanlon because Stanlon. 💞 Thank you so much for liking my writing, anon, you’re so sweet to tell me! I hope you like it! ❤️❤️</p><p>~</p><p><br/></p><p>“The pair were surrounded, they were severely low on ammo, and their armor had been rendered useless. The enemy was closing in, fast. Their only shot at survival was to stick together, watch each other’s backs, and maybe make out a little-“</p><p><br/></p><p>“Richie! Less monologuing, more kicking Stan and Mike’s asses.” </p><p><br/></p><p>Richie stuck his lips out in a pout, but he adjusted his hold on the gun in his hands. The room was lit with black light and the walls were murals of foreign worlds in glow-in-the-dark paint that gave the four adults a sense of nostalgia. Techno music mixed with space sounds blared through the speakers and a large clock hung over the entrance that ticked down from 20 beside a scoreboard:</p><p><br/></p><p>R&amp;E: 2085</p><p>M+S: 2030</p><p><br/></p><p>Richie had posted up just beside a large blockade with a hole in its center, perfect for Richie’s favorite surprise shots. He had spotted Mike at the start of his story, but the thought of kissing Eddie for the remainder of the game was just enough to make him lose interest in his not-so-sneaky friend. Eddie, however, was hiding behind a large black pillar, his laser gun held to his chest while he peeked around. “I want to win this time, Richie! No matter what!” As he searched for Stan, he suddenly lit up and the sound of a blast came from the armor on his chest. </p><p><br/></p><p>He groaned. “Oh, fuck you, Stan!”</p><p><br/></p><p>“Gladly!”</p><p><br/></p><p>Eddie swiveled and aimed directly for Mike, who had given away his position and-</p><p><br/></p><p>“Ha! Direct hit!”</p><p><br/></p><p>Richie’s hands, still firmly clasped around his gun, fell to his side as he looked his boyfriend up and down. “Did you just trick Mike into-?”</p><p><br/></p><p>Eddie smiled a toothy grin while keeping an eye on the direction Stan’s shot had come from, and he whispered, “if you thought that was something, watch this.”</p><p><br/></p><p>Eddie reached out for Richie’s shirt, pulling him from behind the blockade into the line of fire. He held Richie to him with one arm and pointed the gun using his shoulder to aim. Stan and Mike’s laser guns shot, the lights glowing a bright red just long enough for Eddie to spot. The pair’s shots sent Richie’s vest alight, but Eddie shot back, hitting them both dead on for full points. </p><p><br/></p><p>Eddie yanked Richie back out of the line of fire to the next area over where there was a spot to replenish their ammo. He noted the 2 Minutes Remaining on the clock as he said “charge up your gun, babe. We’re about to finish this game with a bang! You rush over to Mike and I’ll cut off Stan-“</p><p><br/></p><p>But Richie wasn’t listening. He was too busy questioning the butterflies in his chest and the warmth that had suddenly coiled in the pit of his stomach. He shifted uncomfortably away from Eddie as he tried, and failed, to casually cover the front of his ripped, black jeans, which were now slightly tighter than before. Richie couldn’t decide if it was Eddie’s brazen laser tag move from moments ago or the sight of him grinning with a look of chaos in his eyes that turned him on, but he was just glad to know that he’d have Eddie all to himself in less than two minutes. </p><p><br/></p><p>Eddie, who had immediately noticed Richie’s abrupt change of demeanor and who could read Richie better than most, asked in horror, “Rich, are you-?”</p><p><br/></p><p>He looked as guilty as he felt.</p><p><br/></p><p>“Here?!”</p><p><br/></p><p>“You do things to me, Eddie! It’s entirely your fault, my love.” He reached out a hand and booped Eddie on the nose, who smacked it away with reddened cheeks.</p><p><br/></p><p>“I can’t believe you - that I!- that you somehow-“</p><p><br/></p><p>“I told you, Eds. You do things to me.” Richie’s voice had changed, lowered just enough to send a warm shiver up Eddie’s spine. He moved closer to Eddie, who backed into a speckled wall, eyes wide but looking from Richie’s eyes to his lips and back again.</p><p><br/></p><p>Eddie’s voice betrayed him, matching Richie’s hushed tone and asking again, “even here?”</p><p><br/></p><p>“Everywhere. Anywhere. Here.”</p><p><br/></p><p>Eddie’s head was titled up towards Richie who was now just inches away. He felt a strange thrill hum within his chest knowing he’d done this to the man in front of him. He wanted him to close the short gap that was left between them, he couldn’t stop himself from moving to meet him halfway.</p><p><br/></p><p>“Are you two finished yet?” two voices asked in unison.</p><p><br/></p><p>They spun around, guns hanging uselessly at their sides. </p><p><br/></p><p>“Fuck.”</p><p><br/></p><p>Laser shots rang out and their vests lit up.</p><p><br/></p><p>The game ended in a tie. The night ended with Richie falling asleep in Eddie’s arms. </p><p><br/></p>
Tags: drabble, a d o r a b l e
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Oops uh reddie 58 and 60 ❤
<p>Accidental Eavesdropping and Poorly Timed Confession. Ohhhh this is gonna be fun</p><p>Okay! So. Here’s what I was thinking. Lets set it up first. Richie and Eddie have been best friends for years. Decades. Since the day they met on the playground the rest was history. They’ve been borderline inseparable since. Yeah, they’ve had their fights and problems but who hasn’t?</p><p>Sometimes in their junior Eddie realizes he’s gay. He doesn’t say anything for a long, long time. He keeps the secret from everyone, including Richie. It eats him up inside and he pulls away from a lot of his friends but this is the one thing no one can know about. He can’t be gay. He’s a good Christian boy, it would kill his mother, it would ruin is friendships, it would destroy the very fabric of his life. </p><p>This causes a minor fall out between the boys. Eddie pulls back from Richie when they enter into college. They attend the same school but they don’t room together (Eddie’s request) and things go south from there. Different majors give them less time to see each other. Richie rushes a frat and Eddie joins the track team. Its a recipe for drifting apart, which is exactly what Eddie wants. Its better to drift away than to have Richie reject him. Richie, though? Richie is pissed. One day during their sophomore year Richie bursts into Eddie’s dorm and kicks his (terrified) roommate out. He ends up knocking some verbal sense into Eddie and Eddie just kind of breaks down? Hugs Richie and cries and tells him he misses him. He doesn’t tell him the whole truth, though. He just says he doesn’t know what he’s doing and he misses Richie and he was worried Richie was going to abandon him for his new greek lifestyle. Richie assures him he would never and they two of them make sure to put more effort into being friends. </p><p>Cue living together junior year of college. Things are going as well as they can be. Richie and Eddie are back to being inseparable. They’re pulling pranks, dong their own things, and overall just having a fucking blast. Richie sometimes brings people home, boys and girls, but Eddie tries not to think about it too hard. Richie is super discrete and respectful. He tries to do it when Eddie is out or away and mostly Eddie doesn’t find out. But he knows its happening. They have an relatively open communication policy. He pretends it doesn’t eat him up inside. </p><p>And everything goes great until it doesn’t. In their senior year they get an apartment together, a one bedroom because its cheaper and they’re used to sharing a room. They shove two twins in it and call it a day. Word gets out, somehow, and some asshole ends up starting a rumor that they’re dating. People don’t blink twice at it because they’re RichieandEddie and they always have been. Richie laughs it off and just slings an arm around Eddie’s shoulder, making a quick, “Well, they finally got us pegged, huh Eds?” joke.</p><p>Eddie? Eddie loses his fucking mind over it. He starts to pull away again but Richie doesn’t let him. He tries to assure Eddie that the jokes mean nothing but it doesn’t help. They both try to dispel the rumors but Eddie still gets weird. He pulls back. Eventually, he comes home to Richie with a girl on his arm. Richie’s neck practically breaks when he sees her. She’s beautiful, yes, but in all the years Richie has known Eddie he’s never once dated anyone. That, and she has quite the attitude. In the first meeting alone she ends up calling the shots for dinner, their movie choice, and when they go to bed. Richie ends up falling asleep on the couch to the sounds of what he doesn’t know is Eddie’s very awkward first time. <strike>Myra does not rape him. Do not think that. Eddie willingly consents because he is confused and upset and desperate to not be gay</strike></p><p>Fast forward. It’s Eddie’s wedding day, right? Him and Myra have been together for two years and now its finally time to seal the deal. Eddie has been a nervous wreck for the entire month leading up to the wedding and Richie, his best man, doesn’t know what the fuck to do. Eddie won’t tell him anything. He gives short answers on how everything is okay and this is what he wants to do. Richie knows Eddie doesn’t love Myra but no matter how much he tries he can’t talk any sense into Eddie. On the day of the wedding Richie steps out of his Best Man duties to catch a cigarette break. Eddie has been teetering on the edge of a panic attack all day so he calls Bev in to help out. He ends up cutting the cig short, too nervous to get back to Eddie, and he heads inside early. He ends up stopping outside of Eddie’s suite’s door when he hears a broke sob and someone shushing in a soothing tone. He doesn’t want to disturb the moment, thinking maybe it’s good for Eddie to get it all out, when he hears it. </p><p>“God, what am I doing? I love him so fucking much, Bev. But I have to do this! What other choices do I have?! He’d just hate me and I’d lose my fiance, my best friend, and any chance I had at living a normal life!”<br/></p><p>Richie fucking dips out, running outside to man is place at the smoke pole. He’s fucking reeling. Eddie’s in love with him? Eddie’s gay? What the fuck?</p><p>Bev eventually comes out and finds him chain smoking and drags his ass inside, lecturing him about being there for Eddie right now. He had hoped Bev would work her magic, talk him out of the wedding, but the rest of the morning passes in a blur and suddenly Richie is standing beside Eddie while the Pastor reads his speech. </p><p>“Does anyone object to this holy union? Speak now or forever hold your peace?”<br/></p><p>Richie fucking blanches. He hesitates, feeling his tongue swell in his throat. Now is his chance and he has to say something, anything to stop this ceremony!</p><p>“Let us proceed”<br/></p><p>Fuck, he misses his opportunity and it seems like time is speeding up. His entire life is passing him by. The future he didn’t know he could have, the one with Eddie, is disappearing with every passing second. Suddenly, someone is calling his name. </p><p>“Richie? Hello? I need the rings, man” Eddie whispers harshly, prodding Richie i his sternum. <br/></p><p>“No,” is all he manages in response. The entire church, including Myra, lets out an audible gasp. “No, Eddie. I can’t give you the rings.”<br/></p><p>Myra looks like she’s about to explode, her face turning a bright shade of pink and then fading into a dark red. Eddie just fucking gapes at him, mouth opening and closing with thousands of possible sentences. </p><p>“I can’t let you marry her, Eds. I can’t let you throw us away before you even give us a chance.”</p><p>There we go! I hope you like it! This was super fun!!! &lt;3 &lt;3</p>
Tags: fic rec, ahhhhhhhh, AHHHHHHH
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Hey! Are requests open? Bc I have an idea?? Like Bev and Richie go to college together and meet a bi girl and they both have a &ldquo;competition&rdquo; bc they both start to like her?? Idk if this has been done already lol
<p>Sorry it took so long…took an unexpected turn!<br/></p>
<hr><p><br/>

 He wasn’t sure
exactly when it had started.</p>
<p>Maybe it was when they had both first saw her, strutting
into the lecture hall the first day, wearing tight workout pants and a nearly
see though tank top. Maybe it was when Beverly commented about her hotness, or
how she had talked to him like the girl was already her. Or perhaps it when the
girl was confessing her sexuality, admitting that she found both of them
attractive. Whenever it was, or for whatever reason, Richie now found himself
in a six month long battle to woo her. </p>
<p>

Beverly was relentless, her tactics much more planed and
less obvious. It was a cup of coffee and a smile, acknowledgement of her
hobbies, a shoulder to cry on. They were friends, that much Richie knew but
what was still unclear was how it had come so suddenly. Richie himself was
having a problem connecting, his conversation lagging or awkward, his jokes
poorly timed. He just couldn’t get his shit together. </p>
<p>

But he wasn’t willing to give up.</p> <p><a href="https://beepbeeprichiellc.tumblr.com/post/169875703228/hey-are-requests-open-bc-i-have-an-idea-like" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: fic rec, man i just want more of this tbh, a rly cool au
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51!
<p><small>“I just—I <i>know.</i> Okay?” Richie says, still standing in the entryway of their shared apartment, backpack hung over his right shoulder, hair a mess and eyes a darkened hue. He sighs, lets his bag fall to the floor, and then turns around to lock the front door. Eddie watches, confused by what he has just heard, and dazed by the nap he has just woken up from. (As usual, Richie is late to return home. His schedule is hectic.) “I know that I’m making it hard for us to be together…” Richie trails off, facing Eddie with an embarrassed expression. “And I love you, sugar… But this is my dream, you know? I’ve always wanted to be an actor, so… if you want to breakup then I understand. You deserve someone who’s around.”<br/></small></p><p><small>“<b>What the fuck are you on about?</b>” Eddie questions, stepping toward Richie and closing the distance between their bodies. He stares up at Richie and purses his lips, raises his hand to tuck a bundle of curls behind his ear. Richie’s stupidly sad face. “I know this is your dream. Don’t you know I’ll support you no matter what?” Standing up on his tiptoes, Eddie kisses Richie once, softly, on the lips. A gentle reminder of the relationship that has sprouted between them. “And leave you? <b>You mean too much to me, don’t ever doubt that. </b>You’re my whole fucking world. I love you. I just want you to be happy.”</small></p>
Tags: drabble

Post id: 178990328913
Date: Fri, 12 Oct 2018 17:05:05
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/178990328913
Slug: 
Reblog key: HuuRyNfx
Reblog url: https://hypnoidvoid.tumblr.com/post/178985368996
Reblog name: hypnoidvoid
🍼
<p><i>did someone say the Losers with Kids? (literally, NO ONE said that) WELL, THEY WERE THINKING IT.</i></p><ul><li>After Bill and Audra have their first kid (its a boy! his name is Christopher) everyone is just sending gifts, flowers, coming in to visit</li><li>and everyone is looking to see who the fuck is next</li><li>Richie and Eddie keep saying it’s gonna be Bev and Ben because fuck they have to adopt and there is literally no way they can’t not predict it</li><li>but PLOT TWIST </li><li>Richie and Eddie are at home, eating dinner when Richie gets a phone call.</li><li>The number’s unknown, so he sets the phone down and doesn’t bother it</li><li>but then there are text messages</li><li>over and over and over</li><li>two more phone calls</li><li>and a voicemail</li><li>Richie sits through ALL of it because he’s an oblivious fuckhead and can’t take his eyes off his husband though he sees him every damn day</li><li>But after they finish watching Jurassic Park, Richie is on his feet, checking texts with wide, surprised eyes</li><li>(btw this hc is taken from <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13470000">this</a> fic because i’m actually REALLY in love with this idea)</li><li>so, flashback time: when Richie went off to college, he decided to cut ties with Eddie. it was ‘for the best’ but it was NOT for the best</li><li>both of them were a wreck. Richie went on horrible benders while he was on tour with this band he was in at the time</li><li>slept around a lot and long story short…</li><li>“Eddie… Eddie, I’m a dad.”<br/></li><li><i><b>“YOU’RE WHAT?!”</b></i><br/></li><li>Richie is able to talk Eddie down, (surprisingly) and they work through his past, and the present<br/></li><li>and then they’re at the future.</li><li>“What did she say?”<br/></li><li>“She wants me to keep it.”<br/></li><li>Eddie is silent. Richie feels his heart fall through.</li><li>“Look Eds I know this is aw-”<br/></li><li>“I do too.”<br/></li><li>When Shiloh finally rests in Richie’s arms after she’s born, Richie is sobbing, tears running down his cheeks and smile wider than ever.</li><li>and Eddie spoils the FUCK outta Shiloh</li><li>before she was born, Eddie’s attention was between work, Richie, and Bill’s son, but now, with Shiloh, Eddie was THRILLED to have a daughter to take care of</li><li>and BOY was Shiloh a riot</li><li>Her hair was dark and curly like her father’s but she had these piercing blue eyes that would grow wide when she asked for things.</li><li>and she knew that they worked on her dads. </li><li>Eddie gets called ‘Dada’ </li><li>and though Richie tries to get Shiloh to call him ‘Papa’ Shiloh calls him ‘Bubba’ because Eddie does</li><li>EddiecallsRichieBubbanotCheeBYE</li><li>ANYWAYS</li><li>After Shiloh, Stanley and Mike have twins through a surrogate, a boy and a girl named Leo and Ivy, </li><li>and Ben and Beverly have a boy, affectionately named Oliver </li><li>playdates GALORE </li><li>Shiloh and Ivy become best friends, </li><li>they start BEGGING for sleepovers and ‘girl time’ </li><li>(these girls are seven and eight years old, telling their fathers about makeup and fashion) </li><li>(Eddie and Mike ADORE every minute of it)</li><li>Oliver starts writing from a young age, </li><li>showing his Uncle Bill all the stories he writes and asking for his opinion</li><li>Leo starts dancing, </li><li>and Mike is at EVERY recital, videotaping</li><li>showing the other six what a talented young man Leo is becoming :’) </li><li>The Losers are 11/10 parents, and once every two months </li><li>(because a house with seven childish-adults and five actual children is FAR too much) </li><li>they have a picnic or get together where they all make food, hang out, catch up</li><li>its a good ol’ time omg</li><li>and now im crying bye</li></ul>
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Moe, you beautifully wonderful human being. Today it rained. A marvelous thing, you know? Could you write Stanlon together on a rainy afternoon?
<p>(ofc doll &lt;3 hope this lives up to your expectations.)</p>
<h2>Haven</h2>
<p><b><a href="https://t.umblr.com/redirect?z=https%3A%2F%2Farchiveofourown.org%2Fworks%2F16275785&amp;t=ODc3YmEwNDQ5NjZlZTlhZTg0YTZkYzZjNzc0NDFkYWM1NWQ3NTAwNCw1MDM3NzI2NWJhNmUzZDdjOWUyMjIxMDMwNmNmYjA3OTgwYzc5NzQx" target="_blank">Read on AO3</a></b></p>
<p>Word Count: 2,421</p>
<p>Rating: Teen (mention of death)</p>
<p><i>“Shelter your love in your beloved.”</i></p> <p><a href="https://honeybeehanlon.tumblr.com/post/178985544659/moe-you-beautifully-wonderful-human-being-today" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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for the kisses, 42 with reddie please and thank u
<p><b>A kiss

 …out of pride.</b></p><p><b>Uhhhh I wrote this in like 20 mins. I hope it’s alright. </b></p><p>	“Jessica is going to ask Eddie to homecoming.” Bev mentioned conversationally at lunch. She looked at Richie, whose eyes whipped to her as she spoke.</p><p>	“Who the fuck is Jessica?” Richie asked, his fork stabbing his meatloaf.</p><p>	“They’re in history together.” Stan said, “She stares at him the whole time.”</p><p>	“Doesn’t she know he’s gay?” Richie gritted out as he looked from friend to friend, shocked that none of them seemed to care as much as he did. Ben was eating his mashed potatoes, Bev and Stan were smirking at him and Mike and Bill were having a silent conversation with their expressions. Eddie was only out to them but most of the school seemed to have guessed it. </p><p>	“She doesn’t seem deterred by that fact.” Bev said, twirling her pasta while still watching Richie. </p><p>	“But that’s- that’s fucked up!” His annoyance was met with shrugs from his friends. He threw his hands up. “Why don’t any of you seem to care about this?”</p><p>	“Why would we? Eddie will say no anyway.” Stan said.</p><p>	“Probably,” Bev added. </p><p>	Richie felt his blood pressure rising. He had liked Eddie for years- years!- and this girl was going to swoop in and take him? No way. Richie had too much pride for that to happen. Sure, he had never told Eddie his plans and they had never talked about it but he knew that Eddie liked him too. He had just been waiting for the right moment to make his move. It was just turning out to be a lot sooner than he expected.</p><p>	Eddie walked into the lunch room and Richie shot up, leaving his tray and backpack behind. Eddie smiled as he saw Richie, giving him a half wave, but Richie was already grabbing his elbow and pulling him into an empty hall.</p><p>	“Jessica wants to ask you to homecoming.” Richie said as soon as they were alone.</p><p>	Eddie’s nose scrunched up and he looked unhappy. “Why? I don’t like girls, doesn’t everyone know that?”</p><p>	Richie felt some of the air rush back into his lungs. “So you’d say no?”  Eddie looked at Richie then shrugged and Richie felt that blind panic again. “You’re not sure?” He asked, trying not to sound desperate.</p><p>	“I mean, it’d be easier, right? To go with some girl? It’s not like people are lining up to ask me.” Eddie looked sad for a moment and Richie couldn’t stop himself. He bent down and kissed Eddie, missing slightly and hitting the side of his mouth. As he drew back he saw that Eddie’s eyes were as big as saucers. </p><p>	“What was that?” Eddie squeaked, blushing furiously. </p><p>	“Go with me.” Richie said, grabbing Eddie’s hands. “Go with me because I like you. A lot. And I don’t want to watch you dance with Jessica all night, even if you don’t like her. Please.” He stopped himself from saying more, knowing he was close to babbling. </p><p>	Eddie didn’t say anything and Richie was worried he messed up. Then Eddie nodded, his head barely moving. Richie barked out a quick laugh. “Really?” </p><p>	Eddie nodded again, stronger this time. “Yes, yes. On one condition.”</p><p>	Richie grinned, grabbing Eddie’s hands to keep himself from dancing. “What’s that?”</p><p>	Eddie smiled shyly at him. “Kiss me again.”</p><p>	“Happily.” </p>
Tags: drabble, aww
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<p>He knew he fucked up when Richie was uncomfortably pulling out of him. He could see the pain and hurt in his eyes. The undeniable rage that was behind the hurt was also evident. “Richie— wait, I didn’t—“</p><p>“Oh shut up, Eddie. You ruined the god damn mood.” He watched as Richie scrambled to pull up his pants at the edge of the bed, while Eddie just sat on his own side quietly. His breathing was slowly beginning to even out back to normal.</p><p>“Come on, Richie. We can keep going, I didn’t mean to say it!” Richie turned suddenly, snatching his shirt out of Eddie’s hands. “I won’t say it again.” He said as Richie forced on his shirt.</p><p>“Eddie, we had a fucking rule. I am <i>not</i> your alpha nor will I ever <i>be</i> your alpha. You made that fucking decision, now do we have to end this altogether or are you going to start following the rules <i>you</i> made?” Richie turned and left the room, and Eddie could only faintly hear the front door to his house slamming closed.</p><p>He rubbed the back of his neck, wincing when he felt the faded bite mark of his deceased lover. He sighed quietly and glanced at the countless pictures of him and mike. If he squinted, he could pretend that they were all of Richie. They were twins, after all.</p><p>——</p><p>Damn did I fucking get y’all or what?</p>
Tags: drabble, jesus, kill me why dontcha
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<blockquote><p>Warning for major character death and general angst</p></blockquote><p>The full moon shone down into the apartment through the broken window in the living room. Crisp fall air rushed in with a gentle breeze. It was cold, but not nearly as chilled as the blood coursing through his body. Eddie sat in the armchair situated across from the window. His leg bounced anxiously as he waited, a gun tucked in the waistband of his pants. The way it rested against his spine magnified every raw emotion he was currently experiencing. It wasn’t a new sensation; it was one he had felt many times before. </p><p>It was late, or perhaps it was early. Eddie couldn’t tell. He hadn’t slept yet and his eyes hadn’t strayed from the window across from him. Soon enough, Richie would be returning, climbing through the very window he broke hours earlier. </p><p>And when he did, he stumbled through the open window, falling to the ground in a pathetic heap. His clothes were torn and his mouth and neck were covered in blood. Eddie’s heart ached at the sight, tears immediately springing to his eyes as he stood from his chair and rushed over to Richie.</p><p>Eddie fell to his knees and pulled Richie’s body up against his. It wasn’t long before Richie let out a heartbreaking sob as he clung to Eddie’s arm wrapped around his chest. </p><p>“I’m sorry,” he cried, “I’m so sorry. I didn’t want to hurt anyone, Eds. But I couldn’t help it.”<br/></p><p>“I know baby,” Eddie whispered, brushing a hand over Richie’s hair while his other hand reached behind him to curl his fingers around the gun. “<b>I’m gonna protect you from this fucked up world, I promise.</b>”<br/></p><p>“Do it,” Richie demanded, before his voice softened and his words turned into a desperate plead, “Please Eddie. Before I hurt anyone else…”<br/></p><p>The tears streamed down Eddie’s face as he held Richie closer, pressing a kiss to the top of his head. “I love you Richie. I always will.”</p><p>Those were the last words echoed through the apartment before a single gunshot sounded.</p>
Tags: drabble, noooo
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<p>Richie didn’t know whose idea this was. But it wasn’t like he was complaining. He and Eddie were walking through the woods next to Eddie’s house, the shade from the trees provided some much-needed relief from the hot July sun. It had been a while since they had hung out one on one, and since all they’re other friends seemed to be busy with other things, this seemed to be the perfect opportunity. In any other world anyway. In this one, Richie’s palms were sweating and he wished he were anywhere but here right now. You see, Richie’s crush on Eddie was worsening every day, and he didn’t think he’d be able to handle himself around him. But here he was, walking alone in the woods with him. He was so screwed.</p><p>“Can I ask you a question?” Eddie asked, stopping to face Richie. Richie nodded, turning toward. “Sure, spaghetti man, what’s up?” Eddie groaned and pointed at Richie. “That! Why do you only make fun of me, and none of our other friends?” Richie … was not expecting that. “You think I’m making fun of you?” Eddie looked down quickly as Richie stepped closer. “N-no, it’s just…” The boys were standing way too close to be friendly, and Eddie lost his train of thought. “Never mind, forget I said anything,” Eddie said, clearly frustrated, walking away. Richie reached out and grabbed his wrist, bringing him back to stand in front of him. Richie opened his mouth to speak, but he really didn’t know how to put it into words.<br/></p><p>So instead he put his hands on Eddie’s cheek and pulled him close. They were a mere two inches away, just breathing in one another and their lips barely touching, giving Eddie the opportunity to move away if he wanted. But he didn’t, so Richie pressed their lips together softly and kissed him. The kiss was short but sweet, and when Richie moved back to look at Eddie, he didn’t even have a chance to catch his breath because Eddie was pushing their lips together again. Hard and passionate, Richie could barely breathe. He moved his hands up to Eddie’s hair and Eddie put his hands on Richie’s waist, curving him against his own body, just wanting to be as close as possible.</p><p>Richie was glad he had avoided THAT conversation. At least he had gotten a kiss from his crush out of it.</p>
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Amelia...Amy here, your dangerous friend. Please continue the reunion kiss fic to after they get back to their apartment! Pleeeeasseeeee????????? 😏😏😏😏
<p>My dear dangerous friend, here is your smutty prompt!</p>
<p>For context, part 1 is <a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/178915787937/reddie-15">here</a></p>
<p>Read <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14520066/chapters/38124866">here</a> on AO3</p>
<p>This is rated M. It is smut. Idk what else to say. </p>
<p><b></b></p>
<p>Eddie was pushing Richie against their front door, his lips kissing and nipping Richie’s neck while his hands snaked under Richie’s shirt. Richie had been running his over Eddie’s back and chest, whispering all the things he wants to do to him, but now he had removed his hands as he tried to unlock the front door. The pair had made it to their front door before this started, which Richie thought showed great restraint. </p>
<p>“Aha!” He said triumphantly, finally getting the door open. The two practically fell into the apartment, dragging Eddie’s bags behind them. Eddie pulled his luggage in and slammed the door shut then he attacked Richie again pulling him down for a long, wet kiss. </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/179059782202/ameliaamy-here-your-dangerous-friend-please" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: fic rec, ooohh
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Heyy, for the ask ...31 si vous plait ❤️
<p><i>31. “Don’t cover your mouth… I like hearing you.” </i><br/></p>
<p><b>NSFW AHEAD. <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16297391">AO3</a></b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16297391">.</a></p>
<p><i>(hey, hey, hey, phone sex.. my fav. i had to ask someone what si vous plait meant before i wrote this but other than that i hope you enjoy!)</i></p>
<p>When Richie and Eddie had decided that going off to different colleges would be no problem, they obviously weren’t thinking.</p>
<p>Richie was shipped off across states before Eddie could blink an eye. He was basking in the blazing sun of California, skin most likely glowing with a tan and hair lightened from the rays. The mere idea that Richie’s face is probably scattered with freckles is enough to have Eddie wanting to purchase a plane ticket just so he could see them outside of his cell phone screen.</p> <p><a href="https://richardtoz.tumblr.com/post/179057203454/heyy-for-the-ask-31-si-vous-plait" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: fic rec, nsfw, reddie

Post id: 179050897908
Date: Sun, 14 Oct 2018 14:26:00
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/179050897908/i-need-some-2-and-9-with-reddie
Slug: i-need-some-2-and-9-with-reddie
Reblog key: iwbftaTb
Reblog url: https://eds-kas.tumblr.com/post/179050101135/i-need-some-2-and-9-with-reddie
Reblog name: eds-kas
i need some 2 and 9 with reddie😤
<p>2. “Shh, no one will even notice my hand up your skirt/in your pants if you don’t cause a fuss.”<br/>9. “You should play with my hair some more…”</p>
<p><b>NSFW AHEAD. <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16290428">AO3.</a></b></p>
<p><i>(thank you for the prompt &lt;33)</i></p>
<p>Dating Eddie Kaspbrak was similar to dancing with the devil. Not that Richie’s complaining, because he’s <i>definitely not</i>. He had no boundaries, the impression that Eddie’s scared of even holding hands in public was far from the truth because he’d have Richie flustered in the middle of a Church service if he had the chance. And boy, <i>he’s tried.</i> Richie’s usually never the person to turn down a chance to get off, but each time with Eddie gets more and more dangerous, especially when they were in the company of the others.</p> <p><a href="https://richardtoz.tumblr.com/post/179031084094/i-need-some-2-and-9-with-reddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: fic rec, nsfw
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Can you do 74 + 86 with reddie?
<p>74. Huddling for Warmth </p><p>86. I Didn’t Mean to Turn You On </p><p>—</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="540" data-orig-width="540"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/7be41a6a71a37a97e684abe1dc56ad6c/tumblr_inline_pgkf40Bxy81tbqw53_540.jpg" data-orig-height="540" data-orig-width="540"/></figure><p>“Maybe we should just stop. It’s getting cold and late and we would be better off looking for the road in daylight.” </p><p>“No. We can’t stop now! If we stop now then it’ll be hours until we find the others.” Richie replied grumpily, trudging though the brush in an fiery huff. “This is all Beverly’s fault, she was the one who sent us up three campsites for fucking fire wood when there were trees literally everywhere!” </p><p>It wasn’t Eddie’s fault, not really but his harsh words echoed in the emptiness around them repeating his resentment over and over until it faded into the distance. The shorter boy didn’t answer, only kept his eyes forward as he followed his friend though the thickening woods. Richie felt a bubbling guilt in the pit of his stomach but kept it deep down where it was buried along side the rest of his feelings. </p><p>Three weeks ago Eddie had confessed his feelings for him, laying it all on the line in one hell of a display of intimacy and admiration. When Richie didn’t respond, frozen in time and space, Eddie took it upon himself to prove his words by kissing his childhood friend full on the lips. Richie almost fell, almost allowed himself to cave into the ultimate satisfactions of the love he felt gnawing at his damaged heart but as Eddie pulled away it was his fathers words he spoke instead of his own. </p><p>“I’m not a faggot.” </p><p>Since then everything had been in state of disarray, like a tornado of emotion had ripped though the earth leaving it completely wrecked. The Losers tried their best to keep things together. Even when Eddie finally agreed to come out of his house, making only two minutes into their weekly movie marathon before turning tail and running. Even when the trashmouth himself became cold and short with then, his friends did their best to keep their group together. </p><p>Which was why they were camping in the middle of fucking nowhere, so to fill the crack that Richie had created. Beverly thought it was a good idea to send he and the one person who hated him the most out to get some goddamn firewood before it got too dark. The only reason he had agreed to go was because of the guilt trip Bill had given him earlier, telling him to at least try and make Eddie feel better about what had happened. </p><p>And this was surly doing the exact opposite. </p><p>Fifteen grueling minutes later Eddie spoke up again, “Come on we are going in circles.” He sounded so tired, so strained from not only the walk but from the shattered relationship that they stepped on as they moved though the dirt. “Let’s just find a place and bunker down until sunrise so we can actually see where we are going.” </p><p>“No.” </p><p>“God damn it Richie!” Eddie hissed, stopping in his tracks. The sudden change in his tone forced the trashmouth to turn and face him. It had gotten so cold so quickly, Eddie’s short breaths coming out in a small cloud of smoke, his body shivering from the light breeze from the north. “I’m cold and this is getting us nowhere!” </p><p>“Well I’m sorry Eds but it wasn’t my idea to make that left turn.” It was a sharp indication that Richie was out of his comfort zone, placing blame where blame didn’t belong. “And who wears shorts to go camping? Honestly, do you even think about the consequences to your actions?” </p><p><i>Shit</i>.</p><p>The hurt that crossed Eddie’s features made Richie’s heart drop. “Fuck you.” The short boy growled under his breath, the rumble in his chest strong and commanding making Richie whimper in response. “Seriously, fuck you Richie.” </p><p>Richie groaned, rubbing the bridge of his nose and swallowing down the worst of his comment. “I know how that came out but I mean come on…don’t you own a pair of pants?” </p><p>Eddie laughed, actually laughed the noise coming deep from within him almost as if it had been boiling this entire time. “Oh I’m sorry, am I turning you on? I defiantly didn’t mean to do that because you aren’t a faggot right?” The word shook Richie to his bone, the hatred and disgust mirroring what had been spoken that night. “I knew I should have just stayed home, I would rather be with my overbearing mother than with you.” </p><p>“Wow, real nice Eddie.” Richie mocked, the ringing in his ears filling his brain with bees. “Way to make things better.” </p><p>“Ugh, I can’t believe this!” He screeched, pulling at his hair. “I honestly can’t believe fell in love someone like you. What in the hell is wrong with me?” It wasn’t a question that Richie was meant to answer, so he didn’t. “I’m an idiot, a fucking idiot for even telling you.” </p><p>Another shiver ripped though Eddie, tears trailing down the rise of his checks and crashing into the scruff of his collar. He looked so broken then, like there was a long crack down the middle separating him into two. One half being the old Eddie the other being the one who had been created the night Richie had turned him down. Love and hate, pain and pleasure, anger and happiness. </p><p>It was all his fault. </p><p>And Richie knew this. </p><p>“You’re freezing.” He finally breathed after a long bout of silence. Eddie dropped is scorching gaze and shifting his weight from foot to foot. Sighing heavily, he said the only thing that came to mind, “Come here, we can huddle for warmth.” </p><p>“I’d rather freeze to death.” </p><p>“Eddie-” </p><p>“I’m not over being dramatic, I would literally rather die.”</p><p>“Okay let’s just pretend that what happened between us never happened. That we are just normal Richie and Eds, just for right now for the sake of staying alive.” He took a cautious step forward, testing the waters but was met with a cold font as Eddie matched him backward. “I’m sorry okay, sorry for saying what I said and for how things had been for the past few weeks but we can hash that out later because right now if we don’t get you warm you are going to loose a limb.” </p><p>Eddie nodded after what felt like forever, allowing Richie to crowd his space. Ever so carefully Richie snaked his arm around his friends waist, pulling him close. He could feel Eddie’s heartbeat through the contact, hear the small intakes he took as he laid his head onto Richie’s chest and it made it all come crashing down. Eddie’s skin was electric, impulses being shot from where their skin met making Richie’s stomach kneed and twist. There were words on his tongue, soft an sweet ones that should have came that night of his Eddie’s confession. The truth, the painful and freeing truth nearly burst from within him. </p><p>“Eddie?” He whimpered. </p><p>“Yeah?” </p><p>“It think I-”</p><p>“RICHIE! EDDIE! WHERE ARE YOU???” Mike’s strong voice hollered from the distance forcing Eddie to rip himself from his arms. Richie cashed him for a moment, gripping onto his shoulders before the smaller boy shimmied him off. “HELLO? RICHIE! EDDIE!” </p><p>“We are here!” Eddie cried, keeping a stern eye on Richie but allowing their friends light to shine onto them. “We are over here!” </p><p>Breaking their connection Eddie walked away from Richie leaving him cold and wishing for more. </p>
Tags: and this is so sad i just cant, drabble
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60!!!
<p><small>“Eds, <i>what?</i>” Richie lets out something of a chuckle, activated by pure disbelief, as he cradles Eddie’s face in the palm of his hands. Eddie frowns, tries to avoid Richie’s gaze. Though that is impossible when Richie is practically <i>forcing</i> Eddie to look at him. “What is going on with you, sugar? You don’t really think that… do you?” Eddie places his hands against Richie’s and sighs. Richie truly does not understand Eddie’s concern, because after all their years of being together, Eddie has never once brought this worry up. But perhaps that is because Richie has never referenced it so directly.<br/></small></p><p><small>“I just… Rich, really? Me? A dad?” Eddie says shyly. “I wouldn’t be good at all that. That’s your stuff. You’re great with kids. I don’t even know how to <i>talk</i> to one.”<br/></small></p><p><small>“Lovebug,” Richie says softly. “It’s just practice. Trial and error. <b>You’d be a great dad</b>. I know it.” Eddie does not look convinced; his eyes are sad and Richie can feel his erratic heartbeat from where their chests are pressed together. “Have I ever let you down?” This makes Eddie laugh, a real rumble from his throat. He stares up at Richie and leans in real close, close enough that their mouths are just barely acquainted.</small></p><p><small>“Many, many times,” Eddie says, and Richie feels his hot breath across his lips. “But never on purpose. Never for things that really count. You’re just… stupid sometimes.”<br/></small></p><p><small>“Mhm,” Richie murmurs, slithering his arms around Eddie’s torso. He feels Eddie’s arms come up behind his neck, and they are a new level of intimate in this embrace. It is an embrace of knowing adoration, of <i>it will only ever be you.</i> “I love when you call me stupid. Totally turns me on. Makes me wanna take you right here.” Richie teasingly hikes Eddie’s leg up around his waist, earning a slight gasp from Eddie. “Would you like that, sugar?”<br/></small></p>
Tags: drabble, better be dreamboat, i adore
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21 and 60 + reddie pls :)
<p>21. Dystopian AU <br/></p><p>60. Poorly Timed Confession</p><hr><figure data-orig-width="540" data-orig-height="540" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/805cc247ac14c732ea080c2cb5d5755b/tumblr_inline_pgjtex7BOo1tbqw53_540.jpg" alt="image" data-orig-width="540" data-orig-height="540"/></figure><p>He had no idea how long he had been walking. Days for sure, weeks possibly. The canteen on his hip was just as dry as the sand that surrounded, his rations burned off and wasted by his own body. Each step was agony, the muscles in his legs screaming all the things he already knew. Richie had known that standing up during a public execution was a death sentence, and still he had stopped the hammer from coming down onto the eleven year old’s head, quite literally.<br/></p><p>The sentence for subordination was exile. </p><p>So he walked, no matter how painful it was. When it came down to it, no one spoke up for him and that was expected. What wasn’t expected however, was the vast emptiness that was all around their camp. The next known civilized beings were over a hundred and fifty miles away and at three miles an hour that was a fifty hour walk. Then hours a day would put him at five days. Five fucking days before he would even see a glisten of hope and that was if he had headed in the right direction. </p><p>The blistering sun was beating down on his back, boiling his unprotected neck and face. It was all too much and finally his body gave way to dehydration forcing him down. He accepted this, accepted death because it was better than the life he was given. </p><p>“You win.” He coked out, looking towards the horizon. “Fuck you universe, you win.” <br/></p><p>At that moment his eyes must have been playing tricks on him because there walking towards him was three figures, blurred by the heat that rose form the earth. A sense of fear shot though Richie knowing that no one good lived this far out. These people were scavengers or worse, sand rats. </p><p>Either way, it spelled YOU’RE SCREWED for Richie. </p><p>He willed himself to move but couldn’t, exhaustion taking hold of him and grounding him to where he lay. A second seemed to skip by and before he even had time to generate a thought six feet were surrounding him. “I don’t have anything.” He confessed to their booths, not strong enough to lift his gaze. “I’m a no one from Kawap Camp, lower than scum. I want for nothing and only wish for sweet death. Please kill me quickly.” </p><p>“Wow.” A girlish voice whistled, sounding amused. “That was poetic.” <br/></p><p>Richie finally looked at his so called attackers and found hidden faces and long hoods. These weren’t scavengers, they were sand rats. The shorter one knelt down to his level, his amber eyes scanning Richie’s features slowly. “Eddie.” One of the others warned, the name sharp between them. “Don’t even think about it.” </p><p>“You heard him.” The Eddie boy shot right back, equally as sharp. “He’s a no one like us.” Slowly the knelling boy pulled down his bandanna, reveling the rest of his face. He was cute enough-Richie would admit-with a long scar stretching from his hair line to the corner of his lip, ruing his high cheek bone forever. With a small frown, Eddie pulled his canteen from his wasteland and opened it. “Here.” He grumbled, shoving the tan object into his face. “Drink.” Richie obeyed, greedy grabbing the canteen and drowning himself in the cool liquid.</p><p>“Bill isn’t going to like this.” The girl said, shaking her head and pulling down her own mask, exposing pink lips. “You are going to get in so much trouble.” </p><p>Richie finished off the canteen and handed it back to Eddie, thanking him in a breathy voice. The boy smiled, capping the object and placing back into it’s place. Sighing, Eddie ran his fingers over the lengthy scar, shaking his head and replying. “Well I got in trouble for saving both of you so I think I’ll take my chances.”  </p><p>“Eddie.” The still hidden boy growled, stepping forward. “Leave him. We can’t just-”<br/></p><p>“He’s coming with us.” Eddie cut loudly, making Richie’s ears ring. “I won’t leave him here to die.” </p>
Tags: drabble, ooh i want more, and it’s just a drabble!
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21 and 59 🤔
<p>Ohhhh Dystopia and Interrupted Love Confession. You’re after my heart, aren’t you?</p><p>We’re gonna do this zombie style because I’ve been playing so much L4D recently. Also, you didn’t specify a ship, so here is some Stozier. The world needs more Stozier. </p><p>I’m an angst machine. This got way darker than I intended and I‘m sorry for that. WARNING FOR MAJOR CHARACTER DEATH. </p><p>Its present day. Everything is the same except the country has fallen into chaos, the government has been dismantled, and the entire country has been consumed by a virus called P.W. that the CCD couldn’t get under control. Its rapidly approached the northern boarder and has long since invaded parts of Mexico. The entire world is under threat of the disease and other international countries are taking extreme measures to lock America down, including suspending al flights and contact with the country. Any boats seen approaching countries are shot on sight. No one goes in and no one comes out. No aid, no supplies, no contact. Anyone who had traveled back to their home country since the outbreak has been executed by their respective government, bodies burned. No life is too precious to outweigh the existence of all of humanity. The disease started up in Florida (bc its Florida) and the rapid spread was too quick to contain. People became carriers without ever knowing it. Those fun trips to Disney don’t see so fun now, do they?</p><p>America has fucking collapsed. Have you seen the destroyed infrastructure an chaos in any zombie movie? Yeah, that’s whats going on here. The Lucky 7 started out as just that, lucky. Once word was out of the outbreak they knew they needed to leave Maine. Its location at the upper east side of the country was not a safe bet. It was too much in a corner. If something happened they could only go one direction and that would likely be right into the frey. Its easier to escape if you can go any way you want. So, they tried to beat the contaminated masses and travel inland. </p><p>They cut down through New England and the northeast. They don’t know where they’re going but they know they have to keep moving. They spend nights in the homes of families who have died, in abandoned fast food places, in the backs of old vans. They do whatever it takes to survive. By the time they make it central they’ve killed more people, both alive and dead, then any person should have to ever do under any circumstance. They’ve met other survivors but those people were rarely trustworthy. It became a game of survival. Trust no one, they only want your food and weapons. Guns were also severely limited so the losers stuck to Melee weapons. You can’t convince me bullets are plentiful in an apocalypse. </p><p>Ben’s the first to die. All of the losers assumed they were immune because none of them had gotten sick for two months. It was a huge shock when Ben started to show signs of turning. He woke up in the middle of the night vomiting and convulsing. The next morning he looked fine and they all tried to ignore it, but the thought lingered. What if? Two days later he collapsed while traveling. When Bev rolled him over to wake him up she could see the veins of his neck were dark purple and when he opened his eyes they were completely white. Bev chocked back a dry sob as Ben cried out “Please, don’t let it take me. Please, I love you” in a gargled, mangled version of his own voice. Suddenly, he sat up and threw Bev off of him before advancing on her. Just as he loomed over her, his body twisting and mouth leaking black, tar colored blood from the infection, there was a sickening <i>crack </i>of Bill’s axe connecting with the side of his face. They left his body in the streets, too scared to bury him for fear of infecting another Loser. </p><p>After Ben, everyone is too cautious. There’s so much fear of infection, of having to kill or be killed. They eat less, they pick up less stuff, they are too careful of cuts and bruises and coughs. Bill’s the next one to die. The defacto leader of the group, consumed by the guilt of what he did to one of his closest friends. Everyone assured him that he did was he had to, that Bev and maybe someone else would have died if he hadn’t, that Ben was already gone. It didn’t work. As they moved into bigger cities the hordes were larger and more frequent. They found themselves cornered in a convenience store with Richie and Eddie and Mike desperately trying to break a wall down to escape. They were close, so close, but they needed more time. The zombies were breaking down their makeshift barricade and there were too many of them to fight. They would all die if someone didn’t do something, soon. Bill bit the bullet. Before anyone could stop him he uttered a quick goodbye and a declaration of love to the group before slipping under a chair and sacrificing himself. It bought them enough time to escape, to run far far away from the store. At night, they can all still hear his screams. </p><p>Down to five, the group is closer than ever. They sleep on top of each other if they sleep at all. The food rationing is smaller but with less people they make it work. More and more often, Stan finds himself asleep in Richie’s arms, whether he crawled there himself or he woke up with Richie pressed against him, holding into him for dear life. The two get closer and closer, Richie always having Stans back and Stan always running to Richie when something happens. “Stan! Stan, where are you!?” is always frantic in times of fight and flight. Its automatic, no one thinks anything of it. There’s an unspoken sense of comfort with the two. They spend the nights crying into each others arms, the weight of their world crashing down on them, crushing them, until the sun rises and they’re forced to press on. </p><p>Eddie is the next to go. There’s no warning, no signs, no note. Eddie Kaspbrak dies in the middle of the night while Mike is on lookout duty. Under the guise of going to the bathroom, he slits his wrists behind the trees and bleeds out alone, cold, and on his own terms. </p><p>The blow is low and it shatters the now foursome. The will to press on is fleeting, fading in the dark, desolate world they used to call a home. The countryside they once wanted to see is now their own graveyard, the new and exciting cities their tombs. </p><p>It happens in the middle of a fight for their lives. Richie can’t fucking do it, he can’t go on. Maybe Bill and Eddie had it right, maybe this was how they were always supposed to die. What’s the point of fighting. He’s standing on the second floor of a library, looking down at the chaos of his friends battling for their lives. Mike plunges his knife into a zombies skull, Bev runs a pitchfork through another’s chest, and Richie? Richie drops <strike>Bill’s</strike> his axe off the second story and stands there, waiting for the inevitable. </p><p>“Richie, what the fuck are you doing?” Stan cries, taking the steps two at a time just to get to Richie. There’s no zombies up there yet, but Stan can’t leave him alone and defenseless. <br/></p><p>“What I need to do, Stan. I can’t live like this anymore. We can’t.”</p><p>“You can’t leave me alone, Richie! You can’t! I can’t do this without you!”<br/></p><p>“Yes you can, Staniel. The less of us there are, the more you get to eat. The safer you’ll be. You guys will have more weapons, more shelter options. Three is better than four.”<br/></p><p>“Richie, no” Stan sobs, voice cracking and broken as he throws himself into Richie. “I can’t do this without you. I need you. I love-”<br/></p><p>He’s cut off by the shrill screams he never wanted to hear. When he looks down he sees Bev too far from Mike and cornered. Her pitchfork is broken and so is her arm. There’s not enough time in the world to save her and they both watch, in horror, as hands rip her down and teeth sink into her skin. Beverly Marsh has no chance of survival. </p><p>Three is better than four but never better than seven. </p>
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Richie some solo masturbation/ anything nsfw solo if you feel like it? Moe you&rsquo;re so great at getting all these prompts out so fast and so well written I love you
<p><i>Thank you so much doll! Sorry I got to your’s late tho oop hope it still lives up to your request :’) (nsfw under the cut)</i><b><br/></b></p> <p><a href="https://honeybeehanlon.tumblr.com/post/178835262729/richie-some-solo-masturbation-anything-nsfw-solo" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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for the smut prompts, 3 &amp; 8 (but with 8 it&rsquo;s take instead of swallow). thanks in advance and congrats on your milestone!
<p>(okay i sent in something for 3 &amp; 8 and just realized i never specified: reddie and bottom richie since you’re the queen of bottom richie? if that’s good with you)</p>
<p>

<b>NSFW AHEAD. <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16227947">AO3.</a></b></p>
<p><i>i love, love, love bottom richie. eddie ended up a bit more dom than i intended &amp; this ended up waaaaay longer than i wanted, but what can ya do. there might be spelling errors, just an FYI &amp; it might actually suck but. </i></p>
<p><b>Tattoo AU, Pain Kink, Bottom!Richie. (The holy trinity.)</b></p>
<p><b></b></p>
<p>As a child, Eddie always dreamt of becoming a doctor but things don’t always go as planned - especially when you’re still sleeping with a stuffed animal.</p>
<p>At twenty-four, he still deals with his fair share of people passing out and crying underneath a needle, but not medically. Instead, he spent his years in college exploring the world of art and went on to work as a tattoo artist in his own shop. <i>His mother was not pleased.</i> In a way, the two are very similar, at least that’s what he tells himself when a newly legal teenager tells him that they’re <i>so grateful</i> that he’d tattooed the word ‘bitch’ on the inside of their lip.</p>
<p>Going into every appointment he prepares himself for the worst, but the majority of them are smooth sailing. Every once in a while he’ll get the occasional dizzy individual or the one who takes one look at the gun and flees. Other times, they’re calm and quiet through the whole process. All in all, every person he meets is different from the rest.</p>
<p>His last appointment for the night is <i>especially</i> different.</p> <p><a href="https://richardtoz.tumblr.com/post/178837026779/for-the-smut-prompts-3-8-but-with-8-its-take" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: fic rec, nsfw, HOOTTTTTTTTTTTT
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So... you could go on about Pisces Richie, huh? *wink wink nudge nudge*
<p>Yesss, okay let me follow the same kind of format as the <a href="http://eddiefuckingkaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/178794641528/so-if-eddies-born-in-november-does-that-mean-that">Eddie is a Scorpio post</a> by talking about his sign’s ‘types’ first.</p><p><b>So here is why Pisces works for Richie:</b></p><p>Like Scorpio, Pisces is a Water sign, which points to deep emotion, strong intuition, and high sensitivity. At first glance, this might not <i>seem</i> to fit Richie, but I’d argue that he <i>does</i> feel things very deeply, he’s just exceptionally good at compartmentalizing those feelings, packing them up into boxes, and burying them. He’s also very perceptive and intuitive, and although in big groups he kind of sucks at ‘reading the room’, when he’s actually paying attention he can very easily pick up on an individual’s mood or needs (he provides Eddie with attention and validation, he gives Bill emotional support, he reaches out to Ben and Bev for friendship when they’re alone, etc). He’s also very sensitive, because he really internalizes a lot of the things he was made fun of for, even well into adulthood, and has quite a bit of deeply ingrained self hatred, more so than any of the other Losers except for Eddie. </p><p>Pisces is a Mutable sign, which is VERY Richie. Mutable signs are the most adaptable and versatile signs, they go with the flow and enjoy living life that way. They don’t stress easily because they enjoy the excitement of ever-changing circumstances. Because of this, they tend to have a reputation for being flighty and easily distracted, which… is Richie. But MOST importantly is how Mutable signs deal with conflict - they don’t tackle problems head on, they are all about the flight reflex. They avoid the issue altogether, find a way to work around it, or talk their way out of it. This is literally the ONLY way Richie deals with his problems. <i>Ignore, bury, deny, avoid.</i> If it can’t be ignored or avoided, he thinks of clever ways to get around it. This isn’t always a <i>bad</i> thing, because it allowed him to realize creative ways to fight IT, and his habit of distracting people with humor helps to keep the group’s morale up. BUT it does hurt him sometimes, too, particularly when it comes to maintaining relationships and being honest about his feelings. </p><p>Pisces are well known for their creativity, and are considered THE most creative sign. A lot of Pisces go on to work in the film, theater, and music industries, and Richie has a deep love for music and aspires to become famous for his comedy/Voices/impressions. Despite leaning toward careers in the public eye, Pisces have a reputation for being shy, and I see Richie as that kind of ‘shy extrovert’. He’s a social person, and very loud and attention-seeking, but it’s all very performative - very few people know the <i>real </i>Richie. It’s possible that <i>no one</i> knows the real Richie, particularly as an adult, because he buries his true self deeper and deeper as he ages, to the point where he can’t even be open with<i> himself</i> anymore. Finally, Pisces are known for being generous with their time and energy and very loyal friends, always willing to help out, and Richie is very much like that. He helps, no questions asked, because it’s just in his nature to do so. </p><p>But although his tendency to bury his feelings and avoid his problems causes issues in his personal life, once someone is able to get him to open up, he’ll be fully committed to that person, because Pisces put their ALL into a relationship once they find someone worth having those strong feelings for. This is why Eddie and Richie would work so well - they would both get each other to open up and heal in different ways, and fully have each other’s backs. There are glimpses of that in the novel, with Richie kind of forcing his attention and validation onto Eddie in spite of his half-hearted complaining, because he can tell how much Eddie needs it, and in turn Eddie’s compassion and support makes Richie feel comfortable opening up to him in private about his secrets and his goals. </p><p><a href="https://www.ifate.com/astro-compatibility/pisces-scorpio-relationships-compatibility.html">Scorpio and Pisces are just a perfect match.</a> “Pisces’ non-judgmental attitude can be healing to Scorpio, who is more emotional and often carries secret pain. Scorpio can teach Pisces to be more assertive. Pisces’ imagination sparks Scorpio’s creativity and Pisces can offer the devotion and admiration that Scorpio craves. You understand each other effortlessly and find it easy to compromise whenever there is a slight difference of opinion.”</p>
Tags: 

Post id: 178828909913
Date: Sun, 07 Oct 2018 15:28:21
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/178828909913/not-really-halloweenie-but-how-about-persephone
Slug: not-really-halloweenie-but-how-about-persephone
Reblog key: lkK27Z75
Reblog url: https://reddiejpg.tumblr.com/post/178827796060/not-really-halloweenie-but-how-about-persephone
Reblog name: reddiejpg
Not really halloweenie but how about Persephone! Eddie + Roundabout colorpalette? I would die honestly!
<figure data-orig-width="3490" data-orig-height="3150" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/329848d8952fc8a59dc8d1dac6ff32a8/tumblr_inline_pg8onr6tqx1u2gchq_540.jpg" alt="image" data-orig-width="3490" data-orig-height="3150"/></figure><p>Damn he loves them pomegranates 👏 They make him feel nostalgic and remind him of the time when he met his beloved (idiot) husband, Richie, the god of the Underworld. ((Eddie has the key of the underworld with him all the time))</p>
Tags: fantastic fanart, ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh, I ADORE THIS
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Uh keepin up with the subtop richie theme, could u do it with stozier too?
<p>song no one ever does sub richie for stozier and it’s fuckin criminal. <i>(this is the last one i did on the road but I’m beat I’ll work on the rest tomorrow &lt;33)</i><b><br/></b></p> <p><a href="https://honeybeehanlon.tumblr.com/post/178808219204/uh-keepin-up-with-the-subtop-richie-theme-could-u" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: nsfw, uuhhhh hot hot hot?, sub richie is hot?, what?, drabble
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Any pairing where they break into giggles midway through sex pls
<p>Imma do Benverly bc they. Need. love. Anyways NSFW under the cut.<b><br/></b></p> <p><a href="https://honeybeehanlon.tumblr.com/post/178807966449/any-pairing-where-they-break-into-giggles-midway" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: benverly, ughh they’re so in love, i adore the lovey-dovey giggles, drabble
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So if Eddie&#039;s born in November does that mean that his zodiac sign is scorpio?? Because I know a lot of scorpiens and let&#039;s just say they&#039;re very different from what Eddie is like and I dislike every single one I&#039;ve met but I love Edward. I know zodiac signs probably don&#039;t affect someone&#039;s personality but every scorpio I know is so full of themself, they&#039;re aggressive and can&#039;t take a no, they&#039;ll deny that they&#039;re wrong when they&#039;re CLEARLY wrong and so on ughh but Eddie ain&#039;t like that, is he?
<p>You could just be incompatible with Scorpios! And if you really don’t want to hc Eddie as a Scorpio, you could put his birthday at the end of November and hc him as a Sagittarius instead! Sagittarius are travelers, so either sign fits tbh!</p><p><b>But here’s why I support Eddie as a Scorpio:</b></p><p>Scorpio is a Water sign. Being a Water sign makes them deeply emotional and intuitive, very sensitive to their own feelings and those of others, and also really emotionally intense (which is where they get the reputation for being really sex-driven). All of these things apply to Eddie, who has a depth of emotional intelligence and intuition that the other Losers are never made aware of because of how introspective he is. Scorpios differ from other Water signs because even though they have the same emotional intensity, they’re more secretive about it. Eddie is resistant to physical affection and he doesn’t really expose other people to his true feelings - he just exposes the reader to them (unlike Richie, who withholds from the reader as well). But once someone can<i> break through</i> that wall, there is an endless supply of feelings there, true vulnerability, and a passion that - yes - can border on obsessive (consider his outward devotion to Bill and his inner preoccupation with Richie, his obsessive tendencies are there but they have soft edges, if that makes sense).</p><p>Scorpio is also a Fixed sign, which makes them stubborn, kind of nit-picky, and responsible. Fixed signs are very focused but not super spontaneous. They’re slow to open up and get started, but once they’re in an activity or a project, they’re fully committed and will always follow through. This is definitely a description that fits Eddie, who will commit until the very end, to the point of being detrimental to his own well being.</p><p>Scorpios are very good at keeping their cards held close to their chest, and I think Eddie’s upbringing only magnifies that quality. He is good at doing what he’s told and acting a certain way to avoid conflict, and he learned early that his best course of action is to keep his true feelings and desires a secret. Scorpios are like that anyway, but being emotionally abused as a kid adds fuel to that fire. That’s why he’s prone to frantic, emotional outbursts, because he’s like a volcano boiling under the surface. He has too many feelings to successfully keep them bottled up forever, so they tend to come out in moments of panic.</p><p>I think Scorpios get a bad rep because they can turn vindictive and manipulative if they’re hurt or wronged in some way, and don’t find it easy to forgive and forget because of how deep their feelings are. And I think Eddie is capable of holding grudges and being manipulative, but it’s not his default state - he has to be pushed really far to enter into that mindset, because his <a href="http://eddiefuckingkaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/176955329408/reddie-mbti-analysis">personality type</a> is patient and compassionate by default. But when he IS pushed to that breaking point, watch out lmao. </p><p>Bonus point for Scorpio is that most people headcanon Richie as a Pisces due to the movie’s missing poster (and I could go on about how surprisingly accurate that sign is for him), and Scorpio and Pisces are soulmate signs! “Scorpio brings stability, Pisces brings variety and excitement. Scorpio brings passion, Pisces brings romance.” Reddie in a nutshell. </p>
Tags: 
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16 reddie
<p>thank you for the prompt!! ive been in the mood for domestic reddie fluff lately but haven’t known where to start, so this helped a lot lol</p>
<p><b>words:</b> 375</p>
<p>16: “…lazily” (from <a href="https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/178677386207/send-me-a-ship-and-a-number-and-i-will-write-a">this prompt list</a>) (ships i write for are listed in <a href="https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/174071443652/about" style="">my about</a>!)</p>
<p> Sundays are Eddie’s favorite.
Because Sundays are they days when he and Richie both have off. Sundays are the
days they spend cuddled in bed, watching movies or Netflix, often recovering
from hangovers with egg and cheese breakfast sandwiches, or sometimes leftover
pizza.</p> <p><a href="https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/178802283587/16-reddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: A D O R E, ugh so precious, drabble
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reddie kiss 9&amp;44
<p>hi anon!! thank you for the prompt!!</p>
<p>there’s no smut in here but it is saucy lol so I guess in ao3 terms i’d give it an M?? still putting it under a cut lol</p>
<p><b>words:</b> 961</p>
<p>9 “…in public” and 44 “…out of lust” (from <a href="https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/178677386207/send-me-a-ship-and-a-number-and-i-will-write-a">this prompt list</a>)</p>
<p> “Is he wearing that just to fuck
with me?” Eddie stage whispered to Bill over the Weezer song that was blasting
through the crowded room and reverberating off the thin walls. His eyes were
trained on Richie Tozier, the infuriatingly gorgeous loud mouth idiot genius
who sat next to Eddie in their Shakespeare class. He was leaning against the
doorway that led from the living room into the kitchen talking to a girl with
red hair and a boy with wavy brown hair and eyes that were strikingly green
even from far away in a dark room. But Eddie wasn’t focused on either of them;
his attention was solely on Richie, who was wearing his typical black skinny
jeans with a just as typical loose floral button down – however, unlike in
class, he was just wearing the button down, no tee shirt underneath. It was
also tucked into his pants and unbuttoned to just below his breastbone. He was incredibly
pale and by no means muscular, and his chest was really nothing to be impressed
by, but the sight still had Eddie’s blood rushing, his mind filling with
fantasies of getting his lips onto that exposed skin.</p> <p><a href="https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/178764413752/reddie-kiss-944" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: drabble, reddie
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Stan + Free bird &lt;33
<figure data-orig-width="2744" data-orig-height="2504" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/c5a88ad5691b6ab83153feccf8b77861/tumblr_inline_pg5186tERZ1u2gchq_540.jpg" alt="image" data-orig-width="2744" data-orig-height="2504"/></figure><p>Stan hates Monday, Tuesday…and every other day equally.</p>
Tags: fantastic fanart
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beverie for 4 please
<p>this hurt me so much to write i love them ))): thank you for the prompt&lt;3</p>
<p><b>words:</b> 454</p>
<p><b>warning:</b> implied child abuse</p>
<p>4. “…where it hurts”</p>
<p>Richie told Bev she could come in
through the back door, but she insisted on climbing through his bedroom window;
she knew Maggie would fuss over her if she saw her in the condition she was in,
and she really didn’t want that right then. Richie respected that, though it
was a struggle, as he thought more than a fuss was in order. His heart broke
just as he always did when he saw the blossoming bruise on her cheek. She was
absolutely swallowed by the oversized black hoodie she was wearing (one that
had previously been Richie’s own), so he was extra careful as he helped her
through the window, as he couldn’t yet tell where she was hurt. Richie cupped
her uninjured cheek, resting his hand cautiously on her waist, his touch
feather light. Eventually she looked up at him, her hazel eyes dim and flat.
She gave him a small, forced smile, which he kissed tenderly. “Thanks for
letting me come over,” she said, her voice rough and strained. </p> <p><a href="https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/178933799222/beverie-for-4-please" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: drabble, oh god i love bev no
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6 sounds so intense omg pls
<p><small>“<b>What?! Can’t voice your own feelings now, huh?!</b>” Eddie shouts. Richie stares at him, cold, arms crossed and lips pursed in held-back annoyance. Taking a step toward Richie, Eddie knocks his fist against Richie’s chest. Richie stumbles back a little, but stands tall and remains strong as Eddie continues to fume with his anger, “What? You wanted to fight, so let’s fight!”</small></p>
<p><small>“I don’t want to fight, jackass!” Richie says, his unbothered expression and collected appearance disintegrating. He threads his fingers through his curly hair and lets out a frustrated groan. “<i>God!</i> I hate it when you do this shit! You’re always turning everything back on me—like I’m the one who gets mad for no reason!” Richie huffs, pulls his hands from his hair and clenches his fists like he is one second away from breaking. “Fuck— I can’t do this right now.”<br/></small></p> <p><a href="http://finnwolfhard.tumblr.com/post/178922477386/6-sounds-so-intense-omg-pls" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: drabble, i love them
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Reddie + 15
<p><b>Kiss

…passionately.</b>

</p><p><b></b></p><p>“Can you try to not attack Eddie when you see him? Maybe let the rest of us say hi first, before you two suck face for the rest of the night?” Bev asked, nudging Richie with her elbow.</p><p>	Richie shook his head, causing some glitter to fall from the sign he was holding. “No can do Bev, it’s been 5 long months since I’ve seen my Eds and I’m not wasting a single second.” Bev sighed, though he suspected that she knew that would be his answer. Richie couldn’t stand still, determined to be the first one to see Eddie emerge from the tunnel. </p><p>	Eddie had spent spring semester studying abroad in London.  He had left in January and it was now May. The time apart had nearly killed Richie, he had never been more grateful for skype and snapchat. But that wasn’t enough, he needed to hold Eddie, and kiss him. Dammit, he missed kissing his boyfriend. </p><p>	“You’ll be with him all summer, you can kiss him then. Just, try to remember we’re in an airport.” Mike said. </p><p>	The two were finally moving in together. Richie had been asking Eddie for years but Eddie had wanted to live in the dorms, to get the full college experience. But now, for their senior year, he had agreed to move in with Richie. He would be bringing Eddie to their apartment right after this, then they’d be meeting up with the losers later that night. </p><p>Richie had picked it out on his own, though Eddie had seen it through skype. He hoped Eddie liked it- Eddie had told him countless times that he trusted Richie (and Stan, who Eddie had sent with Richie in his absence). He couldn’t wait to christen it, hopefully several times. </p><p>	“Yes, a very public place.” Stan added.</p><p>	Richie stuck his tongue out at Stan. He knew his friends were (mostly) teasing. They knew how much Richie had missed Eddie, they’d been the ones to comfort him when he started tearing up during movies that reminded him of Eddie, or when he saw a fanny pack and red shorts.  But they were also right, they were in a public place, Richie wondered if his planned passionate dip and make out session wasn’t entirely appropriate.</p><p>	As he thought about it a tired looking blond man emerged from the crowd. The group started shouting. Richie watched as Eddie broke out into a grin, seeing all of them. He frowned slightly as he read the sign (Eddie Spaghetti! in pink glitter) but his smile grew even larger as his eyes landed on Richie. </p><p>	Eddie broke out into a full run, bolting towards him. Richie barely had time to shove the sign at Ben before Eddie was on him, jumping into his arms and wrapping his legs around Richie’s waist. He wasted no time claiming Richie’s lips, his fingers winding in Richie’s curls as Richie’s hands shamelessly grabbed Eddie’s ass, holding him close. Eddie’s tongue was in his mouth, furiously dancing against Richie’s. He tasted like chocolate and wine, his go to for surviving long plane rides. Richie groaned, he hadn’t fully realized how much he missed Eddie until now. </p><p>	This continued for a few minutes until one of their friends (probably Stan) coughed loudly. Eddie broke the kiss and put his forehead on Richie’s, smiling at him. “Missed you babe,” Eddie said, smiling. </p><p>	“God, you too.” Richie said, smiling back. He noticed the others and looked at them. “You losers are going to have to grab Eddie’s bag, I’m not putting him down until I get to lay him down on our bed.” The others rolled their eyes but nodded in agreement, the group walking to find Eddie’s suitcase. </p>
Tags: drabble, oof
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Bichie + 18!
<p>they are truly precious, love these soft bois&lt;3 thanks for the prompt!!</p>
<p><b>words:</b> 542</p>
<p>18. “…as encouragement” (from the kisses prompt list)</p>
<p> Richie’s ceaselessly bouncing leg
was the only indication that he wasn’t one hundred percent confident in what he
was about to do. He was all smiles, shaking hands and making jokes. But Bill
could tell that he was nervous, so he took his hand in his as they sat together
in Richie’s dressing room – his own dressing room, which he’d been assigned
when he first got signed to SNL. Tonight was his first show, and as excited as
Bill knew he was, he also knew that Richie was probably feeling like vomiting
right about now.</p>
<p>Finally, there was a moment where
people stopping flitting in and out of the room, leaving Bill and Richie alone
in the dressing room. Richie heaved out a sigh, the ghost of a smile still on
his face. “You excited?” Bill asked, cuddling up next to his boyfriend on the
couch.</p> <p><a href="https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/178871312307/bichie-18" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: drabble, aww
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Bichie, 24 plss!! i love your writing!!
<p>thank you so much!! okay so i kind of cheated bc this is after they get away from the danger lol, hope that’s all right &lt;3 this is set after the scene in the book when they escape from the neibolt werewolf the first time when it’s just the two of them</p>
<p><b>words:</b> 553</p>
<p>24. “…in danger”</p>
<p> Richie was still holding Bill as
tightly as he could when they rolled to a stop in Bill’s garage. His back stung
where the Werewolf had scratched him, a reminder that what they had just run
from had been real. Their limbs were stiff and trembling as they slowly got off
of Silver, letting it fall to the ground. One of Richie’s hand was still
tangled in Bill’s shirt; he didn’t think he be able to uncurl his fingers if he
tried. Bill gently removed his hand, but only so that he could turn to face
Richie and pull him into a tight hug. In the safety and privacy of Bill’s
garage, he let his friend hold him, let himself hold Bill. Bill buried his face
in Richie’s shoulder, shaking like a leaf in his arms. He stroked his fingers
through Bill’s red curls, not really knowing what he was doing, but rather
mimicking what his mother did for him when he was upset. Bill’s hair was sweaty
from pedaling so hard for so long in the summer heat, but Richie didn’t really
mind. Bill’s arms pressed up against the scratches on his back, making them
sting even more, but strangely Richie also didn’t mind that, so long as Bill
was holding him.</p> <p><a href="https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/178873120797/bichie-24-plss-i-love-your-writing" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: drabble, bichie, awwww my heart goes omph, so sweet
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What color do you believe best  represents each loser? (Doesn&#039;t necessarily have to be basic ROYGBIP)
<p>I love this question! I couldn’t pick just one color for each (mostly because of my love for Pink/Teal Eddie), so I hope you don’t mind I gave each Loser two! The first one is their more <i>primary</i> color, I guess, but both colors embody them!</p><h2><b>Losers As Colors:</b></h2><figure data-orig-width="500" data-orig-height="288" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/2bbeb982ade3b50fe3063db2e9d2d9fc/tumblr_inline_pgb1akQnUj1qlb5cr_1280.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="500" data-orig-height="288"/></figure><figure data-orig-width="500" data-orig-height="288" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/8cadd5c6f69912b5ad7e4bce7a118605/tumblr_inline_pgb1apE1091qlb5cr_1280.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="500" data-orig-height="288"/></figure><figure data-orig-width="500" data-orig-height="288" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/c1102aaef3b877d3ab90ae5b5ee331b2/tumblr_inline_pgb1cm976a1qlb5cr_1280.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="500" data-orig-height="288"/></figure><figure data-orig-width="500" data-orig-height="288" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/3f5393e41103a2b779b730015f54931f/tumblr_inline_pgb1crUGI01qlb5cr_1280.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="500" data-orig-height="288"/></figure><figure data-orig-width="500" data-orig-height="288" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/6a37ed56dd27fdf66b3a7b8aaed71160/tumblr_inline_pgb1cvOq0W1qlb5cr_1280.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="500" data-orig-height="288"/></figure><figure data-orig-width="500" data-orig-height="288" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/68dc6464321fad6921f4eb99f40415c1/tumblr_inline_pgb1cy8pmX1qlb5cr_1280.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="500" data-orig-height="288"/></figure><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="288" data-orig-width="500"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/71502f59739e4e2b30b3522ae180d1f7/tumblr_inline_pgb2n1dpzM1qlb5cr_540.png" data-orig-height="288" data-orig-width="500"/></figure><p>This is so ugly omg, idk what I was thinking. </p>
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Reblog url: https://bi-bi-richie.tumblr.com/post/178856974186/what-are-some-of-dreamboat-reddies-holiday
Reblog name: bi-bi-richie
what are some of dreamboat reddie&#039;s holiday traditions??
<p>they invite all the losers over for thanksgiving. richie cooks because hes a great baker AND cook and eddie rlly loves to watch richie in the kitchen. hes very silly and goofy but in the kitchen he actually goes serious mode and doesnt want eddie to help because everything has to be done in a certain order. eddie doesnt mind tho he loves it.. for christmas, the first few years theyre together, they alternate between their parents’ houses each year. they buy each other small gifts only. funny or real stuff. tbh, i think they probably enjoy staying with richies family for the holidays more than with sonia. when richie grows older he kinda puts his difference with his parents aside and tries to reconnect, have a real relationship with them. and its okay. eddie likes them well enough. halloween they both dress up and go to a party with their friends!!! they dont really celebrate much else. simple boys with simple plans &gt;:)</p>
Tags: 
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Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/178850727733/consider-5555-reddie-but-eddie-lives
Slug: consider-5555-reddie-but-eddie-lives
Reblog key: YnZJ2Wfx
Reblog url: https://bi-bi-richie.tumblr.com/post/178843626771/consider-5555-reddie-but-eddie-lives
Reblog name: bi-bi-richie
Consider: 5555 Reddie but Eddie lives
<blockquote><p><small>consider: this oneshot i wrote where eddie comes back as a ghost on halloween 👻 warning: suicide mention/implication.</small></p></blockquote>
<p><small>There are many things Richie expects to see on Halloween night—costumes and face paint and black and white movies—but the one thing he doesn’t expect is seeing an old friend. For it has been so long… too long for <i>him</i> to still be here, pale in the face, dressed in autumn tones and rewritten in vintage scars… and yet, here he stands, across the guest room in the Marsh household. Richie’s grip on his red lipstick falters, and the container clatters to the ground with a soft thang<i>.</i> Nothing can break Richie from this, from him. <i>Eddie.</i></small></p> <p><a href="http://finnwolfhard.tumblr.com/post/178840348001/consider-5555-reddie-but-eddie-lives" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: 5555 kills me every time, ughhh i’m crying
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Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/178849850958/do-you-think-dreamboat-reddie-would-ever
Slug: do-you-think-dreamboat-reddie-would-ever
Reblog key: 00aZbalO
Reblog url: https://finnwolfhard.tumblr.com/post/178845260631/do-you-think-dreamboat-reddie-would-ever
Reblog name: finnwolfhard
do you think dreamboat reddie would ever eventually have kids? or would they grow old together surrounded by a bunch of cats that definitely make richie feel like he&rsquo;s suffocating but he would never complain about it because they are his cHILDREN?
<p>omg dreamboat reddie with kids is a definite yes. richie wants kids <i>so</i> bad. like <i>so</i> badly. kids are something eddie always thought he would have, but its never been like. his #1. he wouldve been fine with some dogs or cats or whatever. but since being with richie and seeing richie wave to babies on the t or on the street and make them laugh…eddie is just struck with his love for richie. they need to have kids. they would have some cats too. but they probably get cats around 23. thats around the age i think pepperoni would pass away, bc she was old when richie got her anyways. and her death kinda breaks richie. hes so so so sad eddie has never seen him that sad. he cant really eat or do anything and he just cries for weeks on end. and eddie knows it wont change anything, wont make richie hurt less, but he gets richie a kitten. a cute spotty one. he isnt trying to replace pepperoni. hes just trying to make richie feel better. (and the kitten does. when eddie surprises richie with it richie bursts into tears and hugs eddie so tight. it doesnt make him miss pepperoni any less but having a new friend to cuddle at night is really, really nice too.)</p>
Tags: dreamboat, akamy fav
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20 reddie for the kiss prompts
<p>hi!! thank you for this, i’ve been in the mood for fluff lately lol</p><p>20. <i>“…on a scar” </i>(from <a href="https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/178677386207/send-me-a-ship-and-a-number-and-i-will-write-a">this prompt list</a>)</p><p><b>words:</b> 384</p><p>Rain fell hard outside of Richie’s
window, thunder rumbling in the August heat. The humidity from outside seeped
into the room through the screen on the window, leaving Eddie and Richie’s skin
sticky with the heat. Still, that didn’t keep them from curling in on each
other, from pressing their foreheads together. They didn’t look each other in
the eye, didn’t speak. Neither of them mentioned that it was the five year
anniversary – none of the losers mentioned it, because they didn’t have to. Their
hands were splayed next to each other between their two pillows, and Eddie took
Richie’s in his own gently, running his own short, slim fingers over Richie’s
long, bony ones. Richie let him turn it so that it faced palm up. The jagged
scar was still there, pink against the white skin the lamp light turned a
golden yellow. He held his breath as he traced his finger lightly over the
raised skin. When he looked up at Richie, he saw he was following the movement
with his eyes, his jaw clenched shut. Finally, as Eddie’s finger reached the
end of the scar, Richie’s eyes flickered up to meet Eddie’s. Eddie’s heart
plummeted in his chest when he noticed the fear in Richie’s eyes, the barely
noticeable sheen of unshed tears. </p><p>Slowly, his hand shaking, Eddie
lifted Richie’s hand up. Richie watched him curiously, still silent, confusion
in his eyes. Eddie watched them widen as he brought Richie’s palm to his lips.
The scar stood out against his lips, smooth and raised against the rough skin
of the rest of Richie’s palm. Richie’s breath hitched at the gentle contact,
his eyes blinking rapidly. Eddie kissed the scar again, applying slightly more
pressure. Richie sighed, and his eyes swam with something Eddie couldn’t
identify, something bittersweet and heartbreaking. Eddie closed his eyes as he
pressed a third and fourth and fifth kiss to Richie’s palm, now cradling his
hand in both of his. </p><p>“Eds,” came Richie’s raw and broken
voice. Eddie’s eyes flashed up to meet Richie’s as his heart pounded in his
chest. Eddie didn’t say anything, and neither did Richie. He just pulled Eddie
close into his chest; Eddie went willingly, finally feeling like he could
breathe at Richie’s arms held him as tightly as they possibly could. </p><p><b>taglist:</b> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/miGb3FafF8ZsPu2HUfLQtxA">@jane-doe-663</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/moF3HJkIqvhhaQQhO3ZhNgA">@reddie4thesinbin</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mbRxcyJcZPb3gEdGb7RQtqw">@deadlighturis</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m_SkC0TsmuBpuWnU4zKN-sA">@constantreaderfool</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mqk39iiKmofmqlR6cfqcY5w">@reddieloserz</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mlvxXeZO6gEdor8AMIeQ2Rw">@jessicaheartsderry</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mbp22M-GApanigTl6FWjdIA">@vegetarian-avocado</a><br/></p>
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hi! im looking for this fic I read once where richie and eddie message each other on tumblr but don&rsquo;t realize they&rsquo;re talking to each other it&rsquo;s almost like a cinderella story AU where eddie works in what used to be his dad&rsquo;s diner &amp; at the end someone puts up flyers of their messages to each other exposing their secrets??
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/12905772">this is me</a> by <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/users/odetodun/pseuds/odetodun">odetodun</a><br/></p><blockquote><p>eddie’s been talking to @urtrashman for two years, and still doesn’t know a name. meanwhile, richie tozier is an asshole<br/></p></blockquote><p>Let us know if you need help finding a fic.<br/></p>
Tags: fic rec
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hello u wonderful being, maybe a silly question but do you read fics? and if u do, what&rsquo;re your favourites?
<p>nOT AT ALL SILLY QUESTION AT ALL HERE JUST Let me get my list,, (in no particular order) (there are a lot) (i’m assuming you mean it related? if not sorry but there’s too many) (i’m just linking the fics bc i’m on the phone &amp; this is hard enough okay) (tho i can later link the authors too if anyone really wants me to)</p><ul><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15744168">A Thousand Ways to Die on the Internet </a> </li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13944627">Spin for Me</a></li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14310525">How To Make A Short, Angry, Low-key-Freaky Boy Fall In Love With Richie Tozier</a>*</li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14670522">5555</a>*</li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14160693">In-Between Lovers</a>*</li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14505876"><span class="npf_color_chandler">Heart to Break</span></a></li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13424418">make me</a></li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14326011">fellas, is it gay to jack a bro off?</a></li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13978821">for blue skies</a>*</li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/series/970302">We Aim to Please</a></li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13901232">everything you and I have got (it takes so long to find)</a></li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/12730998"><span class="npf_color_chandler">Into the </span></a><span class="npf_color_chandler">Dark*</span></li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13325904">Is there somewhere</a></li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13442796">Young, Dumb &amp; Broke</a>*</li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/series/911106">Closer</a>*</li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/12211449">I Heart Derry</a></li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13530432">heaven isn’t too far away</a></li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/12373053">Zero Characters Left</a></li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/12519724">on pointe</a></li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15643245">ice cream habit</a></li></ul><p>the * ones either made me cry or made me fall in love,,</p>
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Reblog name: finnwolfhard
&ldquo;i only kissed you because you were talking too much.&rdquo;
<p><small>“<i><b>I only kissed you because you were talking too much</b>,</i>” Eddie says quietly, his hand still on Richie’s cheek, blush settled onto both their faces childishly. It is silent in Richie’s bedroom; the television set has been muted in their intimacy and the feeling of their thighs pressed together drowns out every sound. He hears Richie inhale sharply now, and watches as Richie’s eyes blink slowly, once, twice, written in confusion, in desperation. Licking his lips, Eddie begins to pull his hand away from Richie’s face. His eyes are blown wide when he feels Richie stop him. Feels his fingers around Eddie’s wrist to keep the warmth of Eddie’s palm to his freckled skin. “Richie?” Eddie asks in a small voice, his heart banging against his chest.</small></p><p><small>“But…” Richie says, hesitant. His eyes are locked on Eddie. “But I always talk too much.”<br/></small></p><p><small>“Well,” Eddie replies, thoughtful. Shrugging carelessly, he lets the easiest of grins play at his kiss-ridden lips. “I guess I finally had enough.”<br/></small></p>
Tags: drabble, reddie
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I found a new one shot fic I loved where it was the night after richie proposed. I thought I bookmarked it but I didn&rsquo;t :/. If it helps I think Eddie says something along the lines of &ldquo;your a trash mouth, but you still mean something to me&rdquo;
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16118270">i have met an angel in person, and he looks perfect</a> by lil_bi_bean</p><blockquote><p><i>The night after Richie’s proposal, Eddie realizes just how content he is.</i><br/></p></blockquote><p>Let us know if you need help finding a fic.<br/></p>
Tags: fic rec
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Date: Fri, 05 Oct 2018 23:53:14
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Reblog url: https://richiefuckfacetozier.tumblr.com/post/178773200181/lili-how-about-the-palette-heat-of-the
Reblog name: richiefuckfacetozier
LILI!!!!!  How about the palette &quot;Heat of the moment&quot; with Eddie?  They look like pretty Fall colors for leaf piles &lt;3 &lt;3 (did i do this right?  I&#039;ve never sent one of these before &gt;.&lt;)
<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1239" data-orig-width="1280"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/08e461531b32bade7ba314ff9ec2a97a/tumblr_inline_pg4smeZU7A1u2gchq_1280.jpg" data-orig-height="1239" data-orig-width="1280"/></figure><p><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mRyK8qm6-luqvjeq3V8ULdA">@reddiepop</a> And how about an Eddie, after he finished at the gym, waiting for his boyfriend to pick him up? (Also I know you have this unhealthy obsession with Eddie in hoodies so I drew him in one for you xd Happy <i>really early</i> birthday???💕)</p>
Tags: fantastic fanart
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Stanlon and 10??
<p>amelia!! thank you for the prompt!! love me some stanlon lol, hope you like it!!</p>
<p>again, this isn’t technically porn but it is ~saucy~ lol so i’d say it’s<b> nsfw</b></p>
<p>also i said this in a separate post but on mobile a lot of the spaces are being deleted so words are being pushed together?? sorry about that, it looks fine on my desktop so idk why it’s doing that /:</p>
<p><b>words:</b> 470</p>
<p>10. “…desperately” (from <a href="https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/178677386207/send-me-a-ship-and-a-number-and-i-will-write-a">this prompt list</a>)</p>
<p> Stan had been teasing Mike all
night. They had both had a long week, and now they were spending their Friday
night at a club with their friends. Stan hadn’t really wanted to go, but Mike
had insisted. Unbeknownst to Mike, Stan had wanted to stay in so that he could
ride Mike for hours to make up for the stressful week. So, horny and impatient,
Stan had been kissing Mike’s neck all night, dancing up on him, making him want
what he refused to give him until they went home. Picking up on this, Mike
whispered in Stan’s ear, “You’re gonna keep doing this until I take you home
and fuck you, aren’t you?” Stan just shrugged, a small smirk on his lips.</p>
<p>“I thought you wanted to go out
tonight,” he said, the hint of a smile in his words as he pointedly grinded
back against Mike. The latter groaned and gripped his boyfriend’s hips hard. </p> <p><a href="https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/178773642127/stanlon-and-10" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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36 beverie blease
<p>oh hell yeah anon lol thank you for this!!</p>
<p><b>words</b>: 527</p>
<p><b>nsfw</b> below!!</p>
<p>36. “a kiss…to give up control” (from<a href="https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/178677386207/send-me-a-ship-and-a-number-and-i-will-write-a"> this prompt list</a>)</p>
<p>Richie was picking up Bev and
kissing her senseless before they’d even closed the front door. He carried her
into the kitchen, knowing he wouldn’t be able to make it to the bedroom when
she attached her teeth and lips to the sensitive skin of his neck. He groaned
and set her down on the kitchen table. He shoved her legs up her thighs as she
wrapped her legs around his waist, his fingers digging into the soft flesh as
he rolled his hips into hers and groaned. It turned into a desperate whimper
when she simultaneously pulled his hair and bit down hard on his neck. She
removed her legs from his waist then and shoved him backwards. He stumbled
back, his mind still reeling as he watched Bev stand and push a chair out from
the table. She grabbed the front of Richie’s shirt, tugged him into her, and then
shoved him backward into the chair. Richie fell to the seat, watching Bev with
awe all the while. She smiled down at him, her red curls wild around her head.
She stroked his hair gently, but as soon as he leaned into the embrace she
twisted his curls around her fingers and yanked them back again, exposing
Richie’s neck. She kissed up his heated skin until her lips brushed his ear. “I’ll
be back in a few minutes,” she whispered. “I want you completely naked in that
chair, no touching.” Standing back up to full height, she asked, “Understand,
baby?”<br/></p>
<p>“I understand,” Richie all but
moaned, nodding eagerly. Bev smirked. </p>
<p>“Good boy.”</p> <p><a href="https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/178773886467/36-beverie-blease" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: drabble, beverie, nsfw, oh my god i love them, op where’s the rest, OP
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i&rsquo;ve always wanted someone to write about reddie&rsquo;s first kiss where richie&rsquo;s like poking eddie&rsquo;s face a lot and eddie&rsquo;s like &ldquo;stop&rdquo; &amp; richie&rsquo;s like &ldquo;no&rdquo; and then eddie starts to like playfully shove him away so then they&rsquo;re like lowkey trying to push each other over and eddie wins and then he&rsquo;s on top of richie and their faces are so close and they kiss &amp; i love your writing so pls help me and write this (i wrote too many &ldquo;and&rdquo;s.)
<p>of course!! ty for this anon, this was so sweet and fun to write&lt;3</p>
<p><b>words:</b> 517</p>
<p>Eddie was trying to study. He
really was. But with Richie poking his cheek incessantly, it became difficult
to concentrate.  “Would you fucking quit
that?” Eddie finally hissed, swatting Richie’s hand away. Richie’s grin just
grew. Eddie hated the way it made his heart melt.</p> <p><a href="https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/178710453962/ive-always-wanted-someone-to-write-about-reddies" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: drabble, this is so cute, i love my babies
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what&rsquo;s ugly moon reddie up to rn?
<blockquote><p><small>have this unedited piece of junk i wrote a while ago instead</small></p></blockquote>
<p><small>There is the familiar click of a door unlocking, and Eddie’s heart skips a beat as he resists the urge to sit up in bed and watch the bedroom door for Richie’s entrance. Eddie lays with his eyes open, glued to the ceiling, and he just listens. Listens to the sound of richie’s keys hitting the kitchen countertop, and his heavy weight jean jacket shrugged onto the floor. The sound of a breathy sigh, and of a bag being set to sleep outside their bedroom door. Eddie’s eyes are trained on the bedroom door as it is pushed open. Richie looks a mess. A sweaty, hot mess, but the sight still pulls a grin to Eddie’s lips. He won’t ask how Richie is, because the lazy smile that he wears is evidence enough that band practice went well.</small></p> <p><a href="http://finnwolfhard.tumblr.com/post/178767274531/whats-ugly-moon-reddie-up-to-rn" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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2!
<p><small>“<i><b>Do I have fangs yet? How long until I get fangs?</b></i>” Richie asks as he uses the handheld mirror he stole from his mother’s purse. His reflection looks the same as it did moments before he was turned, and only to his own disappointment. There are plenty movies about vampires, and Richie knows that there’s always a significant change in appearance, or craving, or desire. But Richie feels exactly the same. His heart drops foolishly as he drags his thumb across the bottoms of his teeth in search of a pointy end or two. “This is a total bust. Do I at least have superpowers?”<br/></small></p><p><small>Eddie groans from across the room, where he lays spread out on Richie’s twin bed reading a comic book. With a heavy sigh, he thinks out loud, “Is this how it’s gonna be from now on? You acting more annoying than usual?”</small></p><p><small>Richie frowns, dropping the mirror to his lap and looking up at Eddie, who has still refused to put down his book. Richie says, “I’ve always been this annoying. You’re just now realizing it, Spaghetti.” </small></p><p><small>“Funny how I realize it <i>after</i> I make you immortal.” Eddie groans. “And now I’m stuck with you for the rest of my life… Huge bummer.”<br/></small></p>
Tags: drabble
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lucas and dustin do fortnite dances in modern aus and when hey meet jane they teach her how to do it and its all she does now. she walks doing fortnite dances
<p>SJAJSJAKSM this is so canon, will and mike dont understand whats going on and jane, lucas, and dustin all fortnite dances in the middle of the hall and in class and almost get in trouble bec of it</p>
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&ldquo;i&rsquo;m sorry.. did i make this weird?&rdquo;
<p><small>“<i>I’m sorry… did I make this weird?</i>” Richie asks, a furious blush puddled across his freckled cheeks. Eddie blinks, startled, unsure of what to do. “I totally made this weird. Shit. Just, uh, forget it.” A nervous laugh rumbles from Richie’s chest as he drags a hand through his shaggy red hair. Eddie watches him intently, entranced, contemplative. Eddie ponders what he can say at a time like this. He ponders what he <i>should</i> say. (What <i>do</i> you say when your best friend of sixteen years confesses his undying love for you in song form?)</small></p><p><small>“It’s not weird,” Eddie lies, because it is weird and they both know it. “It’s just… I wasn’t expecting that, is all.” Nodding, Richie avoids Eddie’s gaze, staring at his bedroom wall instead, and the band posters and family postcards that encompass it. Eddie sighs. He feels bad. It isn’t that the thought of being with Richie <i>like that</i> makes Eddie uncomfortable, or makes him hate Richie. It’s just something Eddie has never considered. But gazing over at Richie, and his flushed cheeks, clenched jaw, furrowed brows and pursed lips, Eddie is willing to give it a try. “I’ve never kissed anyone,” Eddie says, a hint, and he eyes Richie’s troubled gaze, how he turns his attention back to Eddie shyly. <br/></small></p><p><small>“Okay,” Richie says. Eddie blushes, embarrassed in his confession. His emotion is a mirror of Richie’s now.<br/></small></p><p><small>“If you want to, like… kiss me… then that’s okay. If you want to. I wouldn’t mind kissing you.” Richie’s lips part, seemingly taken aback by Eddie’s words. Though they only bathe in silence, neither saying anything more or moving a single inch. Time has paused for the time being, almost, and Eddie can’t find himself to care. Not when Richie is eyeing Eddie’s mouth, the curve of his teeth, the pucker of his lips. Eddie’s heart beats a mile a minute, and desperate for change, he utters, so softly, “You should kiss me, Rich. I want you to.”<br/></small></p><p><small>“Okay,” Richie murmurs, and he slowly brings his left hand up to cup Eddie’s cheek. It is awkward, and nerve-racking, but it is them. “I’m… I’m gonna kiss you now.” And then Richie leans in, ghosts his mouth to Eddie’s, maybe giving Eddie time to back out before they are tangled in lip. And soon they are kissing, unpracticed and foolish, dry-mouthed and tight-lipped. When Richie pulls back, he looks at Eddie with wide eyes. This whole thing feels underwhelming, because for someone that hypes up his sexual history, Richie’s kiss is nothing special. And as if Richie is reading Eddie’s mind, he admits, “I’ve never kissed anyone either.”<br/></small></p><p><small>Eddie laughs, leans into Richie’s hand on his cheek absentmindedly, because that is so Richie, and Eddie loves it.</small></p>
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Hardcore: 13 &amp; 14 - Stozier (bottom Richie) If that&rsquo;s okay, thank you, lots of love!!!
<p>Just letting everyone know these won’t be SUPER long because I have a few requests to get through, but I hope you like them none the less!</p> <p><a href="http://toziertrashmouth.tumblr.com/post/178495362864/hardcore-13-14-stozier-bottom-richie-if" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: drabble, nsfw, bottom richie
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&ldquo;what, you&rsquo;ve never thought about us?&rdquo;
<p><small>“<i>What? You’ve never thought about us?” </i>Richie asks in a hushed whisper, captivating Eddie’s attention with the simple flicker of his eyes–which dart from Eddie’s eyes, then down to his lips. Eddie’s mouth runs dry, and his lips part, hesitant, a foolish reply present on his tongue. Though he can’t utter a word. Not yet. Right now he can only watch as Richie raises his index finger to trace the birthmark on Eddie’s wrist.<br/></small></p><p><small>“N-No,” Eddie lies, accidentally allowing a nervous chuckle to escape him. Richie’s touch feels like fire, even on such a small portion of skin. “Of course I haven’t.”<br/></small></p><p><small>“<i>Okay,” </i>Richie says, in either disbelief or amusement, his peach lips considering as his blue eyes flutter beneath his thick rimmed glasses. “Do you… Do you ever think about me?” Richie stares at Eddie with such hope, such intent, that even with all of Eddie’s instincts telling him to lie, telling him to back out, he simply cannot. And so for once, Eddie swallows his pride.<br/></small></p>
Tags: drabble
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💙+ Timer
<p><i>Twenty two days. Six hours. Forty three minutes. Nine seconds.</i></p>
<p><i>Twenty two days. Six hours. Forty three minutes. Eight seconds.</i></p>
<p><i>Twenty two days. Six hours. Forty three minutes. Seven seconds.</i></p>
<p>“Mr. Kaspbrak!”</p> <p><a href="http://hanscom.tumblr.com/post/178494165504/timer" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: fic rec, soulmate aus are adorable!!
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22 &amp; reddie finally sucking it up and doing something about their feelings
<p><i>(thank you for the prompt, sweets. it ended up a bit dirtier than i anticipated so i hope you’re not too mad.)</i></p>
<p><i>((if anyone still wants to send in a prompt, you can find the list <a href="https://richardtoz.tumblr.com/post/178359013844/im-doing-prompts-smut-prompts-i-meant-to-do">here.</a>))</i></p>
<p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16092371">AO3 LINK.</a> </b></p>
<p><b>22:  “Deny it all you want. I know it’s me you think about when you’re horny.“</b></p>
<p>Starting his first year at college, Eddie didn’t know what to expect.</p>
<p>But, he knows falling in love with his straight roommate wasn’t apart of the college experience.</p>
<p>And he definitely knows walking into their shared dorm room to Richie moaning his name was not a coincidence.</p> <p><a href="https://richardtoz.tumblr.com/post/178436869959/22-reddie-finally-sucking-it-up-and-doing" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: drabble, oohhhhhh, hot hot
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do u know the fic where richie is a swimmer for the hs or college team and eddie is a reporter for the school newspaper and he has to go interview him? (myra is in it and she&rsquo;s this super obnoxious girl that&rsquo;s also in newspaper)
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15299838/chapters/35495382"><b>landslide</b></a> by <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/users/redsideofthemoon/pseuds/redsideofthemoon">redsideofthemoon</a></p><blockquote><p><i>Richie has nothing on except a towel tied loosely around his waist. And he has a really good body. Droplets of water fall to the tile floor from the mop of damp, dark curls on his head. He has approximately one million freckles scattered all over his pale skin like constellations. His mouth is slightly open, eyebrows raised in surprise. Eddie’s eyes flicker from his toned stomach to his sharp cheekbones and dark eyes. I’m gonna pass out, Eddie thinks, I’m gonna pass out and this ridiculously attractive asshole will have to witness it.</i></p><p><i>“Oh. Hi.” Eddie clears his throat and hopes Richie can’t see his blushing cheeks through his slight sunburn. “I’m, um, Eddie. Eddie Kaspbrak? I’m supposed to be writing an article about you for the school newspaper?”</i></p><p><i>College AU.</i></p></blockquote><p>Let us know if you need help finding a fic.<br/></p>
Tags: fic rec
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It&rsquo;s canon that stan gave patty a ring with a daisy pushed through it. You can&rsquo;t convince me that it didn&rsquo;t happen between Stanlon first. him and mike went to go bird watch and mike gave him a promise ring like that when they were 18 about to go to college. And stan had it when he met patty and she says &ldquo;this is so beautiful&rdquo;
<p>Stan wears the ring all the time. It’s nothing fancy, but it’s precious to him. He never takes it off after Mike pushes the ring onto his finger and even after he leaves Derry, Stan never takes it off. As his memories of Derry start to fade and become peculiar dreams rather than concrete memories, he starts to forget the significance and the memories that are intertwined with the ring. </p><p>Stanley goes to take it off, or even sell the simple silver and gold band, but as he tries to pry the ring off his finger, his heart pulls and aches with some unknown emotional pain, tears pricking in his eyes with an agonizing sting. So, he keeps the ring on his finger.</p><p>Even after he meets Patty, he keeps the ring on, even after trying multiple times to rid himself of it, his subconscious will not allow it. And Patty becomes fond of the piece of jewelry. After proposing to Patty, his own wedding band rests on top of the old, now faded band of silver and gold. Both items still hold a strong emotional weight on him, and he never removes either of them.</p><p>It isn’t until he receives a fateful phone call from Mike that it all becomes real again, and as he gazes at the old ring on his finger he begins to remember the man who gave it to him. The man who cherished and cared for him. Who taught him love, and kindness. That voice brings all those ancient, painful memories back, and Stanley can hardly bear it as he listens to Mike. <br/></p><p>As Stanley bleeds out in his bathtub, he gazes at the two rings on his finger, the shiny metal making his heartthrob with pain as he silently says farewell to the people he loved, the people who loved him. The fond, tender memories he shared with each person bring his tearful face a small, reminiscent smile, knowing that his love was not in vain, and even if he is gone, the love he received, the love he gave, will always be eternal memories instilled within those two bands of silver and gold.</p><p><i>(Hunter u rlly got me with this one boy)</i></p>
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❤️ &ldquo;confess&rdquo; or a confession for the word prompt
<p>Eddie slowly slipped in the door, locking it behind him and letting out a breath when he saw that Richie was fast asleep in his own bed. He watched as his best friend, and roommates, chest rose and fall steadily, showing Eddie that he was certainly fast asleep. He took a seat on the edge of his bed and watched him for a few moments, wishing more than anything for him to be able to climb in next to him and cuddle up.</p>
<p>But they were friends, and friends didn’t cuddle each other close in the middle of the night. No matter how much Eddie wanted to.</p> <p><a href="https://reddies-spaghetti.tumblr.com/post/178390481328/confess-or-a-confession-for-the-word-prompt" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Hi, I&#039;ve been looking for a fic for a while and wondering if you can help? Eddie and Bev are both gay and fake date each other so that no one finds out all throughout school and even move to NY (I think it&#039;s NY)  together for college. Richie surprise visits them and sees Bev &quot;cheating&quot; on Eddie with another girl and so they have to tell Richie the truth. He stays at their place for a while but that&#039;s all I got to. Hope you can help, thanks!
<p>That is this one right here!</p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14195670/chapters/32721882">and this is who we are</a></b> by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/muw9KoTAI8o_yaWf4GrI3XQ">@sunsetozier</a></p><blockquote><p><i>He realizes, suddenly, that being in a position like this meant nothing to him two weeks ago. At the time, it was completely normal, holding no real meaning other than comfort and tradition – after all, him and Eddie have been disgustingly cuddly with one another since they were kids, even though they’d usually bicker while holding each other close, much to the annoyance (and entertainment) of their friends.</i></p><p><i>Now, however, Richie can feel his heart skip a beat in his chest, an undeniable thundering that echoes loudly in his ears. He can picture his younger self, as much of an oblivious idiot as he may have been, soaking in the warmth and the affection of Eddie’s touch when they hugged, shoved, or even just nudged one another. It’s funny, really, how much changes once you’re aware of how you feel.</i></p><p><i>[In which Eddie and Beverly lie to their friends for five years before finally coming out, much to the surprise of one supposedly straight Richie Tozier.]</i></p></blockquote><p>Let us know if you need us to find a fic for you.</p>
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I&rsquo;m looking for a fix where richie and Eddie have phone sex for the first time. If it helps, it mentions that they have a week long fight Bill called &ldquo;the civil war&rdquo;
<p>That’s this one!</p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14755284">I Just Called to Hear You Breathe</a></b> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/m-FE9-DHk7XNef8bXzPwHdQ">@hanscom</a></p><blockquote><p><i>But Richie is not altogether that patient, so he says, “Have phone sex with me.” It almost sounds like a whine. In his defense, it’s been four days. He’s kind of keyed up.</i></p><p><i>“No,” Eddie says immediately, and he huffs a laugh, like he thinks Richie is joking. “You’re so annoying.”</i></p></blockquote><p>Let us know if you need help finding a fic.</p>
Tags: fic rec, nsfw
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theres not much point in ur blog if u don&#039;t write anymore its why a lot of ppl follow you
<p>I get what you’re saying and trust me, no one hates that I’m writing less more than me but also this message pisses me the fuck off and here’s why:</p><ul><li>In terms of writing, I’ve contributed over 230,000 words of fic to the reddie fandom and that’s not counting the tumblr writings that I haven’t posted to AO3 or the in progress fics I haven’t posted at all, one of which is almost 40k words</li></ul><ul><li>I am the main admin for the the reddielibrary blog</li></ul><ul><li>I have a full time job</li></ul><ul><li>I go to school full time</li></ul><ul><li>I have depression and anxiety on top of all of this</li></ul><p>Even if all of that up there <i>wasn’t</i> true, it still wouldn’t be any excuse to treat me as less than human. As a machine whose job is apparently to churn out words at the demand of the people who follow me for my writing alone. If anyone feels like this anon, feel free to unfollow me. I try my best to balance all aspects of my considerably busy and stressful life. Go away if you can’t handle that.</p>
Tags: and bri’s 100% right, go off girl bc i love you
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Dear Eddie when Richie Is feeling sad or down what do u do to cheer him up to make him better?
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Write an intense orgasm
<p>Sure okay not up to my usual smut standards but here goes.  Not so much just an orgasm, just…whatever.  Hopefully it’s good enough.  </p> <p><a href="https://reddiepop.tumblr.com/post/178228987448/write-an-intense-orgasm" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: YEAH, fic rec, nsfw
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i need some to write me a fucking richie in a bi-crisis one shot. even if it&rsquo;s not you ,,, someone !!!
<p>me?? projecting onto my favorite character?? you bet lol</p>
<p>also just a warning this is very angsty, but it has a positive ending!!</p>
<p>thank you as always for the prompt&lt;333</p>
<p><b>pairings:</b> this is mostly richie-centric, with some light bichie and beverie and heavy reddie</p>
<p><b>words:</b> 3,119</p>
<p><b>warning:</b> biphobia (both internalized and external)</p>
<p>Richie Tozier knew that “bi” was a
bad word before he even knew what it meant. </p> <p><a href="https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/178234942002/i-need-some-to-write-me-a-fucking-richie-in-a" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: biphobia, acceptance, fic rec, this is so wonderfully sweet, and his journey is very nice, and realistic, bc some people do have such a hard time with acceptance, and i love how this was written in regards to that, bi-beverie YEAH THEY BE BI, cuz ya know... bi... bev/richie... beverie..., like the url, and stuff, my glorious bi children, bi-beverie
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&quot;hi sorry i live below you and i hear your dog running around and barking all the time &mdash; no no, it&#039;s fine, i was just hoping maybe i could pet it?&quot; Au please it&#039;d so cute !!!
<p>The door of the apartment softly
clicked shut. He hoped the closed barrier to the outside world would
create a similar barricade in his mind, but no such luck. All the
troubles and worries of life still seemed to slip through the cracks.
<i>Just don’t worry so much—</i>they
would say, like it was that easy. As his toed off his shoes and
kicked them carelessly off towards the entry way, he shrugged his
shoulders in an attempt to ease the tension residing there. Maybe
after a glass of wine and some leftovers, he would feel human again.<br/></p>
<p>His
socks slid across the hardwood floors as he shuffled across his empty
apartment towards the kitchen. Overhead he could hear quick, light
footsteps running across the floor. He smiled at the sound, even more
so when they were accompanied by distinct barks. His upstairs
neighbor owned the cutest dog. He always saw him outside early in the
morning when he was leaving for work, taking the dog for a walk while
he enjoyed a cigarette. A nasty habit. Truly disgusting. But his
neighbor was far from it.</p> <p><a href="https://oldguybones.tumblr.com/post/178187476855/hi-sorry-i-live-below-you-and-i-hear-your-dog" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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What are your thoughts on Richie&rsquo;s Hogwarts house? Your Gryffindor Eddie post was so well done, so I&rsquo;m curious.
<p>Oh my gosh, thank you, first of all!</p><p>Richie is a little harder to peg down than Eddie is. I think there’s an argument that can be made for any house, just because he’s so dynamic? He’s incredibly smart, he’s incredibly loyal, he can be very brave when he’s pushed to be, and he’s extremely ambitious and clever. So if someone explained their reasoning well enough, I could buy any house for Richie.</p><p>Personally, I would put him in<b> Slytherin</b>. Richie out of any of the Losers is by far the most ambitious. He has a plan in place for his life, and he just inherently knows he’ll do whatever it takes to get there. He wants to be famous, he wants to be one of the greats. He wants to be noticed, and remembered. And he SUCCEEDS, at least in the sense that he becomes a well known radio persona and gets to have creative freedom and a successful life. And he does it all by himself, without overly involved parents or a significant other or even really any friends after the Losers all separate. Richie just has the tools to make something of himself already inside him. He believes in himself when no one else does and he MAKES IT HAPPEN. That’s raw ambition.</p><p>Richie is also inherently charismatic. He has an energy that draws people in, but not in the same “leaderly” kind of way Bill does. Richie’s energy is… well. Eddie can explain: </p><blockquote><p>Ben, Eddie saw, was <b>looking at Richie with a mixture of awe and wariness. Eddie could understand that. </b>He had known Richie Tozier for four years, and he still didn’t really understand what Richie was about. </p></blockquote><p>And…</p><blockquote><p>Richie had about a dozen different Voices. <b>His ambition,</b> he had told Eddie one rainy afternoon when they were in the little raftered room over the Kaspbrak garage reading Little Lulu comic books, <b>was to become the world’s greatest ventriloquist</b>. He was going to be <b>even greater than Edgar Bergen, he said</b>, and he would be on The Ed Sullivan Show every week. </p></blockquote><p>And…</p><blockquote><p>Most of his friends were too kind—or too bemused with <b>Richie’s sometimes enchanting, often exhausting charm</b>—to mention these little failings to him. </p></blockquote><p>There’s also the fact that Richie literally gives no shits about what anyone else thinks about his comedy routines. He knows what he’s about. He knows what he wants. He knows he needs to practice his Voices and invent new characters and test the waters and push boundaries in order to figure out what his “thing” is and become good at it. Even as a kid, he’s SUPER goal-oriented and for a kid who is constantly getting put down by almost everyone he knows, he’s (at least on the surface) unbothered by it because he’s got <b><i>focus and willpower</i>. </b>He wants to prove people wrong. So that’s <b>AMBITION</b> and  <b>DETERMINATION</b>, the main Slytherin qualities. </p><p>Richie also embodies the Slytherin qualities of <b>cleverness</b> and <b>cunning</b>. Richie talks his way into a lot of bad situations, but he also talks his way OUT of a lot of bad situations. Richie’s biggest strengths are his charisma and his sense of humor. He uses humor to charm people, to get what he wants, to swindle people, to hustle, and to cut through tension. He uses humor to get people to open up and brighten their moods. He also uses his humor as a mask for his insecurities, to convince people he’s a lot more confident than he is, so that they’ll believe in him even when he has no idea what he’s doing. </p><p>Richie’s tendency toward fitting the Slytherin mold also shows itself in the qualities he projects onto Bill, or admires in Bill, that Bill might not even necessarily HAVE, it’s just what Richie <b>values</b>. Eddie does the same thing. In Bill, Eddie sees leadership, guidance, and bravery. The reality is that Eddie is all of those things. Eddie is a leader and a guide and is inherently brave. Eddie doesn’t BELIEVE those things about himself, at least not at first, but he values those qualities and projects them onto Bill. RICHIE, on the other hand…</p><blockquote><p>There was a good deal more to it than that, but since Richie did not know either the word <i><b>charisma</b></i> or the full meaning of the word <i><b>magnetism</b></i>, he only felt that Bill’s strength ran deep and might manifest itself in many ways, some of them probably unexpected. </p></blockquote><p>Richie projects the qualities of charisma and magnetism onto Bill. Is Bill charismatic and magnetic? Maybe. Probably. Do I think he possesses those qualities as much or more than Richie? No. Absolutely not. Richie values those things - he aspires to be those things. Like Eddie, he doesn’t realize that he already HAS those qualities and uses them on a regular basis to progress as a character. This is really telling to me. Eddie values very Gryffindor qualities in Bill, and <b>Richie in turn values very Slytherin qualities in Bill. </b>They both project things they already are because they are both kids who don’t really believe in themselves at first. (The difference between Eddie and Richie after the summer of ‘58 is that Richie has the tools at his disposal to continue to realize his potential and achieve his goals, whereas Eddie returns to an abusive environment where his tools are taken away from him)</p><p>Richie also possesses the Slytherin qualities of <b>resourcefulness</b> and <b>self-preservation</b>. Sometimes people see self-preservation as cowardice, but it’s not… Richie is less likely to throw himself into the front lines and get himself beaten up than Bill or Eddie are. Eddie, especially, doesn’t think twice about getting himself hurt or killed if it means helping in some way. He’s brave to the point of foolishness. Richie, on the other hand, has a more calculating bravery. He uses the resources at his disposal to achieve goals and escape situations, and he’s also a very quick thinker and can figure out weak spots and escape points more easily <i>because</i> he doesn’t just throw himself into the action. For example:</p><blockquote><p>Moving slowly, dreamily, Richie reached under his coat and into his back pocket. He brought out the envelope with the picture of the sneezing man on it. He tore it open as the bleeding, roaring creature pulled itself out of the window, forcing its way, claws digging deep furrows in the earth. Richie tore the packet open and squeezed it. “<i>Git back in yer place, boyo!</i>” he ordered in the Voice of the Irish Cop. A white cloud puffed into the Werewolf’s face. Its roars suddenly stopped. It stared at Richie with almost comic surprise and made a choked wheezing sound.</p></blockquote><p>This scene is important because it showcases Bill’s focus on physically overpowering the werewolf, which gets him caught and almost killed. Richie holds back, and when the moment calls for it, he thinks QUICKLY and uses a very RICHIE method of escape. He uses his charm and humor, and he also uses the resources at his disposal - his comedy gag shit. Because of this, Richie is inadvertently the one that figures out that not showing fear actually does some damage to IT. </p><p>But yeah, anywayyy… that’s why I think Richie is a Slytherin. Again, like I said, he’s so dynamic that an argument could be made for any house. But for me, his values and his day-to-day ways of going through life just scream Slytherin!</p><p>I hope this wasn’t way more in depth than you wanted, anon. I got carried away. </p>
Tags: 
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I hate to be predictable buuuuuuuuuut bottom Richie HC? Or. Just anything bottom Richie? Yeet (is that well placed? Asking for a much older friend) *grandma emoji*
<p>Oh Stells, you are singing the song of my people.<b><br/></b></p><p><b>Aged up. NSFW. The whole jazz. </b></p><p>So in my mind, Richie doesn’t bottom a lot. He tried it once, BE (before Eddie) and hated it. He didn’t like giving up the control and felt uncomfortable. Richie decided then and there that it wasn’t for him and put it out of his mind. </p><p>Until, years later, when he’s with Eddie. They’re been together a few months and Richie knows that this is different, that Eddie is different. He trusts Eddie unconditionally.  He wants to try it again but he is a nervous boy. It takes him a month to ask Eddie and then another month before he feels ready for it. (Eddie is, of course, patient and loving and willing to wait)</p><p>When it’s finally happening Richie is nervous but Eddie goes slow, kissing along his shoulders and down his chest, helping him relax. Richie keeps making jokes about how Eddie’s pop can dick will never fit into him until Eddie threatens to gag him. </p><p>Eddie’s finger finally grazes Richie’s hole he tenses and Eddie goes back to kissing him, his finger lightly tracing around his hole, helping him relax. Eddie’s talking to him the whole time, telling him how amazing he looks like this, how he can’t wait to fuck him, and Richie starts to relax. He trusts Eddie. He wants this. Eddie slips his first finger in and it’s uncomfortable but once Richie gets used to it he likes it, especially when Eddie crooks his finger <i>just so</i>. It’s not long before he’s begging for another one. </p><p>But Eddie goes slow, savoring this. It’s not often he gets to see his boyfriend fall apart in front of him and Eddie loves it. Richie is needy and begging. Both are hard and it’s torture but  Eddie preps Richie for nearly thirty minutes, enjoying the noises he’s making and how he’s thrusting onto Eddie’s fingers. </p><p>Finally, Eddie puts the condom on and presses into his boyfriend. Richie tenses again but Eddie goes deliciously slow and Richie gives into the feeling, especially once he’s adjusted and Eddie starts to move his hips. He cums quickly, after all the foreplay the sight of Eddie over him, groaning, does him in, Eddie isn’t far behind. </p><p>After that, Richie admits to Eddie that he likes bottoming (Eddie is not surprised, he heard all the noises Richie made after all). Richie loves feeling Eddie inside of him, it feels so much more intimate for him and he loves it. </p>
Tags: hc
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For the sentence prompt, how about: &quot;Don&#039;t you dare walk out that door!&quot; :)
<p><i>warning for angst :(</i></p>
<p>The door to the apartment creaked open, and Eddie slipped inside, hanging his jacket up on the hanger in the hallway and he placed his shoes in the container. He hated working late, but the hospital was so understaffed at the moment because of a sickness bug that was floating around. Eddie just hoped he didn’t fall victim, he couldn’t afford it. </p>
<p>As he walked towards the living room, he was surprised to see the light from the television shining through the bottom of the door. It was just after two in the morning, a time when he knew Richie would have been fast asleep, yet here he was still awake. </p>
<p>He pushed open the door, sticking his head through it and his eyes widened as he spotted Richie sitting on the couch, watching the door with cold eyes. Eddie swallowed and stepped inside, closing the door open as he made his way over to his fiancé. </p>
<p>“Richie?” He asked softly, taking a seat opposite him. “Is everything okay?”</p>
<p>“Everything is just peachy, Eds,” Richie answered, but his voice was distant. Cold.</p> <p><a href="https://reddies-spaghetti.tumblr.com/post/178125591373/for-the-sentence-prompt-how-about-dont-you" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: drabble, ya know what, why you gotta do me in with the angst, im just scrolling, and then i die
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Reddie going on a date!! - Amy (reddies-spaghetti)
<p>Thank you for the prompt, Amy! Have some silly and in love Richie and Eddie in their mid-twenties. They don’t exactly go on a date, but I hope you like it ❤️</p><hr><h2>Just our kind of date</h2><p><b>Word count: </b>1,359</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15986675"><strong>Read on AO3 </strong></a></p><p>“Eds, baby! Get ready because I’m taking your sweet ass out tonight!” Richie said, with barely one foot through the door of their apartment.<br/></p><p>“Real charming, Rich.” Eddie answered from the couch in the living room where he had let himself drop after coming home from work with no plans to get up again until it was time to go to bed.</p><p>“That’s me! Your charming boyfriend.”</p><p>Eddie scoffed, but he tilted his head back on the couch so that Richie could give him a quick kiss on the lips on his way to their bedroom. Eddie could hear him shuffling around, taking off his shoes and then thei bathroom sink running. He looked down at what he was wearing, sleeping shorts and one of Richie’s old sweatshirts. He couldn’t go out looking like this.</p><p>Eddie groaned. “Are we really going out? Because I don’t feel like changing.”</p><p>“Who said you should change? I love the outfit.” Richie said, leaning on the door frame and winking at Eddie.</p><p>“Do you really want me to go out like this?” Eddie raised an eyebrow at Richie.</p><p>Richie looked him up and down, studying him. “You’re right. Only I get to see you looking like a sexy beast.”</p><p>Eddie scoffed. “An exhausted sexy beast, you mean.”</p><p>“But a sexy beast nonetheless.” Richie said before crawling on the couch and dropping his head on Eddie’s lap. His hands went to Richie’s hair immediately and he started brushing it back and untangling the knots that had appeared during the day. Richie sighed happily, it still baffled Eddie how much he enjoyed having his hair touched and how when Eddie did it, it never failed to shut him up. They stayed like that, in silence for a while. Eddie would’ve thought Richie had fallen asleep if it wasn’t for his fingers dancing on Eddie’s bare skin.</p><p>“So,” Eddie started, “Are we going out or not?”</p><p>“Yes. No. I don’t know. I wanted to take you out on a fancy date but now that I’m here, I don’t want to get up ever again.” He hugged Eddie’s legs as if someone was trying to get him away from the comfort of his boyfriend’s warmth.</p><p>Eddie laughed. “How about,” he pursed his lips in thought. “We have a fancy date here?”</p><p>“In our underwear and old t-shirts?” Richie asks with a chuckle. Eddie nodded. “Fine but at least let me put my nice boxers on.”</p><p>“Your Spongebob Squarepants ones?”</p><p>“You got it.” Richie said, unwillingly lifting himself up from the couch and going back to their room to change out of his day clothes. “Is it still fancy if we order pizza from the new place a couple of blocks from here?”</p><p>Eddie hummed. “It is if we eat it in the fancy tableware Stan gave us when we moved in, instead of paper plates.”</p><p>Richie sighed, looking at Eddie, hearts almost visible in his eyes. “A man after my own heart.”</p><p>-</p><p>Eddie ordered the pizza and gave Richie the task of receiving it and setting the table, while he cleaned. What he found when he walked into their kitchen, surprised him.</p><p>Richie had found a tablecloth somewhere and he had taken the pizza out from the box and put it in a wooden pan, making it seem like they had cooked it instead of buying it. Stan’s fancy tableware was out and so were a bottle of wine and some candles that Richie was lighting up.</p><p>Eddie gasped, delighted. “What is this?”</p><p>“Only the best for my Eddie Spaghetti.” Richie said, smiling brightly at his boyfriend.</p><p>Eddie walked towards him and wrapped his arms around his waist. “You are the very best.”</p><p>Richie leaned down and kissed Eddie, softly cradling his face.</p><p>Then he dragged back Eddie’s chair and bowed ridiculously, “My good sir.”</p><p>Eddie rolled his eyes, good naturedly and sat before Richie slid into the chair across from him. They ate their pizza, drank their wine and told each other about their respective days.</p><p>“What made you want to take me out tonight?” Eddie asked once they were done with the pizza and were drinking their second glass of wine.</p><p>“You don’t remember, do you?”</p><p>Eddie’s eyes widened, slightly taken aback. Their anniversary wasn’t for another five months. It wasn’t Richie’s birthday nor Eddie’s. He couldn’t think of any other important dates he could be missing. “I- of course I remember.”</p><p>“Really?” Richie scoffed, raising an eyebrow at Eddie. He didn’t seem mad, just amused.</p><p>“Yes?” Eddie tried but Richie just stared at him. Eddie sighed. “No, I don’t.”</p><p>Richie snorted. “Today marks a year from when we moved here. To our very own apartment.”</p><p>Eddie gasped. “It’s been a year already?”</p><p>Richie nodded. “Exactly one year. I realized it today while I was at work. If I had known it sooner I would have made reservations at some fancy restaurant or bought you some flowers, or something.”</p><p>Eddie grabbed Richie’s hand on the table. “At least you remembered. And I don’t need flowers or a fancy dinner. This is way better.”</p><p>“Wining and dining in our underwear?” Richie laughed.</p><p>Eddie nodded fervently. Then he left his chair in favor of sitting sideways on Richie’s lap, arms around his neck. “Hey, do you remember what we did on our first night here?”</p><p>“Christen the mattress in our new room?”</p><p>Eddie rolled his eyes. “Of course, that is what you remember, you idiot.” Richie shrugged. “I was talking about how we had melted ice cream for dinner, because you forgot we brought it until late at night. And since you didn’t label the boxes we had no idea where the food or the cookware was. And we didn’t have a landline to call for food. We couldn’t find our phones in all the mess…” Eddie trailed off, giggling. Richie joined in.</p><p>“I can’t believe I forgot about all that.” He said, bursting into laughter. “That’s the day I was trying to celebrate?!”</p><p>“We fought so much that day.” Eddie said, dropping his forehead against Richie’s.</p><p>“But then we made up! With lots of sex!” Richie said, and he sounded excited at the memory.</p><p>Eddie snorted. “<i>That </i>we did.”</p><p>They laughed some more, cuddling in the chair. It was an uncomfortable position. Too many legs and arms fitting in a tiny chair, but they stayed there, happily.</p><p>“You know,” Eddie said after a while, “I think Bev left some ice cream here last week.”</p><p>Richie perked up at that. “Are you thinking what I’m thinking?”</p><p>“That we could have some dessert?” Eddie chuckled.</p><p>“Well, yeah. We can have dessert and then some more dessert.” Richie said, dropping his voice lower and waggling his eyebrows at Eddie.</p><p>He sighed dramatically but his eyes crinkled in the corners. “Maybe. As long as you don’t get ice cream on the bed.”</p><p>Richie jumped up in excitement, forgetting Eddie was sitting on top of him, which meant Eddie ended up on the floor.</p><p>“Shit.” Richie muttered, grabbing Eddie’s hands and pulling him up. “Sorry, baby.” He said, offering him an apologetic smile. “I got too excited.”</p><p>Eddie scoffed. “You literally jumped at just the mention of sex. What are you? Fifteen?”</p><p>“I jumped at the mention of<i> ice cream</i>, Eds. Cut me some slack.” Richie said, shrugging but the glint in his eyes told Eddie that he was lying.</p><p>“Uh-huh.” Eddie said, not buying it.</p><p>“Uh-huh.” Richie repeated, before leaning down and kissing Eddie’s left cheek and then the right one. “I’ll get the ice cream, that I got overly excited about and I’ll meet you in our room.”</p><p>Eddie nodded, fixing Richie’s glasses and brushing his curls back from his face.</p><p>He was already at the kitchen doorway when he turned around to stare fondly at Richie. “Hey, babe.” Richie looked up from where he was searching for the ice cream. “I love you.”</p><p>Richie smiled brightly at him. “I love you too, Eds.”</p><p>“Thank you, for remembering our moving in anniversary and for making tonight happen.”</p><p>Richie shrugged. “I barely did anything.”</p><p>“Shut up. I already told you this was perfect.” Eddie said. “Just <i>our </i>kind of date.”</p><hr><p><strong>Tag list:</strong><a href="https://tmblr.co/mnAh3bkzb1iHs-5JWVEuZ-A"></a><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mnAh3bkzb1iHs-5JWVEuZ-A"><u><font color="#666666">@daddyphantomtbh</font></u></a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mi8SeJSOIdSexcBX9U5UGjw"></a><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mi8SeJSOIdSexcBX9U5UGjw"><u><font color="#666666">@yes-dillman-yes</font></u></a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mYXFnbPANm7HKoB6BKqk9cg"></a><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mYXFnbPANm7HKoB6BKqk9cg"><u><font color="#666666">@richietoaster</font></u></a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mGpXKv9VtlWB-hxdOx1icxw"></a><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mGpXKv9VtlWB-hxdOx1icxw"><u><font color="#666666">@beepbeeprichiellc</font></u></a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mLAnSdrUcmXDdmeB6OUamMg"></a><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mLAnSdrUcmXDdmeB6OUamMg"><u><font color="#666666">@its-stranger-than-you-think</font></u></a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mbPkyjF_bnqGPsG1ch-5Pxw"></a><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mbPkyjF_bnqGPsG1ch-5Pxw"><u><font color="#666666">@lemonaayyee</font></u></a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m5QwmYYuCSE14I6fuxXPo3A"></a><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m5QwmYYuCSE14I6fuxXPo3A"><u><font color="#666666">@pennys-pet-kitty</font></u></a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A"></a><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A"><u><font color="#666666">@tinyarmedtrex</font></u></a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mU7_EWOhIcB7mjfitje5JSQ"></a><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mU7_EWOhIcB7mjfitje5JSQ"><u><font color="#666666">@richiefuckfacetozier</font></u></a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m1oGOuEM48bZ5qYxFeUPHNA"></a><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m1oGOuEM48bZ5qYxFeUPHNA"><u><font color="#666666">@sam-i-am2468</font></u></a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m-ptulCP5o2foDAP-ujZejg"></a><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m-ptulCP5o2foDAP-ujZejg"><u><font color="#666666">@nicoperryy</font></u></a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m-bpDyqwIQ9Y12byz9W7t5A"></a><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m-bpDyqwIQ9Y12byz9W7t5A"><u><font color="#666666">@richardtoz</font></u></a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m6roUyvH8-ivpXzTGiBAVqg"></a><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m6roUyvH8-ivpXzTGiBAVqg"><u><font color="#666666">@aizeninlefox</font></u></a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mg3wV0-7KwPp_PuHke_VE4Q"></a><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mg3wV0-7KwPp_PuHke_VE4Q"><u><font color="#666666">@chocolatemangoose</font></u></a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mzIf5rP41QBARSA0Q_rNaTQ"></a><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mzIf5rP41QBARSA0Q_rNaTQ"><u><font color="#666666">@godtozier</font></u></a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mbBTSrwfGZf9lCMAPLO5F7w"></a><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mbBTSrwfGZf9lCMAPLO5F7w"><u><font color="#666666">@reddie-for-anything</font></u></a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/md8-wcTvT-vOQKqg3KrM18w">@reddies-spaghetti</a></p>
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Please describe Richie O face
<p>HERE WE GO.</p><p>(aged up obviously.)</p><p>so, a lot of people describe richie’s lips as either chapped/thin, etc. (no hate) BUT, i HC richie’s lips as soft &amp; full. like homeboy’s got such pretty lips. &amp; when he’s being fucked they get SO swollen from literally any sort of contact, whether it be him biting his lip or sucking dick or something as simple as making out. they just get so red and full and shiny with spit that it makes his orgasm face 10x hotter. i just think he’d look so heavenly when he’s hitting orgasm because his cheeks would be so flushed, he’d have his eyebrows pinched together and eyes squeezed shut as if he’s concentrating solely on the feeling &amp; then when it does hit his nose scrunches up &amp; his lips are parted the whole time as he throws his head back. his whole body would arch and there would be that one vein in his neck that sticks out &amp; the other person would always want to sink their teeth into it but they’d just be too mesmerized by how breathtaking richie looks. he’s usually silent during his orgasm until he’s finally coming down and then he’s opening his eyes again which are hella glossy with those LONG ASS eyelashes and lets out the most exhausted sigh full of complete bliss.</p><p>he’d just be so beautiful in bed!!!</p>
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&ldquo;Bisexual but men are on thin fucking ice&rdquo; is SUCH A MOOD
<p>you know that tweet that’s like “I’m bisexual which means I’m into [checks notes] three male celebrities, that one dude who was nice to me at the gas station in 2013, and every single woman to ever exist”</p>

<p>that’s us</p>
Tags: 
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death
<p>I hope that you like this! It’s something I’ve been tempted to write for a while.</p>
<hr><p>Eddie couldn’t help but let his eyes linger, taking in every inch of the being sprawled lazily on his couch. In the dim light from his living room’s singular lamp, it seemed as though the shadows clung to his visitor, if that’s even a category that the non-human entity fell into. At first glance, he looked like a normal person, with wild, dark curls falling into his eyes and a leather jacket matched with distressed jeans and a faded band t-shirt.</p>
<p>But considering that not fifteen minutes ago, Eddie witnessed the same “man” step between him and the barrel of a gun, it wasn’t a far leap to guess that he wasn’t anything close to normal or person. With a lazy flick of his wrist, he’d sent Eddie’s would-be-mugger crashing into the brick wall of a dirty alleyway before turning to Eddie with a glint in his bright blue eyes, a smirk pulling at chapped lips, and freckles like a constellation across his nose and cheeks.</p>
<p><i>“Impressed yet?” </i>he’d asked, winking at Eddie.</p> <p><a href="https://reddieforlove.tumblr.com/post/178292433693/death" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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from &#039;&ldquo;You kept saying, &lsquo;It&rsquo;s okay, we don&rsquo;t have to do anything, we don&rsquo;t have to do it, it&rsquo;s okay.&rsquo;&quot; to &quot;&ldquo;Okay,&rdquo; Eddie says, and Richie braces himself, expecting--hoping for--another kiss that ultimately doesn&rsquo;t come, not the rest of that night, anyway.&quot; for the ask game!
<p>ARE YOU OUT HERE ASKING ABOUT A MEMORY OF LOVE?!?!?!?!?!!?!?!?!  </p><figure data-orig-width="390" data-orig-height="404" data-tumblr-attribution="interfusor:6VxIDpOFwZ2bC2efbYeVVg:ZA5Bar2Rb30Xr" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/36f39120718bfecb51a340167a5630a1/tumblr_oysrcmvymS1sxouzno1_400.gif" alt="image" data-orig-width="390" data-orig-height="404"/></figure><p>I AM SO EXCITED ABOUT THIS!</p><p>This is from <b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14971787/chapters/35572950">Chapter 3 of A Memory of Love</a></b>.  Forgive my emotions; I am In Them for this fic because I’m still writing it.</p><p>So I knew that I was going to have Richie and Eddie’s first practice kiss trigger the memory of their first actual kiss as kids for Richie, but I didn’t necessarily plan what it would look like. How it actually happened was improv, and I’m pretty proud of how it came out - because I didn’t want it to be an obvious or prescribed first kiss story. I like keeping it a little ambiguous whether Richie kissed Eddie because he was his best friend and needed comfort or because he had feelings for him (or both).  As a matter of fact, I like keeping it ambiguous whether it meant as much as it did for Eddie because it was so comforting or because he already had feelings for Richie at the time.  </p><p>(I mean, LBR, y’all… YOU KNOW WHAT TIME IT IS.  They were already totally fucking in love)</p><p>But I love playing with the idea that even if they were already in love with each other then that maybe they weren’t totally conscious of it.  Clearly Eddie couldn’t even handle the possibility that he might be attracted to boys at that time–which is the whole reason I had him reacting the way that he did. </p><p>Just to clarify, Eddie has an “asthma attack” because his worst nightmare (him realizing he likes boys in a very real way / him being outed) is closer to a reality than it’s ever been, and Richie tries to comfort him by saying, “We don’t have to do anything” because <i>he</i> thinks Eddie’s freaking out over having to possibly kiss a boy when he doesn’t want to.  God, I love miscommunication - especially gay adolescent miscommunication. </p><p>I see Richie eventually turning to kissing him in the closet as the next attempt at comforting him since he realizes his first two attempts aren’t working. Again, I don’t think he’s conscious of Eddie being gay, but he knows <i>somewhere</i> in his body that Eddie is – much the way that many of us have <i>an idea</i> of who we are at a very young age but can’t put language to it. And he knows that the best possible thing for him to do in that moment is kiss Eddie for real, proving it’s not a big deal–and that in that moment anyway, they are the same.</p><p>Eddie saying “the kiss itself wasn’t that great”–again, there goes that classic EK defense mechanism of having to knock Richie down a peg or two when he’s revealed too much about how much he means to him. Eddie cherishes that kiss way, <i>way</i> more than he’s letting on. (I hope that’s clear!)</p><p>As for Richie, when he starts to say, “I wish I remember,” he means it – he doesn’t remember the details of that kiss (just the sense memory that it happened, in his body), and he wishes he did. He’s way more blocked than Eddie.</p><p>When he asks Eddie to sleep in bed with him, I think it’s out of a pure need to stay physically close to him. I see Richie (and Eddie, too) as someone who craves genuine intimacy so fucking much but also lives in fear of it and often self-sabotages. (Can relate.) In the world of this fic, Eddie is by far the most glimmering promise of intimacy that he’s come across in his life. He’s so blocked that he can’t fucking remember their history, but he can <i>feel </i>it somewhere inside of him. </p><p>THEY’RE IN LOVE AND I LOVE THEM BYE</p>
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bichie 👌🏾
<p><b>Pairing</b>: Bill Denbrough/Richie Tozier</p>
<p><i>Send me a Losers Club rarepair (AKA anything besides richie/eddie, richie/stan or stan/bill). and I’ll write you something cute!</i></p>
<p>Bill let himself into his house, dreading spending the night alone. His parents had taken Georgie away for the weekend while his father had a convention in San Diego, but Bill’s work schedule had prevented him from going along with them. He’d assured everybody that it would be fine to spend two nights by himself, but in truth he hated the idea more than anything. </p>
<p>As Bill took a few steps into the living room, he stalled at the sight of Richie sitting crossed legged on his floor with a box of pizza sitting in front of him. Richie’s eyes light up and he grinned from ear to ear. “Billy boy! Join me!”</p>
<p>“Huh-how did you get into my house?”<br/></p> <p><a href="http://eddiekasperbrak.tumblr.com/post/177988386197" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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So when a kid is laying on the floor in a shop screaming u get down to their level n say ohhh noooo darling don&#039;t do that pleaaaase that&#039;s naughty cmon get up be a good boy or girl. The kids gonna stop n get up lmao. U say if u don&#039;t get up right now I&#039;m gonna give ya a whip on the arse..1...2...n I bet they&#039;ll get up.
<p>No. You remove your child from the scene (because children are often reacting to overstimulation such as the grocery store is too loud, the room is too bright, there’s people they don’t know around, they’ve been there too long etc) and go somewhere quiet. You then sit with them as they cry, reassuring them that you are present, and once they have stopped crying you offer comfort and ask if they know what it is that they were so upset about. Then you calmly talk to them so they - and you - can understand and fix the problem that was the root of the tantrum.</p>

<p>Bad example;<br/>
‘Why are you crying?’<br/>
‘I’m hungry’<br/>
‘Well we’re going home soon!’</p>

<p>Good example;<br/>
‘Do you know why you were crying?’<br/>
‘I’m hungry’ <br/>
‘We’re at the grocery store to get food. We only have three more aisles to go. We can count them down together. Then we’ll go home and we can eat.’ </p>

<p>Children don’t understand ‘soon’; even for adults, ‘soon’ is a relative term. children understand things like ‘three aisles. Two. One. Now we’re going home!’</p>

<p>Children need communication, understanding and teaching. Not beating, intimidating or belittling.</p>

<p>Get therapy.</p>
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stan / eddie
<p><b>Pairing: </b>Stanley Uris/Eddie Kaspbrak</p>
<p><i>Send me a Losers Club rarepair (AKA anything besides richie/eddie, richie/stan or stan/bill). and I’ll write you something cute! </i></p>
<p><i>based off <a href="http://eddiekasperbrak.tumblr.com/post/175247508257">this post</a> i made forever ago and it also takes place in the gay table verse so Eddie is currently living with the Uris’ after being kicked out of his mothers house okay! :D </i></p>
<p>“Eddie… Eddie, get up.”<br/></p>
<p>It was quarter after eleven at night and Stanley Uris was kicking the cot Eddie had been- up until a minute ago- been asleep on. Eddie rolled onto his bed and pouted at his friend in the dark. “What is so important, you better be dying.”</p>
<p>“Get up, we’re going bird watching.”<br/></p> <p><a href="http://eddiekasperbrak.tumblr.com/post/177986434412" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: drabble, cute!!!
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Can you write an AU were Eddie plays like a professional sport of some sort? But Richie is there because he is there to support Mike or someone and then he sees Eddie and becomes obsessed. Thank you!
<h2>Richie saw him<br/></h2>
<p><b>Word Count: </b>1,755</p>
<p><b>Pairing: </b><i>Richie/Eddie - Reddie</i></p>
<p>Thank you for the prompt!! Also I hope you don’t mind, but I made it set in a high school rather than professional level- I wanted them to be able to meet afterwards and that didn’t seem likely at a professional game. Also I’m sorry if this isn’t the best, I’ve never written a one-shot like this before so hopefully it’s alright.</p> <p><a href="https://tozier-verse.tumblr.com/post/177937240954/can-you-write-an-au-were-eddie-plays-like-a" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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top eddie with a hair pulling kink richie
<p>I love top!Eddie but right now, I’m in a power bottom mood. I hope you don’t mind.</p><p>You just know Eddie reduces Richie to a whining, tear-streaked, desperate mess while he rides him so fucking slowly. Just pulling off inch-by-inch, taking his time and relishing in Richie’s hitching breaths as he sinks back down. Delving his hand into Richie’s wild hair and pulling at it sharply when his head drops down, telling Richie to look him in the eye while he fucks himself on his cock.</p><p>Pleas for more falling from Richie’s lips. He’s begging for Eddie to go faster, to let him touch, to let him come. Even if hot pleasure sparks through Eddie when Richie calls him <i>baby</i> in such a strangled, needy voice, he drags it on and on until Richie is shaking and crying, <i>needing</i> to come and yet restraining himself because Eddie hasn’t let him yet.</p><p>Eddie pulling his hair harder and making Richie come with a whisper of encouragement, knowing that even after he comes, Richie’ll make it his personal quest to make Eddie come hard with his fingers and his mouth. Eddie pulling Richie’s hair even more when he pushes him back on the bed, wraps his lips around his cock, and presses his fingers into him.</p><p>Richie getting a scalp massage later as Eddie cares for him, telling him how good he is. Richie relishing in the attention and the sweet words, wanting to be good for Eddie and to be loved by Eddie more than anything.</p><p>It’s good shit.</p>
Tags: oohhhh, number one agreed-upon kink for rihie, and you didn’t disappoint bri
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13. &ldquo;stop. fucking. touching. me.&rdquo; - Reddie (thank u queen ❤️)
<p>Hey, hey look I’m finally doing this! </p>
<p>Rated T, 

featuring drunk confessions and prank wars

</p>
<h2><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14520066/chapters/37184003">Read on AO3 Here</a></h2>
<p><b></b></p>
<p>	“Stop. Fucking. Touching. Me.” Richie fumed as Eddie wound his arm around the taller boy’s waist. “I don’t need your fucking help.” The words would have had more of a punch if they weren’t slurred and muttered. </p>
<p>	“Maybe that would be true,” Eddie said, not removing his arm, “If you weren’t drunk out of your goddamn mind, and had then picked a fight with someone. But the way I see it, you definitely need my help.” He kept walking, forcing his roommate along even as he grumbled. </p>
<p>	“I’mnotdrunk,” Richie said, merging his sentence into one word. </p>
<p>	“Yea, that’s fucking convincing.” </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/177916748667/13-stop-fucking-touching-me-reddie-thank" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: fic rec
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You should write the opposite then: fluffy reddie!!!!!!!!!
<p>ok ok it’s not as fluffy as i wanted but here u go!!</p>

<p>word count: 1000 some characters </p>

<p>-</p>

<p>They weren’t supposed to be doing this.</p>

<p>They weren’t supposed to be hanging out in Richies room spilling their feelings for each other. </p>

<p>They weren’t supposed to.</p>

<p>Eddie was supposed to come over to help Richie study for his test in English. A test on a book that his class was supposed to read over the summer that, surprise surprise, Richie didn’t read. He was going to get around to it, he kept telling himself he would! But things don’t always work out the way he wants. Besides, procrastination has always been a huge part of him and his life. </p>

<p>So here Eddie is, waiting patiently outside the Toziers household for Maggie to get the door. (At least that’s who Richie told him would get the door.) </p>

<p>Soon enough, Maggie was at the door letting the small boy in. Eddie was like another son to Went and Maggie, he was always over at their house anyways. God, at this point Eddie could probably just walk in their house. </p>

<p>Whatever.</p>

<p>After a short talk with Maggie, Eddie trudged his body up the stairs towards Richies bedroom. There were some boxes in Eddies way that made his trail a little harder to get through, but he made it. </p>

<p>He knocked on Richies door to hear some muffled noises and footsteps. In about 10 seconds Richie was opening the door. “Ah, if it isn’t my good ol’ spaghetti man! Come on in my boy!”</p>

<p>“Beep beep Rich.” Eddie laughed. Eddie would probably never admit it, but he enjoyed those stupid and silly names. They made him feel like someone else for a little while. Someone who’s mom didn’t control their every move. Someone other than Eddie Kaspbrak. “So… do you have some pencils, or at least the book? I brought my own copy of you don’t have it…”</p>

<p>Richie threw his body on his bed before turning to face the smaller boy. “Of course I have the book, Eds, I’m not that lazy.” </p>

<p>“Right, of course. Sorry.”</p>

<p>“Ah, it’s okay Dr. K. I’m quite unpredictable.”</p>

<p> And so, they began to work.</p>

<p>Eddie helped Richie through the work he needed and soon enough, they were done. </p>

<p>Eddie was packing all his stuff into his bookbag and heading for the door. But, for some reason Eddie couldn’t place, he couldn’t exactly get himself to open the door and leave. So, he didn’t. </p>

<p>He turned around to face his best friend before asking, “hey, Rich? Can we play something? Anything? I’m not ready to leave yet.”</p>

<p>“Of course my love!” Richie exclaimed. Eddie hoped he wasn’t blushing at the name. “What do you want to play? I’ve got plenty of games up here.”</p>

<p>Eddie just shrugged and told him that whatever game Richie wanted to play with was okay with him. So, Richie jumped off his bed over to where he had all his video games, picked a random one out of the many, and trudged his body back over to Eddie. “This one is amazing, you’ll like it.”</p>

<p>And so, there they were, playing a random game and chatting absentmindedly. Soon, the conversation came to school.</p>

<p>“School is really eating me alive.” Richie began, “its only been 3 months and I’m already drowning in the assignments and shit at the sort. And I mean, you’ve heard about all the bullshit rumors at school, it sucks.”</p>

<p>Eddie nodded along to whatever Richie was letting fall out of his mouth. He’d never admit a lot of things, and this would be one of them, but he loved listening to Richie. He loved his dumb rambles. He loved the things he had to say. God, he loved Richie.</p>

<p>Eddies stomach was fluttering. He had the urge, just the urge, to do ANYTHING with Richie right now. Sure, he was playing games with him, but all of a sudden he was bored. He wanted to do other things. </p>

<p>So he stopped him in the middle of his rambling.</p>

<p>“Rich.. Do you ever just.. feel an emotion so strong for someone that you just don’t know what you’d do without them? Like if you’d ever be able to life your life without them there to guide you through it?”</p>

<p>“Well of course I do Eddie my love, but why do you ask now? This has absolutely nothing to do with sch-“</p>

<p>“Oh my god, shut up,” Eddie mumbles as he puts his body up against Richies and kisses his lips. It feels… strange, but in the best possible way. The way Richie got so tense before quickly melting into it. The way Eddies stomach feels like he has fireworks going off in there. Everything in him feels so much.. real.</p>

<p>When they come apart for air they stare at each other. They don’t speak any words, because there are none to speak. They just gaze at each other before kissing each other again.</p>

<p>Soon, Richie mumbled something, it was so quiet but Eddie heard it so clearly. “I love you. I love you so fucking much.”</p>

<p>Eddie couldn’t keep it in anymore, he began to cry. He couldn’t figure out why but he was. He was crying and he couldn’t stop. Richie wraps him in his arms and whispered to the small crying boy that he’s okay, that nothing is wrong. </p>

<p>When Eddie is down to just sniffling, he says that he’s not crying because something is wrong, it’s because of how happy he is. All of those years of trying to be obvious of his feelings for the boy in front of him are out. He explains how he feels so much more real now. He explains it all through a mixture of soft sniffles and exhausted laughs.</p>

<p>When he’s done, Richie is spilling his emotions. All the nicknames, all the stupid mom jokes, all the ass slaps, they were because he didn’t know how to explain his feelings to Eddie. He didn’t know how’d Eddie would feel about his feelings for him. He didn’t want to just assume that Eddie liked men. He didn’t want to just assume that Eddie liked him.</p>

<p>Eddie laughed tiredly before crawling over to the taller boy and sitting in his lap. “I didn’t want to assume that you liked men either. You seemed to have such big heart eyes for Beverly a few years back, and you always talked about the hottest chicks or whatever. I guess we both didn’t want to assume, huh?”</p>

<p>“Yeah, I guess we didn’t.” </p>

<p>Eddie smiled at the boy and kissed his cheek. Richie kissed Eddies tear drenched face. </p>

<p>Soon they were on Richies bed in silence. </p>

<p>Eventually Richie asked the other boy “what are we?” </p>

<p>Eddie smiled at the other boy before kissing his nose and saying boyfriends. Well, only if Richie wanted to be his boyfriend.</p>

<p>“Of course I do. Eddie Kaspbrak, I will be your boyfriend.”</p>
Tags: cute, drabble
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<p>Well, you probably forgot you sent this because it was so long ago but look! I wrote it!</p>
<p>

<b> “why is your hand sweating so much?” “so, we’re just going to ignore the fact that you drunk-dialed me to tell me you love me?”</b>

<br/></p>
<p>Rated T </p>
<p>Underage drinking mentioned</p>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14520066/chapters/37102812">Read here on AO3 </a></p>
<p><b></b></p>
<p>	“So, we’re just going to ignore the fact that you drunk-dialed me to tell me you love me?” Richie asked, after sliding next to Eddie in Bill’s kitchen. He had left to make more popcorn for movie night and Richie had followed. </p>
<p>	Eddie jumped slightly at Richie’s voice but then he turned slowly, looking around for anyone else before answering.“Richie, don’t, not tonight.” </p>
<p>	“You really don’t want to talk about this?” He asked. “Ever?” </p>
<p>	Eddie shook his head, trying not to let his hands shake. “Never ever.” </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/177812664427/tropes-2-or-8-or-both-reddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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<blockquote><p>NSFW AHEAD. LATE TWENTIES MARRIED REDDIE</p></blockquote>
<p>The very moment they stumble through
the doorway of the restaurant bathroom, they’re all over each other.
There’s a desperate clash of teeth as the two bodies collide in a
wild frenzy of passion. Hips grind together almost frantically, heads
thrown back in pleasure. They’ve barely been in private for a minute,
but the tension had been building for an entire evening of sly
glances and stealthy under the table touches.  </p>
<p>Grinning wickedly, Richie spins Eddie
around so his chest is pressed against the door. His hips are
pressing firmly against Eddie, now grinding against his clothed ass.
His hands, which were tightly gripping his hips, move around to the
front of his jeans, fingers deftly working open the button and
sliding the zipper down.</p> <p><a href="https://oldguybones.tumblr.com/post/177776626950/79-97" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: drabble, NSFW

Post id: 177711147443
Date: Mon, 03 Sep 2018 19:54:44
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/177711147443/omg-praise-hungry-bottom-richie-for-reddie-please
Slug: omg-praise-hungry-bottom-richie-for-reddie-please
Reblog key: ORAQ5fwF
Reblog url: https://hypnoidvoid.tumblr.com/post/177710095926/omg-praise-hungry-bottom-richie-for-reddie-please
Reblog name: hypnoidvoid
Omg praise hungry bottom Richie for reddie please we need some good food
<p>Bottom!Richie screams out from the woods in his tent to answer this prompt: cOmE gEt yA’LL jUiCe, hOeS!</p>
<hr><h2>
<b>Title: </b>Cookies ‘N Scream</h2>
<p><b>Summary:</b> The Losers go on a camping trip to Sequoia National Forest for winter break their junior year of classes. Eddie and Richie fuck in a tent, or in other words, bottom!richie is a mess for some dominant top!eddie.</p>
<p><b>Pairing: </b>Richie Tozier x Eddie Kaspbrak </p>
<p><b>Rating:</b> Explicit</p>
<p><b>Words:</b> 5.2k</p>
<p><b>// <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15888738">Link to Read on Ao3</a> //</b></p>
<p><b>NSFW UNDER THE CUT</b></p> <p><a href="https://hypnoidvoid.tumblr.com/post/177710095926/omg-praise-hungry-bottom-richie-for-reddie-please" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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<p><b><i>4 - Fingers</i></b></p>
<p><b><i>Thanks to both </i><a href="https://tmblr.co/mtBGb0cas6llNgnRwg6JHTg">@lemonadeandrice</a><i>​ and </i><a href="https://tmblr.co/mioWjJNP7ApDsDT7huIiu-g">@angel-infection</a><i>​ for reading this over first as I thought it was a bit rusty!</i></b></p>
<p><b><i><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15025388/chapters/37025160">read on ao3</a></i></b></p>
<p><b><i><b><i>Smut under the cut! </i></b><br/></i></b></p>
<p>Biting down on his lower lip, Eddie kicked back his covers, so that they lay scrunched up at the foot of his bed. His sweaty skin stuck to the sheets underneath him, and he turned his head to the side to glance at the clock. It was just a little after midnight which pulled a distressed groan from Eddie’s lips. Richie wouldn’t be home for another hour or so, and the dream that had woken him up left him so on edge that there was no way he could wait another hour for his fiancé to get home.</p>
<p>Damn Richie and his night shifts at the radio station.</p> <p><a href="https://reddies-spaghetti.tumblr.com/post/177708787453/reddie-4" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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i know that eddie&#039;s first encounter with It and the way It manifests itself as his fear is very telling of him being gay, but what do you think the encounters It had with the other members of the loser&#039;s club (like mike with the bird, stan with the dead boys, etc) are indicative of?
<h2><b>Okay Let’s Talk About the Losers’ Fears!</b></h2><p>The interesting thing about IT is that, for most kids, the fears IT manifests as are pretty basic. Movie monsters, comic book monsters, vampires, mummies, etc. So not all the Losers have super deep meanings behind their fears, the way Eddie and Beverly do, and I think it definitely reflects the level of contentment they experience in their every day life. Obviously <b>Eddie’s</b> IT experiences are symbolic of his fear of his sexuality and the self-loathing that comes along with that, disguised as a ‘diseases are gross!’ sort of thing because that’s easier to process for a little kid (and because IT needs something physical to take the shape of). We don’t need to rehash that. But as for the others…</p><p><b>Beverly </b>is not afraid of blood, her fear is much deeper than that, blood is just the easiest physical representation for what she really <i>does</i> fear, which is her own womanhood. In one of MANY parallels between Eddie and Bev, both of their fears are based on gender and sexuality, and both fears exist, at least in part, because of their abusive home lives. Bev’s fear takes on the disguise of ‘blood is gross!’ but really it’s about puberty and menstruation, and what that change will mean for her sexually - because her dad never stops talking about how boys look at her, and what her role will be as a woman re: having sex with boys. And this isn’t the first time King has used blood symbolism for a girl’s fear of the sexual unknown - he did it in Carrie too (and lbr if Eddie and Beverly were fused together into one character, <i>it would be Carrie </i>and if Sonia and Alvin were fused into one character, it would be Carrie’s crazy fucking mother).</p><p>Next we have <b>Bill</b>, whose fear is pretty self-explanatory. IT always manifests as something Georgie-related for him, but what Bill fears most is not <i>literally </i>Georgie’s corpse, it’s Georgie BLAMING him for his death. Bill feels incredible guilt for what happened to Georgie, and feels responsible because he helped make the paper boat and because he was too sick to go out with Georgie that day and therefore could not protect him (this comes up again and again re: his insistence that Eddie not leave his line of sight like, ever, because he’s projecting his Georgie guilt). Bill actually comes the closest to ‘losing’ to IT because his fear is the most emotional - he almost gives in to the apparition of Georgie basically accusing him of murder, and would have, were it not for the other Losers (particularly Eddie) screeching that it isn’t really Georgie.</p><p><b>Richie’s</b> fears are all based around movie monsters, but they’re a little more symbolic than that because of one small addition: Richie’s name being used repeatedly as a label FOR IT’s manifestations. IT also seems to talk to Richie more, because taunting him is more effective than just existing as a visual. On top of that, IT takes multiple forms for Richie, which is unusual. So we have three (unless I’m forgetting one) - the Crawling Eye, the Werewolf, and Paul Bunyan. The Crawling Eye is a movie monster that really freaked Richie out as a kid to the point where he’d have nightmares about it and wet the bed, and he has a lot of eye-related body horror dreams and it’s pretty gross… dreaming about eyes can symbolize needing to (or refusing to) look inward, and dreaming about something being in/hurting your eyes can symbolize being unable to (or refusing to) confront certain truths, or avoiding emotional intimacy. All of this can easily be applied to Richie, the King of Avoidance, and it’s particularly interesting that the Eddie is the one who injures the Eye, and encourages Richie to fight it too, and that Eddie is mentioned by IT later on in relation to the Eye (the SHOES THING also ties into the Eye whenever it comes up!). So there’s THAT. The Crawling Eye, imo, stands for Richie’s denial and emotional stagnation. </p><p>The Werewolf is also a movie monster, and Richie was very effected by the plight of the teenage werewolf when he watched that movie - so it’s telling that when IT manifests as the werewolf, it is wearing a jacket with Richie’s name stitched into it. I know this has been said over and over, but Richie relates to the werewolf on some level because the werewolf is seen by its peers as a horrible monster, but it’s something it cannot help, and while it presents as ‘normal’ most of the time, when the ‘monster comes out’, it’s instantly ostracized from society. Richie sees himself as a ‘monster’ because he’s consistently treated as annoying, or ‘too much’, or borderline-suicidal to the point where he scares a lot of people off from wanting to get to know him. He feels guilty about being a burden on his parents, he hates that he constantly gets himself into trouble for things he can’t seem to control (undiagnosed and untreated ADHD, most likely), and on top of all that, he’s also hyper-aware of the dangers of ‘looking queer’ in public if he’s caught being affectionate with his male friends. There is a lot going on in Richie’s head that all point to him being very aware that he’s not ‘like everyone else’, but he can’t help it, so Richie sees himself reflected in the Teenage Werewolf… and IT knows that, and tries to use that to ITs advantage. </p><p>FINALLY, there’s the Paul Bunyan statue, which involves a little more reaching to figure out, so bear with me if this sounds insane… Paul Bunyan, in a way, represents Richie as well. Richie is well aware that the statue is an attention-grabber, but it’s also kitschy and stupid looking - he himself describes it as having a ‘cheerful vulgarity’. It’s big and loud, but people hate it and think it’s lame. Richie wants attention, but he’s afraid of being Paul Bunyan - he wants to be GOOD at something, and get attention because of his skill and his humor, not just because he’s loud and ridiculous. He doesn’t want to be talked about as “horrible, garish, and unbelievably gauche”, the way Derry townsfolk talk about Paul. As an adult, Paul turns into the clown and has a literal, casual conversation with Richie, and then eventually turns into Buddy Holly - a musician Richie admired and related to, who died tragically young - only Buddy’s glasses weren’t his usual glasses - they were Richie’s glasses, mended with adhesive tape. So even then, he’s sort of seeing parts of HIMSELF in what IT appears as. SOOO LONG STORY SHORT, Richie is his own worst fear. </p><p><b>Stan’s</b> encounter with IT, I think, was meant to push the boundaries of what his  mind would accept as ‘real’. Stan’s whole worldview was based on order and a certain expectation of reality being… reality. So IT created a visual as ridiculous as possible, while still maintaining some level of offensive realism (by using corpses of real kids who drowned in the Standpipe) and creating a multi-sensory onslaught that Stan couldn’t deny - music, smells, visuals, etc. ITs goal wasn’t to scare Stan so much as break him, but Stan was able to ground himself in reality with his bird book well enough to escape. But what he takes <i>away</i> from the experience in the end is being <i>offended </i>by what happened. He doesn’t give a shit about being scared, he’s just plain OFFENDED by what he saw. So I think Stan’s kids-in-the-Standpipe experience was meant to just…. totally<i> insult </i>the way he sees the world around him. It’s also one of the coolest visuals in the novel and I will be forever angry that the movie changed his IT experience so completely. </p><p><b>Ben’s</b> IT encounters are SUPER typical… movie monsters, Halloween costume type of shit, like most of the other Derry kids who became ITs victims. The clown with the balloons floating against the wind, the mummy, the vampire… but unlike Richie, I don’t think there is much deeper meaning to it than just being your run of the mill scary shit, because unlike Richie, Ben doesn’t hate himself. Ben is pretty damn content with his life. He loves his mom, they have a close relationship, he doesn’t have any friends before the Losers but he wasn’t bent out of shape about it… he was fine with being alone, and just being a good student, a quiet bookish kid, and he liked buying candy and eating it in front of the TV with his little bathrobe on. Like, Ben was chill. He was confident in what he liked and what he knew how to do, he was a real ‘you do you’ kid. He wasn’t even THAT upset about being fat until other kids made fun of him for it. So Ben’s just going through life, more comfortable than the other Losers. He’s content with his gender and sexuality, he’s content with his skill set and his interests, he doesn’t care about how others perceive him, he’s adaptable, and he’s not plagued with guilt. So IT doesn’t really have a TON to work with, lmao. Movie monsters are all IT has at ITs disposal when it comes to Ben, and that’s all there is to it. And in general, Ben is one of the least affected by IT… he really doesn’t even seem that afraid of IT, on the whole, but he reacts most strongly to the things that sort of go against the laws of physics (the balloons moving against the wind, the Neibolt House seeming to change shape and size)… but even then, the only real symbolism there is that Ben loves physics and architecture. </p><p>Lastly, <b>Mike’s</b> experience with IT is… interesting. I’ve talked about this a lot with <a href="https://tmblr.co/mhy5-u5dshcYat6r8QLu-2w">@mikehanlonstan</a> and we can’t really come up with good symbolism for the bird aside from the simple ‘he was attacked by a bird as a baby’ explanation from the novel. Which would be fine, if it weren’t for the fact that Mike’s dad… saw the same bird?? Like, what is it with the Hanlons and this weird bird? Who knows, I sure don’t. I was looking for racism symbolism but like… I feel like ‘It’s a bird… like a crow, get it?? Like Jim Crow??” is too lazy even for Stephen King. Also it wasn’t a crow, anyway… it was something that doesn’t exist in the real world, otherwise Stan wouldn’t have been able to get it to go away with his bird facts later on. If anything it just establishes a stronger connection between him and his father, and the long-term connection they both have to IT.</p>
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You should write that part 2!!
<p><i>since you all asked so nicely, this is the follow up to</i> <b><a href="https://reddies-spaghetti.tumblr.com/post/177418093013/9-17-38">‘if only New York wasn’t so far away”</a></b></p>
<p>* * *</p>
<p><b></b></p>
<p>The bright neon colour that lit up the “Dot’s Diner” sign hurt Eddie’s eyes as the cab came to a stop. He passed over the twenty to pay the driver and gripped a hold of his bag tightly, slipping out of the back seat and into the warm summer air. The place was just as he remembered it, the same sign, the same layout from the window and they probably had the same menu. It had been four years and yet Eddie suddenly felt eighteen all over again, going on his very first date. </p>
<p>The thought of that first date brought Eddie’s thoughts back to reality, after all, that’s why he was here. Four years later, freshly graduated from NYU, and still single. Over the four years Eddie had been on dates, many dates, but none of them quite made him feel the way that Richie Tozier made him feel. </p>
<p>He remembered the night they spent in the closet as though it were yesterday. He remembered the conversation, the impending break up, the promise that they had made to one another. They had a time limit, and that whole summer the clock was ticking faster and faster with each passing day. When the evening before Richie was due to fly out to California, they had made more of a secure plan. A date and a time to meet up if they were both still single after graduation.</p>
<p>Now that time was here, and Eddie was terrified for what he was about to find when he pushed open those double doors and walked into the diner. What if Richie wasn’t there?</p> <p><a href="https://reddies-spaghetti.tumblr.com/post/177691847573/you-should-write-that-part-2" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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<p>17. “Please.”<b><br/></b></p>
<p>24. “Are you drunk?”</p>
<p>31. “Are you jealous?”</p>
<p>45. &ldquo;Make me.”</p>
<hr><p>The fire was well fed, reaching upward towards the sky with outstretched arms. People were scattered throughout the field, huddled in small groups or sprawled out on cars with bodies pressed tightly. The so called event was well advertised, almost the entire body showing up and partaking in the festivities. It had been Beverly’s idea to go, having found a flier pinned on her dorm door, and the others just followed right along. Richie had been forced-well more like dragged-along with his friends, the outing was supposedly going to “cure” his broken heart but all it did was make the hole in his chest ache. Two weeks ago the love of his life had ripped his soul from his body and crushed it under her four inch heels.</p>
<p>So here he was leaning against his truck, loathing in his self pity. Every now and then one of his friends would stop by and console him but would turn tail the moment they realized that they were getting nowhere. Currently he was with Stan, both of them nursing their beer due to having volunteered as the designated drivers. His friend was talking about something unimportant, the words going in one of the trashmouths ears and out the other. Usually, Richie would be a better friend but due to his current break up he was finding it hard to keep up the charade when all he wanted to do was go home and curl up into a tight ball. </p> <p><a href="https://beepbeeprichiellc.tumblr.com/post/177665505023/17-24-31-45" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Post id: 177675114373
Date: Sun, 02 Sep 2018 20:39:09
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/177675114373/richie-finally-asked-eddie-out-on-a-date-and-hes
Slug: richie-finally-asked-eddie-out-on-a-date-and-hes
Reblog key: 8vcaCQ7b
Reblog url: https://s-s-georgie.tumblr.com/post/177672353868/richie-finally-asked-eddie-out-on-a-date-and-hes
Reblog name: s-s-georgie
Richie finally asked Eddie out on a date and he&rsquo;s over the frickin moon that Eddie said yes.  When he goes to pick Eddie up, eddie isn&rsquo;t home.  Richie waits and waits, but Eddie doesn&rsquo;t show up.  And Richie thinks Eddie stood him up cuz the date was a joke to him. Richie is heartbroken.  Meanwhile, Eddie had been in town to get something special for Richie because he&rsquo;s heart eyes over that lovable disaster.  But he has a run in with Bowers and has to hide so long.  I need this, I beg you🙏🙏🙏
<p>anon this was so cute and exactly the inspiration i needed so thank you!! hope you like it (:</p>
<p><b>words:</b> 1,892</p>
<p>a little angsty obv, but a fluffy ending!!</p>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15877050">read on ao3</a> or below!!</p>
<p>Richie was practically bouncing as
he walked up the empty driveway, Sonia Kaspbrak being out with her book club
for the evening. He surreptitiously sniffed under both of his arms, making sure
his nerves weren’t manifesting themselves in the form of excessive sweat.
Instead he smelled like excessive Old Spice deodorant, which he was personally
satisfied with. He twirled the small bouquet of flowers he’d bought between his
fingers as he climbed the steps of the Kaspbraks’ front porch, heart pounding
against his chest.</p>
<p>He could hardly believe he was
really here. After four or five years of pining and flirting that he covered up
with jokes, Richie had finally found the courage to ask Eddie out on a date –
and, miraculously, Eddie had said yes. Richie hadn’t been able to keep the
smile off his face for the past two days. He had the whole afternoon, evening,
and night planned: first Richie would drive them to the county park, where they
could go for a walk and ride the carousel and look and birds and trees and
other romantic stuff like that; then they would go get dinner at Eddie’s
favorite restaurant a few towns away; then they would end the night at the
roller rink, where Richie would make a fool of himself – more than worth it
though, to see Eddie’s face lit up with laughter. Maybe they would share a
milkshake or something afterwards. Maybe they would even kiss.</p> <p><a href="https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/177672156332/richie-finally-asked-eddie-out-on-a-date-and-hes" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: this is adorable and i love it, fic rec
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Au where Richie writes Eddie &quot;Secret Admirer&quot; notes and one day Eddie catches him.
<p>Oh YES</p><p>Okay but Richie is a sucker for being a hopeless romantic, and he’s head over heels in love with Eddie. But Eddie is his best friend! How can he tell his best friend that he’s high key very in love with him? He tries to ignore it, but a piece of him feels like he needs to express his love for Eddie <i>to </i>Eddie.</p><p>So he starts leaving notes in obvious places Eddie would find them in. Like his locker, or his back pack, he even shows up really early to classes that he has with Eddie to leave a note on the chair he sits in. </p><p>He’s also very innocent with the notes, he thinks that if he compliments Eddie’s ass that’d be a dead giveaway that it’s him. So he writes things like, “I like your freckles.” “You have such beautiful eyes.” “you’re one of the strongest people I’ve ever seen.” “I love that you don’t need someone to stand up for you.”<br/></p><p>He’s always there to see when Eddie finds the notes and his heart soars when he sees the little red blush that spreads across Eddie’s cheeks. He likes seeing the hopeful look on Eddie’s face when he opens his back pack or gets to his seat in class. </p><p>Okay so I have two ways this can go.</p><p>1. Eddie catches Richie by walking into class just as early and sees Richie finish writing it and goes to place it on the chair. They kinda make eye contact and then Eddie just runs off. Richie immediately goes after him and they meet up in the bathroom where Richie finds Eddie crying his eyes out.</p><p>“Really Richie? You think playing with my feelings is a goddamn joke?!” And Richie is so confused and scared because he didn’t want this to go this way at all.<br/></p><p>“Eds-” “I always thought you knew I liked you, but I didn’t think you’d use it to make fun of me! I should’ve known nobody would actually give me letters. It’s just some dumbass who I stupidly fell in love with.” <br/></p><p>And Richie is so SHOOK because Eddie is in love with him. Eddie. Is. In. Love. With. Him. And if he doesn’t react soon Eddie is gonna think he doesn’t like him! So naturally Richie pulls Eddie into a kiss and almost immediately Eddie is kissing Richie back because oh fuck his best friend and long time crush is kissing him. He read the situation wrong. </p><p>“Eddie I’d never hurt you like that, I meant everything I said in those letters. I love you.” and it’s just so fluffy after that (they ditch school).<br/></p><p>or</p><p>2. Eddie gradually gets a little less excited when he sees the notes and instead gets anxious. Richie of course immediately picks up on this and is like</p><p>“hey eds what’s up? Not excited to see what your boy toy has to say today?” and Eddie doesn’t even respond. He doesn’t even read the note, he just shoves it in his bag.<br/></p><p>So that night Richie stumbles into Eddie’s room via the window (because I stan (1) trope) and see’s Eddie staring down at the note Richie left that day and it scares Richie because he thinks Eddie doesn’t like them anymore. So he sits down next to Eddie and asks him what’s wrong and it goes like this</p><p>“What if this person isn’t the person I want it to be? What if they’re everything I could ever want, but not be the one I want? What do I do then Rich?” and then there’s just silence, Eddie ends up being curled up on Richie’s lap, burying his head into his chest. and just as they’re about to fall asleep Eddie whispers<br/></p><p>“what if it’s not you?” and suddenly Richie is the most awake he’s ever been. He jumps up and scrambles to find a piece of paper and pen of some sort all while Eddie watches anxiously from his bed. Eventually Richie scribbles down “its me Eds.” and hands it to Eddie. There’s a few more tears but then they start kissing and it’s magical. <br/></p>
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31. With Reddie
<p>31. “Are you jealous?”<br/></p>
<hr><p>It was hot, way to fucking hot to be anywhere but inside and yet here they were, seven friends lounging at a public pool with the rest of the town of Derry. Eddie had protested against it vigorously, listing off the endless bacteria that cultures in public pools, that’s not including the ones that come for the feces and urine that originated from the children. In the end, he had been vetoed-like usual-and brushed off. He refused to get into the water, and did nothing but apply sunscreen to himself and the others. Seething hatred and annoyance wasn’t what he had planned on doing today but then again he also didn’t plan on burning like bacon on top of an oven. </p>
<p>“Don’t you think you are being a little over dramatic?” Beverly asked from her spot beside him, dressed in a two piece bikini while the sun cooked her back. She called it tanning, he called it skin cancer. “I mean it’s just a pool for god sake.” </p>
<p>Eddie snorted, turning his nose up in disgust. “I do not, thank you very much! When everyone gets a infection I’ll be there to shove it into their face.” </p> <p><a href="https://beepbeeprichiellc.tumblr.com/post/177593187653/31-with-reddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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98 91 79 all for reddie!!!
<p>98. “Where are your pants?”<br/></p>
<p>91. “Help me hide!”</p>
<p>79. &ldquo;You’re hot, shame about the personality.” </p>
<p>The party was raging downstairs, every college near sending their loudest, most popular to his shared him and he should be proud. Except he was an antisocial gay who hated loud music, cheap beer and skunk weed. Literally the last thing he wanted was to have a fucking house party, which was why he was sitting on his bed with a pair of noise canceling headphones and a sociology textbook between his legs.Just because Mike and Bill had vetoed him didn’t mean he had to participate </p>
<p>Because fuck that. </p> <p><a href="https://beepbeeprichiellc.tumblr.com/post/177598213848/98-91-79-all-for-reddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Prompts list. 26. // reddie plzzzzz ❤❤
<p>26. “Help me I’m stuck.”<br/></p>
<hr><p>The cold air burned his lungs as his feet pushed faster. His glasses were fogged, impairing his vision and limiting his options but he still ran. There was a voice behind him, yelling profound things at his expense. He were getting closer, Richie could feel it and he had to keep going, just a little longer even if it killed him and at this moment he swore it would. </p>
<p>“You can’t run forever Tozier!” Henry Bowers voice cut through the air, piercing his ears. “You’re going to pay for what you said about my mother!” </p>
<p>He couldn’t help but laugh, adrenaline pumping through his veins giving him false courage. Cutting a sharp left he lept over the edge of the kissing bridge, tucking his shoulder and tumbling down the steep hill. There was a pain in his back, a uncomfortable twist in his wrist and a rock that lodged itself in the tender flesh of his left cheek but he bared it and did his best to keep the injuries to a minimum. Reaching the bottom he caught himself, glancing up to the hate ridden face above. If looks could kill, Richie was sure he would be six feet under. </p> <p><a href="https://beepbeeprichiellc.tumblr.com/post/177568608723/prompts-list-26-reddie-plzzzzz" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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eddie&rsquo;s fav accessory is a ring confirmed. doesn&rsquo;t he also wear a ring on his pinky as an adult?
<p>he does ! when hes described as an adult it says <i>“the ring on the little finger of his right hand was a ruby”</i></p><p>…wait a minute…</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="145" data-orig-width="700"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/c68d259155801dd206bd5059c39c3b90/tumblr_inline_pccnprp7Ri1r5adnj_540.png" data-orig-height="145" data-orig-width="700"/></figure><p>hmmmm</p>
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16 and 1 for reddie
<blockquote><p>This one got kinda weird and angsty. My bad!</p></blockquote><p>He’s not exactly sure how long he’s been laying there. Time seems to be a pointless concept; one day it seems fleeting, passing by in a mere minute. But the next day drags on for weeks, seemingly never ending. It wouldn’t be as bad if he couldn’t hear <i>everything. </i>Every little beep of the machines he was hooked up to, every footstep of every person in and out of his room, every voice too. </p><p>“<i>Eddie please, wake up. It’s been a week, I can’t do this.”</i><br/></p><p><i>“I need you here with me</i>.<i> I’ve missed you this past year</i>.”<br/></p><p>“<b><i>Please don’t leave me</i></b>.<i> I can’t live without you</i>.”<br/></p><p>Every time he hears Richie’s voice is more painful than the time before. The tears are always evident, never lessening over time. He can always feel the steady squeeze of Richie’s hand clutching his. He wants to wake up, so desperately, but no matter how hard he tries, he never seems to be able to. </p><p>He grows tired, particularly on the days he hears the flatline of his heart monitor. The sound is usually accompanied by a blinding white light and sometimes he wants to go towards it. But every time, he’s pulled back by a voice in the back of his mind. He knows who it belongs to and he knows what kind of life he would be leaving behind.</p><p>“<i><b>Give me a reason not to turn around and walk away right now</b>.</i> <i>I need a sign, Eds</i>.<i> I can’t do this forever</i>.”<br/></p><p>He focuses all the energy he has into squeezing his fingers; even just the slightest movement would be sufficient. He just needs something to tell Richie he’s still here and not to give up on him. He’s not even sure if he’s successful until he hears Richie’s voice sound through the hospital room.</p><p>“<i>Eds</i>?”<br/></p><p>There’s something in Richie’s voice, something he hasn’t heard in who knows how long. <i>Hope</i>.</p>
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HIII 33 + 53 REDDIE
<p>The clock reads 1:37am as Richie and Eddie stumble through the door of their shared apartment. Eddie presses his index finger to his lips and lets out an exaggerated shush as Richie pushes the door shut behind them. The sound barely rings through the open space because Richie gently clicks it shut. But with the amount of alcohol coursing through Edddie’s system, it sounds amplified and even drunk Eddie is considerate enough to not wake their roommates.</p><p>Richie grabs Eddie’s hand and tugs him to their room. It doesn’t take much effort to push him onto the bed, the action resulting in a wild giggle from Eddie as he sprawled out on the sheets. </p><p>“Join me,” Eddie practically purrs, biting his lip and coyly gazing up at Richie, who was now grabbing his ankle to take off his shoes. “Mmmm, you gonna undress me?”<br/></p><p>Richie chuckles softly, tossing his shoes to the side. “I’m just getting you ready for bed, my love.”</p><p>“Prude,” Eddie frowns.<br/></p><p>“<b>Bite me</b>,” Richie laughs, peeling off Eddie’s socks (knowing how much his boyfriend hates to sleep with them on) and moving to his belt buckle.<br/></p><p>“<b>If you insist</b>,” Eddie grins playfully, waggling his eyebrows in an uncharacteristic way. Trying to help, he wildly kicks his legs, totally lacking any and all coordination; it probably hinders Richie more than it helps, but Eddie continues nonetheless until his pants of a crumpled heap on the floor. <br/></p><p>Richie tugs the covers back, the best he can with Eddie laying on top of them and refusing to move. </p><p>“Sit on my face.”<br/></p><p>“What?” Richie questions with a grin, pulling the covers over Eddie and leaning down to kiss his forehead.<br/></p><p>“I said <b>sit in my lap</b>,” Eddie replies, through another fit of giggles. <br/></p><p>Richie playfully rolls his eyes as he strips himself down to his boxers, earning him a loud cat call from his tucked in boyfriend. </p><p style="">“Do a sexy little dance!” Eddie requests.<br/></p><p>Richie crawls into bed beside Eddie, slipping under the covers. He presses a kiss to his temple and wraps his arms around him. “Maybe tomorrow.”</p>
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Man that post fucked me up Mike has such self worth issues like i&#039;m still thinking about the cliff scene? And no one ever talks about it? Like he&#039;s completly neglected by the fandom unless it comes to shipping him with someone and just?? That&#039;s not too different from what happens in the show? Like he was told to kill himself and he was like &quot;ok&quot; and DID IT! That&#039;s some serious shit and just, Fuxk. Let&#039;s talk about his issues because the boy deserves it.
<p>You’re right. NO one talks about it. Mike Wheeler was told that if he jumped off a cliff, Dustin would be spared. So he did. He didn’t walk to the edge and stop when El saved the day. He jumped. Mike Wheeler jumped off a cliff and knew he was going to die. That’s the fucking truth. And, not that it changes anything, but think about how he jumped in regards to <i>bullying</i>. Not that bullying isn’t serious and that belittles his choices, but it wasn’t the government threatening him or the Upside Down or anything supernatural swooping in and pushing him to the literal and metaphoric edge. It was two regular boys with an upper hand trying to hurt someone he cares about.</p><p>They have a whole shot of him balancing the choices and then he just. does it. He yells “HOLD ON. Just HOLD ON” and then walks to the edge. He doesn’t bargain. Doesn’t step back and argue before being told the countdown. He just walks right up and walks off.</p><p>Mike Wheeler thinks he is a below-average boy living in an above-average suburban family, bothering them all with his frustration and manifesting depression (writing in the bathroom stall, cursing out a teacher etc) and thinking that the only reason his family notices him is when they dislike him/he’s in trouble. Not making it about shipping in anyway, but you can kind off see that’s why he flocks to Will and El. They are people who are being mistreated by people close to them and he wants to help them feel loved. Maybe if he makes other people feel better, it will excuse how shitty he thinks he makes everyone feel for putting up with him. It’s half empathy, half bargaining.</p>
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EDDIE PLAYS WITH HIS BF&#039;S HAIR ON A LAZY DAY AND DECIDES TO PUT RICHIE&#039;S HAIR INTO TWO MESSY PIGGYTAILS AND THEN HE JUST CAN&#039;T STOP TELLING HIM HOW CUTE HE LOOKS WHILE RICHIE BLUSHES SO HARD THAT HE CANNOT EVEN LOOK UP
<p>fgdkjsf i love this and like whenever eddie’s bored he flops dramatically on the couch and says “richie let me play with your hair”. and richie <i>could</i> say no but tbh he finds it kinda relaxing so he just plops himself down on the floor in between eddie’s legs and lets eddie put little pigtails and braids in his hair. one time he forgot he had his hair styled and opened the door for the uber eats guy with his hair in space buns</p>
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PROMPTS. YES. getting to cherrypick writing from you is like Christmas. anyways, I would DIE if you would bless us with some Fake Dating #14 with Benverly?? love you love you!!
<p>

<b>Um Skells, you can ALWAYS ask me to write stuff- especially when you give me soft prompts and the perfect couple. 

<br/></b></p>
<p><b>Rated F for Fluff </b></p>
<p><b>Read <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14520066/chapters/36625503">here</a> on AO3 </b></p>
<p>	“My family might like you more than me.” Bev said with a laugh as she fell onto her bed. “Did you see Samantha looking at you during dinner? She either wants to feed you or have your babies, I’m not sure which.”</p>
<p>	Ben fell next to her on the bed, groaning.  “At this point, I might pick the babies. I can’t eat anymore.” </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/177218331427/prompts-yes-getting-to-cherrypick-writing-from" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Does anyone know the fic where eddie was in a abusive relationship in the past and then he with richie and richie throws plate at him
<p>Edit: It’s been found.</p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/12745452">It’s A Match!</a></b> by endversed</p><blockquote><p><i>Eddie Kaspbrak has been single by choice for two years when his best friend, Bill, forces him to download Tinder. Eddie agrees only to appease Bill; it’s not like he’s going to find anyone on there worth his time, and he’s very prepared to swipe left on everyone he comes across.</i></p><p><i>Richie Tozier, 23 exists only to ruin this plan of Eddie’s.</i></p></blockquote>
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Do you know the name of that one soulmate fic where his mom give him suppressants so he doesn&rsquo;t get his soul mark?  And richie&rsquo;s mark is grey because of it?  And Eddie eventually figured it out and they both get their marks when he goes off the meds?  Thanks for your help!!
<p>That would be this one: </p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/12262989?view_full_work=true">Friday, Never Hesitate</a></b> by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mI78Akp80VFa6HrFXWfvc2A">@londone-fog</a></p><blockquote><p><i>

The next day, his mother told him to swallow a new pill. Oblong, slightly pink in color. It was bitter on his tongue, and he didn’t like it.

</i><br/></p></blockquote>
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83. &ldquo;You&rsquo;re just leaving me here? At least have to decency to finish me off with a stick.&rdquo; (are you taking prompts?? I&#039;m assuming you are :D )
<p>Hey love! Sorry this took so long! </p>

<p>Rating: g<br/>
Paring: reddie </p>

<p>**warming I wrote this in a moving car on my phone so I apologize for any grammar errors**</p>

<p>“You’re just leaving me here? At least have to decency to finish me off with a stick.”</p>

<p>“Duck!” </p>

<p>Eddie flattened himself on the sand as a firework flew over his head, “Jesus Rich, you’re gonna get us killed if you keep setting those off back here!” He sat up, scooting back against the snack shed on the pier, brushing sand from his arms. He shivered at the late night chill. Even though it was only July, Eddie was cold, only wearing the T-shirt and shorts he had managed to sneak out of his house in. </p>

<p>“Aww come on Spaghetti,” Richie cooed, plopping down next to the shorter boy, “What could happen?” </p>

<p>Eddie gave him a mildly exasperated look, “Burns? Setting the dock on fire? Waking up the entire neighborhood with the noise?!!” </p>

<p>Richie pouted “Come on Ed’s,” he wrapped his arm around Eddie’s small shoulders, “No one gets in trouble for shooting off a couple of fireworks.”</p>

<p>“Than you know of,” he mumbled, leaning into Richie’s side, “If my mom finds out I was down here she’ll literally ground me until the end of high school.”</p>

<p> He sighed, letting himself get comfortable in Richie’s warmth. The glow from the fireworks began to fade and he let himself relax, listening to the sounds of his friends running around the local beach, grabbing more supplies of the little shed next to them. He closed his eyes, snuggling closer to Richie. He smiled, feeling the other boy’s long fingers start to play with his hair.</p>

<p>God he could fall asleep right here.</p>

<p>Then suddenly there was another wiz and a loud pop, the sky blazing with light again and Bill set off another firecracker. Eddie jolted awake and yanked himself away from Richie. </p>

<p>“That’s it. I’m going home.” </p>

<p>Richie looked up, “Eds come on please stay.” He gave him other pout, brown eyes wide behind his glasses as he grabbed Eddie’s hand. </p>

<p>“Chee let go,” he scrunched up his noise as Richie pouted more.</p>

<p>“You’re just leaving me here?” He whimpered looking around the beach before grabbing a piece of driftwood from the sand next to him, “At least have the decency to finish me off with a stick!!” He widened his eyes even further and nuzzled Eddie’s thigh, clinging to him. </p>

<p>Eddie felt his resolve crumble. Richie’s soft brown eyes were boring into his as he but his lip. Richie’s thumb stroked soothing circles on the back of his hand. He blushed as Richie pressed little kisses to the side of his thigh. </p>

<p>“Oh ok fine you dummy. Scoot over.” He dropped back down and cuddled closer to his lanky boyfriend. He giggled as Richie squealed with delight and pulled him into his lap. Eddie buried his face in neck and hummed softly. Richie carded his fingers through his hair and kissed his forehead. </p>

<p>“Hey Eddie Spaghetti?” </p>

<p>Eddie pulled Richie’s hoodie around his shoulders, “Yeah Rich?” </p>

<p>“I’m glad you didn’t leave me here to cuddle with the driftwood.” He grinned. </p>

<p>Eddie giggled and snuggled closer, “I’m glad I didn’t leave you to cuddly with the driftwood too.”</p>
Tags: C U T E, ugh so sweet i love them, drabble
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&ldquo;we&rsquo;re best friends&hellip; this shouldn&rsquo;t be that hard, right?&rdquo; (love your writing!)
<p>Thank you and wow I’m sorry this is a million years late!!! and I’m sorry that it’s angsty!!</p>
<p><br/></p>
<p>Richie sat on the front porch of his home, a cigarette hanging between shaking fingers. He hadn’t moved in almost half an hour, which was probably a record. But he couldn’t get the words Eddie had said to him out of his head.</p>
<p>“I got accepted to NYU,” he’d said, smiling sadly. Richie knew why he was sad. NYU was no where near LA, where Richie himself was headed. <br/></p>
<p>“Congrats, Eds,” Richie answered, trying to smile as widely as he could. He pulled Eddie in for a hug, breathing in the scent of his best friend with the knowledge that in five short months, he wouldn’t be able to do this anymore. You couldn’t hug someone that lived across the country.<br/></p> <p><a href="http://richiesrocket.tumblr.com/post/177457930581/were-best-friends-this-shouldnt-be-that-hard" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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<p>what bi is considered bi</p>
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<p><b>if only New York wasn’t so far away</b></p>
<p><b>summary: </b><i>Eddie and Richie had a plan. Sometimes plans change.</i></p>
<p><b>pairing:</b><i> Riche x Eddie</i></p>
<p><b>prompt:</b> <i>19. Locked in a room, 17. Drunk/At a party, 38. ‘You promised.’  from </i><a href="https://reddies-spaghetti.tumblr.com/post/177310282843/ragnarokdad-send-me-a-ship-and-one-or-multiple">this list</a><i> as well as the angst/breakup prompt for the IT Fandom Week 2018! </i></p>
<p><b>word count:</b><i> 1,644</i></p>
<p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15796602/chapters/36786312">AO3 Link</a></b></p>
<p><b>AN: </b><i>written for <a href="https://tmblr.co/meqrZk8Ehwgx4wudrXVTgsg">@itfandomweek</a>‘s day two! <b>Angst</b>, <b>breakup</b>, reunion</i></p>
<p><i>* * *</i></p>
<p>“Are you avoiding Eddie?” </p>
<p>Richie’s head shot up from where his eyes were trained on swirling his drink around in the red cup in his hand. “What?” </p>
<p>Bill, the leader of their little group was standing a few feet away from him, arms crossed and with a frown on his face. “You heard me.” Richie winced at the tone of his friends voice, and for a brief moment wished that he still had his stutter so that he would be less intimidating.<br/></p>
<p>“No I’m not avoiding Eddie,” he replied, but the words tasted wrong on his lips. He was lying of course, because the truth was, Richie was avoiding Eddie.<br/></p> <p><a href="https://reddies-spaghetti.tumblr.com/post/177418093013/9-17-38" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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<p>Sometimes Eddie Kaspbrak thinks the thing he hated the most about his life was that his mother still insisted on treating him like some kind of helpless child, even at age 16.</p>
<p>Of course, Sonya Kaspbrak didn’t know what Eddie went though that summer all those years ago, would never know what it was like to literally face your worst fear, to look death in its mismatched yellow eyes and see <i>hunger</i>. </p>
<p>She didn’t know <i>Eddie</i> was the strong one.</p>
<p>Not because he wanted to be, though. Fuck, sometimes he felt like screaming - just fucking <i>screaming</i> his head off. He thought about running off into that field - the one just past the train tracks that ran through The Barrens - and just cursing the universe and everything it had done, yelling until his voice grew hoarse, until the sun disappeared behind the horizon and it was just him and the darkness. No, Eddie was strong because he <i>had</i> to be - for his friends. </p>
<p>It happened to the best of them - fits, flashbacks, nightmares, whatever. It was like something would flip a switch - the sound of goulashes splashing through a rain puddle, the smell of fire, the rich, dark color of blood - it could send you back, make you remember things you don’t want to. It rarely happened to Eddie anymore, mostly because he busied himself with track and clubs and everything in between.</p>
<p>Others weren’t so lucky.</p>
<p>So when the sharp ring of Eddie’s telephone cut through the silence of his bedroom at nearly 4 am on a cold winter’s night, he groggily snatched up the receiver, knowing exactly who it was. </p>
<p>“Hey, Rich,” he croaked, eyes still sleepy and drooping and voice scratchy.</p>
<p>Richie called him almost every night since that fateful summer 3 years ago.</p>
<p>Sometimes it was just after he’d woken up from a nightmare, quiet sobs ripping out of his throat, muffled in Eddie’s ears by the telephone - <i>Eddie, if it killed me, would you be sad? Would anybody even care?</i> - Those were the worst nights, the nights where Eddie’s heart ached for the boy on the other line. Some nights he just wanted to talk - Eddie would pick up the phone expecting the worst, only to hear a soft voice ask him how many favorite colors he’d had in his lifetime, whether he liked pancakes better than waffles. Richie’s voice was always soft on the phone, Eddie had noticed. Raw, like he’d shed his protective Trashmouth skin before dialing Eddie’s number.</p> <p><a href="http://nasally-voice.tumblr.com/post/177392697300/how-about-for-a-reddie-prompt-richie-and-eddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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<p>hmmm you shouldn’t im bad at this but i got some drabble for you. tw for implied suicidal thoughts but??? nothin’ too strong. still, read with caution.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>richie is twelve when the world falls apart.</p>
<p>georgie is missing, and bill doesn’t smile anymore, and stan doesn’t invite any of them to go bird watching anymore, and the new kids make him feel awkward and stilted. eddie stays a constant, sharp and funny and bantering with richie like the ebb and flow of the tide. he teases him a little more and pretends it’s all okay.</p>
<p>–</p>
<p>richie is thirteen and last week’s end of the world seems like today’s burnt toast.</p>
</blockquote> <p><a href="http://farklelucas.tumblr.com/post/177380682317/katie-i-need-some-good-reddie-content-and-i-trust" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: drabble

Post id: 177344198848
Date: Fri, 24 Aug 2018 11:28:57
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/177344198848/rough
Slug: rough
Reblog key: Y6bLIxye
Reblog url: https://reddies-spaghetti.tumblr.com/post/177340806713/rough
Reblog name: reddies-spaghetti
Rough
<p>On this night, Eddie looks rough.</p><p>Rough as in disgruntled. Rough as in jagged edges and heavy breathing. Rough as in a busted lip and split, bruised knuckles. Rough as in disheveled clothing. Rough as in furious, stormy grey eyes and bloody spit wiped carelessly off of his chin with the back of his hand as his lips draw back into an angry sneer. Rough as in strong and invincible. Rough as in terrifying.</p><p>Richie thinks he looks beautiful like this, the glow of the streetlamp like a spotlight shining down on him, a glorious halo of light. Lungs aching, Richie lets out a croaky cough and ignores the metallic taste on his tongue as he weakly pushes his scraped palms against the asphalt in order to scoot his body away, until his back is flush with the fence bordering the park behind him and he can slump his shoulders tiredly. In front of him, Eddie throws a worried look over his shoulder, scanning over Richie’s clearly non-ideal condition, before turning his attention back to the people hovering on the other side of the street.</p><p>Voice venomous, Henry snarls, “You’re gonna let your little boyfriend protect you, huh?”</p><p>“I can promise he’s stronger than you,” Richie snorts, only to let out a low groan in pain and lull his head to the side to spit out blood. Weakly, Richie nods towards Patrick’s limp, unconscious body that lays crumpled and still by Eddie’s feet. “Or do you wanna end up like poor ol’ Pat, huh?”<br/></p><p>“Stop talking, Richie,” Eddie murmurs, just barely loud enough for the wind to carry his words to where Richie sits. Obediently, Richie seals his lips together and lets his head fall back to rest against the fence, eyes fluttering shut. He can hear Eddie shuffle slightly before stating, “I suggest you leave, Bowers.”<br/></p><p>Barking out a humorless laugh, Henry asks, “And what if I don’t?”</p><p>“Then I’ll kill you.”<br/></p><p>Richie’s eyes snap open as he lurches forward, only to crumple in on himself in pain, falling to his side and pulling his legs up to his chest with a high pitched whine of agony. Immediately, Eddie spins around, Henry forgotten, and falls to his knees at Richie’s side, eyes wide and alarmed. Words somewhat slurred, Richie whispers, “Not worth it. Don’t do it.”</p><p>“I won’t,” Eddie promises urgently, his gaze sweeping over Richie’s body in a blind panic before grabbing Richie’s hand and holding it up to his chest. “Jesus, Rich, tell me what to do. How do I fix this?”<br/></p><p>But that’s not enough, not for Richie. Not when they’re so close to being free from a life on the run. Fingers trembling, Richie brings his free hand up and brushes a strand of Eddie’s hair out of his face, sincere as he insists, “I mean it. We can’t- you can’t-”</p><p>“I swear to god, I’ll never lay a hand on anyone ever again,” Eddie rushes out, voice a little watery as tears gather in his eyes. “Cross my fucking heart, okay? Just- what do I do, Richie? Do I take you to a hospital? What if you’re seriously injured? What if- what if-”<br/></p><p>“I’ll be fine,” Richie interrupts, and he means it. Sure, his entire body feels like it’s on fire, and sure, it’ll definitely take awhile to recover from this surprise attack, but he’s had worse and he knows he’ll live. Trying for a small smile, Richie brings Eddie’s hand down to his lips and presses a kiss there, eyes flickering over Eddie’s shoulder to see Henry putting Patrick’s still limp body into the back seat of his car. Confused, Eddie follows his gaze, and both of them watch Henry jump into the driver’s seat, start the car, and peel off down the road. With the immediate danger gone, all Richie can think to whisper is, “Take me home, Eds.”<br/></p><hr><p><i><b>send me a word and i’ll write a little reddie drabble based on it</b></i></p>
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<p><i>(Not as nsfw as you probably wanted but it was where it took me, so I hope you like it anyway! &lt;3)</i></p>
<p><i><b>16. </b>Dreaming about each other &amp; <b>21.</b> PWP/NSFW from <a href="https://reddies-spaghetti.tumblr.com/post/177310282843/ragnarokdad-send-me-a-ship-and-one-or-multiple">this list</a> </i><br/></p>
<p><i>* * *</i></p>
<p>Eddie kept his head down as he walked through the halls of Derry High to his locker. He put in his combination and pulled it open, switching out his books that he needed for his first class of the day. Looking around the corridor for any sign of the losers and coming up short, he closed the locker over and headed to class. It wasn’t that he was avoiding his friends but-</p>
<p>Okay yeah, he was avoiding the losers. More precisely, he was avoiding Richie. His best friend. Since Richie brought BIll to school and they always met up with Bev and Ben outside the school before walking to Stan’s locker where he was standing with Mike. Therefore in order to avoid Richie, Eddie had to avoid his other friends too.</p> <p><a href="https://reddies-spaghetti.tumblr.com/post/177319970983/reddie-ship-16-and-21" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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<p>WARNING: THIS IS ANGSTY AND MAY BREAK YOUR HEART</p>
<hr><p>“Eds! C'mon, slow down!”</p>
<p>Richie’s voice carried through the
chilled winter air, his exhaled breath visible as he huffed and
panted. Though he was the shorter of the two, Eddie maintained a
brisk speed, managing to keep ahead of Richie. Maybe if he laid off
the cigarettes like Eddie had begged him to countless times, he would
probably be able to effortlessly keep up with him. But that was the
least of his concern in the current moment. No, he was far more
worried and confused about why Eddie stormed out of the event they
were attending, the one held in Richie’s honor to celebrate another
successful season of his self-written and self-produced comedy
series.</p>
<p>“Leave me alone Richie,” Eddie
called back after him, his gaze remaining forward as his hands
reached into his pocket to dig out his keys, to their car, which they
rode in together on their way here, chatting about how exciting it
was.</p> <p><a href="https://oldguybones.tumblr.com/post/177192733330/7910-for-reddie-you-talented-queen" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Could you do a Reddie soulmate AU?
<p>- imagine if soulmates could give and take each other’s pain</p><p>- one day eddie tripped over and smacked his knee on the pavement, and richie started laughing his ass off so eddie glared at him until richie suddenly felt a cut forming on his knee</p><p>- they both freaked out, realising what that meant, but then realised the fucking DAMAGE they could do to each other</p><p>- ‘well i’m gonna die before im 20 because you’re the clumsiest person i know’</p><p>- whenever richie starts talking shit, instead of saying ‘beep beep richie’ like the others eddie just pinches himself and waits for richie’s cursing to start</p><p>- ‘stop fucking pinching yourself that fucking hurts!’</p><p>- the other losers often see richie and eddie fighting, and by fighting that means hitting and slapping themselves and transferring the pain to each other instead of actually fighting one another</p><p>- one day richie got beaten pretty bad by henry and his gang and eddie only saw him after he came to his house that night, covered in cuts and bruises with tears in his eyes, and the second he saw him he presses his lips to richie and richie stares in shock as he slowly saw bruises and cuts form on eddie’s face, eddie whimpering into richie’s mouth and flinching as the pain fades from richie’s body to his own</p><p>- when they’re in the neibolt house and eddie breaks his arm, richie touches his forehead to eddie’s and starts to cry as his arm snaps, he later tells eddie in the hospital with his cast on that he couldn’t live seeing eddie hurt, that he’d rather take a broken arm or worse to make sure eddie was safe</p><p>- and eddie realised then that richie really was his soulmate</p>
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hey what do u,,,,,, think teen eddie would wear,,,,, like whats he fashion sense
<p>i think he would have a mix of traditionally male styles - like loose fitted jeans and button up shirts- while also playing with styles that he wasn’t allowed to wear when he was younger, such as loud patterns, low v shirts, skinny jeans. also this isnt based in anything but i think he would wear flannels a lot. bc theyre confy. </p><p>oh also he lives in a jean jacket with ‘loser’ embroidered on the back and little patches on the front</p>
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divorce
<p>I know you might have been angling for angst on this one but I went for anything but.</p>
<hr><p>“We’re getting a divorce.”<br/></p>
<p>Eddie didn’t even look up from the book he held, though his concentration faltered for a moment at his husband’s declaration.</p>
<p>“Oh?” he said, trying to regain his spot. <br/></p>
<p>“Yep,” Richie said, popping the ‘p’ as he leaned against the doorway to their living room. “It says so right on TMZ.”<br/></p>
<p>Eddie hummed, his eyes skimming over the words.</p>
<p>“Well they usually hit the nail right on the head,” he said with a shrug of one shoulder. “I guess I should call my lawyer, huh?”</p> <p><a href="https://reddieforlove.tumblr.com/post/177147821668/divorce" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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okay I&#039;m gonna ask for the thing that I told you I was gonna ask for WEEKS ago - which is FUN sex. laughs, weirdness, general goofy, joyful stuff, if you&#039;re up for it!! (p.s. Freaky Friday is great and you&#039;re a godsend xoxo gossip skells)
<p>GOSSIP SKELLS ILU<b><br/></b></p><p>OK this is actually a continuation of <a href="http://stellarbisexual.tumblr.com/post/177134719974/the-freaky-friday-thing-if-youre-still-accepting">the wedding prompt from before</a> (but can totally be read as a standalone).</p><p>Tagged: BOTTOM RICHIEEEEEEEEE</p><p>***</p><p>Despite Richie’s lack of finesse, he totally gets what he wants later that night (which, if Eddie thinks about it, is really the foundation for their entire relationship).  </p><p>They’re both still tipsy, and Eddie is about half an hour from passing out entirely, so they gleefully skip foreplay, Eddie flopping onto his back on their bed, still fully dressed except for his tie, which he tore off the second they were in the door, and Richie shimmying out of his clothes at the foot of the bed.  </p><p>Eddie strokes himself over his pants with a little yawn and a smile.  “You looked so good tonight.”</p><p>“Yeah?” Richie asks playfully as he turns, displaying himself like a 50s pinup as he pushes his boxer briefs down his long, long legs.  His hair is a fucking disaster, and as always, it still manages to look really hot that way. </p><p>“Yeah,” Eddie breathes, his smile turning into a smirk, fingers pushing down on his bulge hard, urging it to full thickness.  “Apparently some of Ben’s younger cousins wouldn’t stop talking about you.  I was <i>this close</i> to rumbling with a seventh grader.”</p><p>Richie chuckles, grabbing some loot from the bedside table before crawling over Eddie’s prone figure.  “Would’ve killed to see that,” he says, already uncapping the lube and squeezing way too much into the palm of his hand, the bottle making a hilariously loud farting noise.  Richie’s face contorts into an exaggerated grimace.  </p><p>Eddie slaps a hand over his forehead, laughing so hard it’s silent.  “Do you want some help with that?”  He maneuvers his body so he can slip his belt out from the loops in his pants, tossing it over the side of the bed, then pulls his fly open.  Richie sits back on his haunches, dick flushed and bobbing, his lube-filled hand hovering precariously over the both of them as Eddie pushes his pants and briefs down to just under his knees and rucks his shirt up just enough so it isn’t in the way.  </p><p>Richie’s eyes go dark at the sight.  “<i>Ohh</i>, we’re doing that, huh?”</p><p>“C’mere.”  Eddie holds a hand out, and Richie tips his own palm over it, letting about half the lube drip off.  He immediately curls that hand around his cock and gives it a hard, purposeful stroke that has Richie already going breathless.  </p><p>“<i>Shit</i>,” he says, scrambling to kneel over Eddie’s thighs, coating his fingers sloppily and reaching back to sneak one digit inside of himself.  </p><p>They watch each other, Eddie’s hand slowing as he lets out a little whimper.  “How long has it been?  Do you remember?”</p><p>Richie screws his face up, feeling how tight he is.  “Feels like… five months, maybe six?”</p><p>Eddie’s hand abandons his own dick, slapping Richie on the thigh and then gripping the sheets beneath them.  He must be close already, Richie notes with some triumph.  “It can’t have been that long.”</p><p>“We don’t do this enough,” Richie laments, adding another finger with a low purr.  He sees Eddie working to control his breathing, eyes drifting to the ceiling.  “You think you’ll last long enough, old man?”</p><p>“<i>Fuck off</i>,” Eddie says around a gusty laugh.  “Are you ready yet?”</p><p>“<i>No</i>, you’re really thick.  I need another finger.”</p><p>“I’m about to jerk off and leave the rest to that dildo you gave me for my birthday last year.”</p><p>“You leave Dr. Dick Stevens, Licensed Proctologist out of this.”</p><p>Eddie cackles, tears springing to the corners of his eyes.  Richie watches him fondly from above as he adds that third finger with a wince that quickly gives way to a somewhat pleasurable little hum.  Eddie’s eyes go dark as they rove the wiry muscles of his boyfriend’s limbs, the lines of his stomach, the tasteful sprinkling of dark hair across his chest and straight down to his navel and beyond.  “Baby, I want you,” he whispers, imploring.  </p><p>“Fuck it,” Richie says, gently pulling his fingers out, wiping them on the sheets, and shuffling forward, Eddie’s hands sliding up his thighs to grip his hip bones.  He puts on his Sir David Attenborough voice.  “And in an unexpected turn of events, the majestic gazelle mounts the bear cub.”</p><p>“<i>Ewwww.</i>  Also, that’s not accurate,” Eddie protests primly.  “Technically, I’m mounting you right now, penetration-wise.</p><p>“Oh honey, it gets me so hot when you use the word penetration.”  Richie reaches behind himself and down, gripping Eddie’s thick cock in one hand, giggling as it slips from his grip with all the lube.  </p><p>“And I’m not a fucking <i>bear cub</i>.  I’m a… sexy… tiger.”  Eddie’s voice goes breathy as the head of his dick nudges against Richie’s rim.  </p><p>Richie smirks.  “That you are.  Y’know, we’re teetering dangerously close to bestiality talk here.”</p><p>“<i>EW!</i>”  Eddie clenches his eyes and stabs himself in the lids with his fingertips.  “You gave me mental images.”</p><p>“C’mere.”  Richie pries one of Eddie’s hands away from his face and starts licking at his fingers.  “If I were an actual gazelle and you were a sexy lion–”</p><p>“Tiger,” Eddie corrects tightly, chest heaving.  Richie really had better get on with it, soon.</p><p>“–<i>tiger</i>… I would still totally fuck you.  Nature be damned.”</p><p>“That’s comforting.”</p><p>Richie lays Eddie’s hand over his chest, where it typically likes to go whenever they’re together like this.  His voice is low.  “Ready?”</p><p>Eddie nods, gasping, eyes shut and pouty lips forming a gorgeous “o” as Richie takes him in.</p><p>“God <i>damn</i>,” Richie says eventually, squirming and readjusting until Eddie’s seated all the way inside.  His big hands settle over Eddie’s clavicle.  “You feel so fucking good.”</p><p>Eddie’s fingers push through his chest hair, the thumb on his other hand caressing his hip bone.  “You <i>look</i> so fucking good.”</p><p>Richie suddenly looks thoughtful as he tests out a small pulse in his hips.  “I hope I don’t throw up on you.”</p><p>“You’re not that drunk, are you?”  Eddie looks genuinely alarmed. </p><p>Richie makes his hand dance in the space between them in a <i>comme ci comme ça</i> motion.  “Could go either way.”</p><p>Eddie smiles despite himself.  “I’ll fucking kill you.”  He tickles Richie’s hips, making his muscles clench in a way that has him keening, his hands dropping and gripping the sheets instead.  “<i>God</i>.”</p><p>“Wow,” Richie says, eyes going wide.  “Never heard <i>that</i> before.  I like <i>that</i> noise.”</p><p>Apparently a glutton for punishment, Eddie gives Richie a little tickle again, creating that mind-meltingly pleasurable effect all over again.  “<i>Shit.</i>  Shit.  That’s good.”</p><p>Richie glares playfully, grabbing Eddie’s hands so he can’t touch him, and starts riding him in earnest.  “Let me have some fun, too, huh?”</p><p>Eddie inches up to smear an awkward kiss across his boyfriend’s mouth.  “I guess I’ll allow it.”</p>
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<p><i>(this one is written for Jo <a href="https://tmblr.co/mjbn-PQ4hKr8UUH2EyH2E_Q">@eds-kas</a> in honour of her birthday! Happy birthday darling!)</i></p>
<p><i>* * * </i></p>
<p>Taking a deep breath, Richie knocked on the door in front of him before wiping his sweaty palms down his pants. He wasn’t about to back out, this was something he had to do…something he had been planning to do for months now. There wasn’t a doubt in his mind that he was about to receive the answer that he wanted when the door was answered.<br/></p>
<p>He looked up as he heard the chain on the door unlock, and the handle turned. Richie put on his best smile as the door opened, Frank Kaspbrak standing on the other side with a smile of his own. “Richie, what brings you here?”</p>
<p>“I was hoping we could talk?” Richie asked, pushing his nerves down, down, down. This really was no big deal, here he was, standing on the doorstep of his boyfriends dad’s house, about to ask him that all important question.</p>
<p>“If you’re about to ask me for permission to ask Eddie to marry you, the answer is no.”</p> <p><a href="https://reddies-spaghetti.tumblr.com/post/177124649888/can-be-any-pairing-idec-i-love-ur-writing-you" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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<p>Eddie lay back on his bed, staring up at the ceiling. Outside the window he could hear the cars whizzing by on the streets of New York. His phone sat discarded on the bed next to him, still open on the contacts page. His mind was swirling with the events that had just transpired and he let out a harsh sigh.<br/></p><p>“That’s the fourth heavy sigh you’ve released since you came off the phone,” his roommate mumbled from across the room. “Either go deal with the issue, or shut the fuck up because I have an exam tomorrow and I need my sleep!” With those words, he turned over on his bed and pulled the sheets up over his head. </p><p>“Sorry,” Eddie mumbled and sat up, sliding his legs off of the bed so that they touched the carpet. To his roommate, making a decision should have been easy. Either Eddie closed his eyes and went to sleep, or he got changed and made the short walk across campus to his best friends dorm. </p><p>Either Eddie ignore the chance that had been left on his doorstep, or he grasped it and hoped it worked out in his favour. He glanced over at his shoes and jacket that sat by the door, and before he could talk himself out of it, he clambered off of the bed and slipped his shoes on. He was out the door before his jacket was fully over his shoulders, ignoring his roommate’s yell as he slammed it behind him. </p><p>He had no idea what he was doing, or even if things would work out. What if he got there, and put everything out on the line only for it to be thrust back in his face? That thought almost made him stop, but he powered through, walking across the campus until he was standing right outside room 306b. </p><p>With his fist clenched, Eddie lifted it to knock on the door, but it froze midway. Right on the other side of that door, was the most important person in his life, and the last thing Eddie wanted to do was jeopardize that. Had he made a huge mistake? His heart was screaming for him to knock on the door and finally get years of feeling out in the open, but his head was telling him to turn on his heel and go back to his room. To think rationally about this. </p><p>Before he could make up his mind, the door opened and standing right there in front of him was his best friend. Richie. He was dressed in a pair of sweatpants and a hoodie, his hair messed up from laying down and his glasses perched on his nose. </p><p>“Eds?” Richie’s voice was tired, and Eddie understood why. “Is everything okay?”</p><p>“I know that this might be terrible timing. I know that you’ve just broken up with Jeremy, and I know that you must be feeling like shit, but if I don’t say this now I don’t know if I ever will.” Eddie burst out before Richie could say anything else. “First, Jeremy was an asshole, and I’m glad you broke up with him. He treated you like shit and no-one treats you like shit. Second-”</p><p>“Eds-” Richie tried to cut him off, but Eddie kept going, determined to say what he came to say.</p><p>“I love you.”</p><p>A silence stretched on between the two of them, and Eddie watched as Richie’s jaw dropped just slightly, eyes widening from behind his glasses. Unable to bare the silence, and not willing to take it as a rejection, Eddie kept speaking. “I’ve been in love with you since we were kids…and I’ve been trying to tell you but either it wasn’t the right time, or you were in a relationship, or you were moving to California. I know that this is crazy, and I know that you are just out of a relationship, but I had to tell you. I had to tell you tonight before some other guy snatched you up, or the universe decides some-”</p><p>His words were cut off as Richie took Eddie’s face in his hands and brought their lips together. It took a whole five seconds for Eddie’s brain to kick into gear and he wrapped his arms around Richie’s shoulders, kissing him back with everything he had. As they pulled back, Richie rested his forehead against Eddie’s, a soft smile on his face. “Better late than never, Kaspbrak.”</p><p>“Wait- does that mean?”<br/></p><p>“I love you too? Absolutely.”</p><p>Eddie glanced behind him, grinning as he saw no roommate, and with a sneaky glance down the hallway, he shoved Richie back, kicking the door shut behind him with a firm click. </p><p><i><b><a href="https://reddies-spaghetti.tumblr.com/ask">Send me in a ☀️ and I’ll write a 500 - 1k fic</a></b></i><br/></p>
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<p><b>hello anon-friend! thank you so much for the prompt! reddie an bev are sweethearts, all those kids are truly. here is something for you, i hope you like it. (and i know i always just write like…first kisses but fuck it they’re always nice huh also holy shit it feels good to have… written something wow thank you for this) anyway wear sunblock kids ♡

</b></p><hr><p>Eddie is pretty sure Richie has a death wish. It’s something to with summer, maybe the heat fries his insides or maybe the ice cubes in his drinks, which he insists on fucking chewing instead of letting melt, give him permanent brain freeze, because he’s constantly roaming around without a shirt, getting sunburned, dooming himself to a short life of skin cancer and an early grave. It’s not like he even has much to show off anyway. His tan is patchy, because occasionally he actually remembers sunscreen and kind of… slaps it on without worrying about consistency and coverage, and his freckles are blotchy, pale brown, scattered across his shoulders and back like stars, and it’s not… it’s <i>annoying</i>, mostly, because it’s not like the rest of them feel the need to strip every time they step into the sun. Just Richie. Because he wants to die.<b><br/></b></p><p>“There are faster ways to kill yourself,” says Eddie, on one of these days. They’re at the quarry, on the cliff, looking out across the water. They’ve been swimming all water but they’re drying off now and, to be fair, none of them have shirts on this time, but Richie’s skin is peeling pretty bad and that’s. Annoying. It’s annoying to look at. </p><p>“What are you talking about, Eds?” Richie bumps at Eddie’s shoulder with his, tilts his head back into the sun. His glasses flash like lightning. Eddie feels strangely hysterical.<br/></p><p>“You’re skin is peeling off,” he mutters. “You’re fucked, Trashmouth, those freckles are definitely cancerous.” <br/></p><p>“No they’re not,” hums Richie, airily. “They’re beauty marks.” </p><p>“That one,” says Eddie, poking a freckle at Richie’s shoulder, “is definitely cancer.” </p><p>Richie makes a dubious noise in the back of his throat, presses the pad of his finger to his skin, next to Eddie’s.“It’s charming,” he says. “I’m like Anne of Green Gables.” <br/><br/>“<i>Excuse me</i>?” ask Bev, leaning forward forward over her knees, so she can see them better, eyebrows raised almost to her hair. “All red headed fictional characters are legally my property.” </p><p>“That’s true,” says Ben, quietly. “That’s definitely the law.” <br/><br/>“Well who am I then?” Richie demands. Eddie’s hand is still on his shoulder and he pulls away, but Richie follows, leaning heavily into his side. It’s too hot for this. It’s too hot and they’re wearing far too little clothing. Their bare arms are touching, shoulder to elbow. Richie’s shoulders are peeling, and the bridge of his nose, just under his glasses. They aren’t supposed to be touching. It’s like an unwritten rule for teenage boys without shirts on. No touching. It doesn’t matter that Mike has been all over Stan all morning. That’s different. Eddie doesn’t move though. It’s too hot. </p><p>“Milhouse,” says Bev, decisively. “You’re Milhouse from The Simpsons, obviously.” </p><p>This sends the whole group into chaos, and Eddie finds himself pulled to his feet by a yelling Richie, and hauled off down the path, to the bottom of the cliff, the edge of the water. He doesn’t really question it. The long grass whips at his shins. Richie’s hand is warm and he’s scowling furiously and Eddie isn’t really trying that hard not to laugh and behind them the others are shrieking now, and wolf-whistling, like Richie’s dragged Eddie off on a romantic river cruise and not down to where the earth is cracked and muddied dark and there is god knows what in the water. Frogs probably. A single turtle and one million frogs and one billion dragonflies that like to dive bomb you when you least expect it. Romantic. </p><p>“Why am I here?” Eddie asks, pulling himself out of Richie’s grip when they reach the bottom. “Bev’s right, I’m not on your side. You know we’re gonna have to climb back up there, eventually.” </p><p>“You’re never on my side,” says Richie, mournfully. “Always telling me to brush my hair or tie my shoelaces or wear sunscreen.”</p><p>“Because you’ll die,” mutters Eddie. “Because I don’t want you to die.” </p><p>“That’s the nicest thing you’ve ever said to me.” </p><p>“Shut up, no it’s not.”</p><p>“You wanna peel off my sunburn?” </p><p>“You want an infection?” Eddie slaps Richie’s arm gently. “I have aloe in my backpack.”</p><p>“You wanna tend to my wounds, then?” </p><p>“Sit the fuck down, Richard.”<br/><br/>“Anything for you, Edward.” </p><p>So Richie sits down, where the ground is driest, bare feet just barely in the water, and Eddie sits down behind him, crosses his legs, shuffles closer. His shins bump against Richie’s back. Richie wriggles. Eddie resists the urge to kick him. He can’t hear their friends anymore, all the way up in the sky. Eddie shrugs off his backpack, rummages around in it for a few moments, pulls out his bottle of aloe vera lotion. His mum gave it to him and honestly, it’s annoying, that some of the things she tells him to do are actually sensible. Fake asthma and real sunburn aren’t really the same thing.</p><p>“It’ll be cold,” he warns Richie. “But if you squirm I’ll kick you.” </p><p>“Aye aye,” says Richie, with a half-hearted salute. </p><p>Eddie squirts some of the lotion into his palm. It’s transparent green and full of air bubbles. Richie’s sunburn isn’t actually that bad, this time, just a blush across his shoulders, his back, his nose. Just a delicate peeling of skin that reminds Eddie of being younger, of riding around Derry on their bikes, of the soles of their feet burned by asphalt, skinned knees, a broken arm and scribbled signatures covering the white-grey plaster of a cast. Stan still has scars at the high points of his cheek and his jawline, small and white, like tally marks. Bev doesn’t let her hair grow longer than her ears. Bill… Bill doesn’t stutter anymore, but he’s still hurting somewhere. Eddie shivers, and Richie must feel it, because he leans back briefly, bringing them closer still.</p><p>“Distracted by my broad shoulders and rippling muscles?” He asks, turning clumsily to wink at Eddie. His voice is slow and lazy and full of sun.</p><p>“You want the aloe or not?” </p><p>“Yes sir.” <br/></p><p>“Quiet, then.” <br/></p><p>They aren’t supposed to be touching, thinks Eddie, but it seems… stupid suddenly. Inconsequential. Or maybe the most important thing in the world. Eddie’s legs against Richie’s back, his sides. Richie’s hair is lighter than it usually is, the sun again, drawing red light out of the black. His freckles are kind of cute, even if they are a death sentence. Like constellations of stars at night. Eddie bites his tongue, holds his breath, smears the lotion across Richie’s shoulders in one swipe. Richie squirms and Eddie laughs and then they settle. Eddie drags his palm up and over one of Richie’s shoulders, smoothing the lotion into the reddest parts of his skin, where it’s peeling the worst, transparent, like rice-paper. Maybe his shoulders are quite nice, thinks Eddie. Maybe his tan is quite nice too, even though it’s definitely also patchy and uneven. Maybe Eddie’s the one with a death wish. </p><p>“Feels nice,” hums Richie, voice slower still, lower still, burned sunshine. </p><p>“It’s never happening again,” says Eddie, weakly. “Because you’re gonna start wearing proper amounts of sunscreen.”<br/></p><p>“Can you do it for me? Like this?” </p><p>“No,” says Eddie. “Say please.” <br/></p><p>“Please? Eds?” </p><p>“No,” says Eddie again, laughing. </p><p>“I hate you.” He sounds like he’s pouting, and Eddie can practically see it, the downturned corners of his mouth, pushed forward bottom lip, playing at being a kid. Disgusting. He rubs in the last of the lotion, careful to cover all the redness of Richie’s skin. </p><p>“Turn around, I’ll put some on your nose,” he orders, and Richie does as he’s told, turns awkwardly in place so he’s facing Eddie. His cheeks are pinker, more than sunburn. Their knees are touching. They should definitely always be touching. Forever. Eddie reaches forward, swipes the pad of his thumb across the bridge of Richie’s nose, his cheeks, and Richie laughs at that, eyes like crescents, light caught in his lashes. “Done,” says Eddie, quietly. “Cured.”</p><p>“You’re always saving my life,” murmurs Richie. “Do you… do you want to kiss me as much as I wanna kiss you, Eds?” </p><p>“I-” Eddie stops. Richie looks calm, head tilted to one side, and the air is thick with the fresh, clean smell of aloe, and the sound of cicadas, and bright white sun. “Yes,” he says, quickly. “All the time.” <br/></p><p>“Okay,” says Richie. “Okay, that’s… that’s good.” <br/></p><p>“They’re gonna be unbearable about it, though,” says Eddie, glancing up to the cliff. <br/></p><p>“If we make out, I’ll tell them you kicked me and pushed me in the lake.” <br/></p><p>“Deal.”<br/></p><p>So they kiss, under the sun, by the water. Richie’s hands are shaking, Eddie can feel it when he touches his face. Eddie’s pretty sure he is too, but he doesn’t really care. Everything smells of aloe and mud. Richie tastes like fresh lake water and his lips are chapped and his shoulders are warm. Maybe Eddie really will push him in the lake, jump in after him, just so they can be wet together, kiss in the water too. It won’t kill them. </p>
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Gymnophoria + reddie
<p><b>ok so gymnophoria - ‘the sensation that someone is mentally undressing you’ and i kind of misunderstood the prompt i think but this is eddie having dreams where richie strips. um. basically. 😳thank you anon-friend! i hope you like it! </b><br/></p>
<hr><p>Partway through their last year of high school, Eddie starts to dream of Richie Tozier. It’s innocent, at first. Just his smile, his hands, vague impressions of the way he moves, juddering through muted colour and half-light, always silent, as he never is in life. Eddie wakes up from these dreams confused and a little bit unnerved but mostly softly rested. They’re better than his usual dreams, which are so mundane he feels like he’s lived a whole extra day in his sleep, sitting at his desk and writing ten pages of an essay and then and waking up panicked because it hadn’t made any sense. Dreaming of Richie is… comfortable. Uncomfortably and achingly comfortable.<b><br/></b></p>
<p>Next, it’s dates. It’s Richie sitting across from Eddie, holding his hand, leaning in to whisper something in his ear that he never hears properly. It’s Richie, climbing in through Eddie’s window, just like he always does in real life, but with a different intention. He climbs in and presses his mouth to the flat space underneath Eddie’s ear, his throat, or he climbs in and pulls Eddie into his lap or he climbs in and says something in that dream language, so soft and full of love that Eddie wakes up sweating. He’s had a crush on Richie for as long as he can remember. A real one. A real life crush in real life that he pushes aside so they can stay friends. Because losing Richie as a friend would be like losing a limb.</p>
<p>But then, Eddie has a different sort of dream. It starts off black, infinite darkness, softened at the edges like the night sky without stars, and Eddie is there, standing in this dark and looking forward, into more. A boy, standing in space. Then comes a sound like dripping water, like waves lapping at a beach, and suddenly Richie is there too. He stands, swaying slightly, staring at Eddie with hooded eyes. His eyelashes are wet, and his hair, stuck to his cheeks and dripping down over his neck. He’s dressed in jeans, too long, water darkening the cuffs and creeping up his legs, and Eddie can’t see or feel the source of the water, but it’s there. It’s everywhere. His feet are bare. He’s wearing an ugly bowling shirt, mustard yellow and brick red and bone dry. </p>
<p>“Stay still,” he says, his voice echoing strangely, the first thing he’s said in any of Eddie’s dreams, that he’s been able to understand. Eddie stays still. </p> <p><a href="http://oneangryshot.tumblr.com/post/166764578277" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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<p>I <i>accidentally</i> wrote some nsfw.  </p>
<hr><p>Eddie was the first to do it.  Curiosity wouldn’t leave him alone when he was working in a retail shop back in college, playing the role of the ‘gay and fashionable’ man among all his female coworkers.  He would fold underwear all day, every day, picking up stray pairs abandoned on stacks of tees, running his fingers over the fabric, wondering just how soft they would feel against his own skin.  How they would stretch over his ass, how the stockings and garters would feel sliding up his thighs… </p> <p><a href="https://reddierotica.tumblr.com/post/177081020330/i-know-ppl-like-fic-where-eddie-wears-lingerie-i" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Something I find very heartbreaking is that, while the rest of The Losers were able to live happy lives, Bev and Eddie never really got to escape the influence of their abusers and went on to marry people pretty much exactly like their respective abusive parent. At least King was &quot;&quot;nice enough&quot;&quot; to grant Bev some fucking mercy, but poor Eddie never got that. His story in particular is just so sad...
<p>Yeah I agree. There are a lot of parallels between Bev and Eddie (a meta that’s been on my To Do list for ages) and this is the saddest one, and definitely showcases how the cycle of abuse tends to just keep going unless someone actively chooses to break it. Abuse victims are much more likely to enter into other toxic/abusive relationships than people who have never been abused, especially for people who were victims as children or teens (whether it’s from a parent or a relationship). You grow up thinking that it’s normal, that’s just how love IS, and in some ways it’s actually comfortable. Eddie marries Myra because it’s his comfort zone to be controlled and helpless. Bev marries Tom because the way he treated her was familiar to her - she didn’t like it, but that’s the kind of ‘expression of love’ that she grew up with. Both of them think that’s how love is ‘supposed’ to be. </p>

<p>They both end up breaking the cycle, though obviously Bev is the only one with a real shot at happiness. Bev fights back against Tom and leaves him, has hardly any reaction to his death, and leaves Derry with Ben. Eddie’s breaking of the cycle is more subtle, but it’s important that he’s finally able to ‘shut off’ his mother’s voice in his head - to finally put an end to her influence over him and accept himself. He dies, but he dies free. </p>

<p>I’d argue also that while Bev and Eddie obviously had it the worst, the other Losers weren’t all necessarily happy either, but to different degrees. I think that STAN was happy and had a full life with a long and happy marriage and a successful career, and that’s meant to make his death more tragic - that Mike’s phone call effectively took all that away from him. And Bill was happy enough, super successful and with a woman who really loved him. Mike had a job he enjoyed, but he was pretty isolated and stressed with the weight of his knowledge and being the ‘lighthouse keeper’. </p>

<p>But I think it’s interesting to note that while Bev and Eddie had a parallel, BEN and RICHIE also had parallel adult lives. Both Ben and Richie achieved their childhood dreams and had incredibly successful careers, but both were also VERY alone. Ben hardly had any romantic history because he couldn’t emotionally put himself out there, so he focused all of his energy on his career and his vice, alcohol. Richie’s attempts at relationships were short and ended badly because he was not able to invest emotionally, so he also focused all of his energy on his career and his various vices (meaningless sex, alcohol, even cocaine once in a while). </p>

<p>I don’t think that parallel was exactly intentional on King’s part… but it’s always struck me as particularly sad that Ben and Richie went through their young adulthood with an obvious emotional absence, while their counterparts Bev and Eddie went through their young adulthood reliving their childhood abuse. It’s a cruel twist of fate, because if they had been allowed to reconnect or remember each other, Bev and Eddie could have escaped a lifetime of abuse, and Ben and Richie could have had more emotionally fulfilling lives.</p>
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Reblog name: happytreasure
I know you probably get a bunch of requests and already have a bunch of projects but can we get some some fluff hc of after theo presented as omega, eddie teaches him different things one like how to build a nest and richie walks in and watches eds with heart eyes. Okay I&rsquo;m sorry i love you have a nice day
<p>yep here ya go sweets! this was so cute!</p> <p><a href="http://happytreasure.tumblr.com/post/177034220643/i-know-you-probably-get-a-bunch-of-requests-and" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: hc

Post id: 177033675458
Date: Wed, 15 Aug 2018 16:18:15
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/177033675458/oooh-this-ask-reminded-me-about-fic-i-lost-where
Slug: oooh-this-ask-reminded-me-about-fic-i-lost-where
Reblog key: 3aFGtKHV
Reblog url: https://reddielibrary.tumblr.com/post/176917627441/oooh-this-ask-reminded-me-about-fic-i-lost-where
Reblog name: reddielibrary
oooh this ask reminded me about fic i lost where richie was going to be blind and was afraid that eddie was going to leave him, there also were stan and patty&#039;s kid, it&#039;s one chaptered, very sweet and made me cry a thousand times. i should start putting fics i like into bookmarks or something. maybe you could help? sorry for bothering, you don&#039;t have to
<p>Not a bother at all. It’s what I’m here for.</p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14288490">This is where I leave you (sitting in a palace, covered in gold inside my head)</a></b> by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mtkw7LyzvzPVM1AKQHoGd1w">@tozier-boy</a></p><blockquote><p><i>

Going blind wasn’t something that Richie had ever even took into consideration. He had joked about it, thinking that having to wear glasses was close enough to being blind, complaining about the fact that there were people that could see for free, while he had to pay for contacts and specs, but he had never actually thought about the possibility of losing his eyesight.<br/>His actual, complete eyesight.

</i><br/></p></blockquote><p>

If anyone else needs help finding a fic, I’m here for that too.

<br/></p>
Tags: fic rec
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can you do hc of how the losers came about?????
<p>Oh my GOD i would Love to!! this is really really long I’m so sorry but yeah I have SO many thoughts. (wc on this? <b>2k</b>)</p>
<ul><li>So Richie has the most in depth story with his parents so i’ll quickly cover it. He was born in Italy on March 7 1975, and when he was 20 months old he moved from Italy to New York.</li>
<li>He has a slight Italian/New Yorker accent or at least<a href="https://honkhonkrichard.tumblr.com/post/176994358641/imthegirlwhowaited"> sounds like this</a>.</li>
<li>His family moved to Derry when he was 6. He started first grade in Derry. That’s when he met Stan.</li>
<li>Stan moved from Israel because his parents thought it would help him lead a more interesting life if he was in America. </li>
<li>However, Stan only spoke Arabic. He knew <i>maybe</i> 20 words in English.</li>
<li>So Stan, 6, sits down in this room, watching his mother converse with the teacher, talking slowly to make sure she’s saying all the right things. </li>
<li>Stan felt a tap on his shoulder and looked to his left to see a little boy with a big toothy grin, oversized clothes and glasses, talking to him.</li>
</ul><p><a href="https://honkhonkrichard.tumblr.com/post/177005972541/can-you-do-hc-of-how-the-losers-came-about" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Post id: 177006883853
Date: Tue, 14 Aug 2018 21:32:13
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/177006883853/okay-so-im-watching-it-right-now-for-17th-time
Slug: okay-so-im-watching-it-right-now-for-17th-time
Reblog key: wbRgoNri
Reblog url: https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/177005395022/okay-so-im-watching-it-right-now-for-17th-time
Reblog name: wonderwheelzier
okay so I&rsquo;m watching IT right now for 17th time and i had an epiphany. idk if this is already an idea out there but i just pasted the scene where Eddie encounters pennywise at the well House. do you think you could write a one shot where right after Eddie escapes, he bikes straight to richie&rsquo;s house for comfort ? ik this is probably an idea out there in the tumblr world bUT I THOUGHT IT WOULD BE REALLY CUTE. thank you for coming to my TED talk, if anyone reads this.
<p>thank you so much for the request!! this is such a cute idea and it was so fun to write omg</p>
<p><b>words:</b> 2,137</p>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15687309">read on ao3</a> or below!!</p>
<p>Eddie’s legs quickly became sore
from how hard he was running, sneakers slapping harshly against the pavement
with every step, but he barely felt it. His chest was on fire, and his heart
felt like it was trying to punch its way out. The wind whipping past Eddie felt
like fingers down his arms, breath in his ear; it made him feel sick. His legs,
protesting from years of disuse, managed to carry him all the way past his
house to a blue Victorian. The sight made it a little easier for him to
breathe, despite how overworked his lungs were. He made his way up the porch on
wobbly legs and rang the doorbell, near collapse when Maggie Tozier answered
the door.</p>
<p>“Eddie?” she
asked, concern flooding her blue eyes. “Are you all right, honey?”</p>
<p>“Is Richie home?”
Eddie managed to rasp out, his chest heaving. </p>
<p>“He’s in the
basement,” she answered, stepping aside and letting Eddie in. “Do you want a
glass of water? You look a little beat.”</p>
<p>“That’s okay,”
Eddie called over his shoulder, already halfway to the basement steps. “Thank
you, Mrs. Tozier!” With that he was bounding down the basement stairs. </p>
<p>Richie was
sitting on the floor, video game controller clutched in his hands, neck craned
up at the television, his giant glasses reflecting the light of the screen. His
head whipped toward the stairs at the sound of Eddie’s hurried steps. “Eddie
Spaghetti!” he exclaimed. “To what do I owe the pleasure?”</p>
<p>“Don’t call me
that,” Eddie said weakly, frozen at the bottom of the stairs. He wasn’t quite
sure why he was here, and he was still pretty terrified, which didn’t help
clear his mind. He kept feeling like if he turned around… it would still be
there, that <i>thing</i>.</p> <p><a href="https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/177005395022/okay-so-im-watching-it-right-now-for-17th-time" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: fic rec
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Slug: 
Reblog key: cYUDk8hI
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Reblog name: edsbrak
💜
<p>I hope that you like this! It’s a little bit ridiculous and a lot fluffy.</p>
<p>

<b><a href="https://reddieforlove.tumblr.com/post/176130297213/send-me-a-heart-for-a-fic">send me a heart for a fic</a></b><br/></p>
<hr><p>Eddie lived in an apartment in the middle of Washington Heights. After a few years of it, there wasn’t a lot that surprised him. Yet he didn’t expect the muffled shriek that he heard as he walked down the hall towards his door. Part of Eddie wondered and even hoped that he was imagining it. He’d had a long shift overnight at the hospital and all he wanted to do was strip out of his scrubs and lay down for a few hours.</p>
<p>But then he heard a loud thump from the other side of the door to his left and sighed heavily, knowing he couldn’t just ignore it. If someone was being murdered or something, he probably had some kind of obligation. So he turned and lifted a hand to knock, already wary of what would greet him when the door opened as he remembered that it belonged to his newest neighbor.</p>
<p>It took a few long moments and a low string of curses from the other side of the door before it swung open to reveal the exact opposite of what Eddie expected.</p> <p><a href="https://reddieforlove.tumblr.com/post/176666654348" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Reblog url: https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/176750471822/hmmmmm-23-just-pretend-to-be-my-date-31
Reblog name: wonderwheelzier
hmmmmm 23 (&quot;Just pretend to be my date.&rdquo;) + 31. (&ldquo;You weren&rsquo;t supposed to laugh!&rdquo;)
<p><b><br/></b>Rated T for language</p>
<hr><p>“Asshole!” Eddie shrieks into the receiver. “You weren’t supposed to laugh! You promised you wouldn’t—”</p>
<p>“And you believed me?” Richie splutters in his ear between peals of laughter. “That’s on you, Spaghetti.”</p>
<p>Honestly, fair. Although Eddie doesn’t need anything else to be on him. He already feels extremely sorry for himself—like, he’s been wallowing in carbs and Nicholas Sparks movies all afternoon—because there is literally no one to blame but him for the situation he’s found himself in. Which he doesn’t even want to think about.</p> <p><a href="https://yallreddieforthis.tumblr.com/post/176750001416/hmmmmm-23-just-pretend-to-be-my-date-31" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: cute cute cute, fic rec
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Reblog key: rsr0mQEh
Reblog url: https://reddies-spaghetti.tumblr.com/post/176740556228/can-you-please-add-a-link-to-im-gonna-give-it-to
Reblog name: reddies-spaghetti
can you please add a link to &ldquo;i&rsquo;m gonna give it to you&rdquo;?! :3
<p>Absolutely! </p><p><b><a href="https://reddies-spaghetti.tumblr.com/post/170886497898/im-gonna-give-it-to-you-in-capital-letters">Part one</a></b> | <b><a href="https://reddies-spaghetti.tumblr.com/post/171948753763/im-gonna-give-it-to-you-in-capital-letters">Part two </a></b>| Part three coming soon! </p>
Tags: fic rec
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baby-sitting
<p><i>Eddie is in college here around 21/22. He’s babysitting Bev and Ben’s kid. They’re in their later twenties along with Richie, who is their friend. Just to put that all into perspective here. I hope you like it!</i></p>
<p><b><a href="http://reddieforlove.tumblr.com/ask">send me a word and I’ll make a fic out of it</a></b></p>
<hr><p>It was impossible not to smile at the child sitting so contentedly in his lap, giggling at every face he pulled. They were just biding time until her parents got home. She should have been in bed by now but even after a bath, a warm bottle, and a few bedtime stories, she still refused to close her eyes. So Eddie didn’t force her, knowing that Ben and Beverly would be just fine with it.</p>
<p>“Who’s the sweetest little girl in the world?” Eddie asked, tickling at her stomach.<br/></p>
<p>She let out a peal of laughter, wiggling away from him as her small hands batted uselessly at his own.</p>
<p>“Who is it?” he asked in a sing-song voice.<br/></p>
<p>“Me,” she managed amidst her giggles.<br/></p>
<p>Eddie drew his hands away with a gasp, looking at her with wide eyes.</p>
<p>“You?” he asked, bopping her nose with his finger.<br/></p> <p><a href="https://reddieforlove.tumblr.com/post/176718513358/baby-sitting" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Reddie way i say i love you prompts number 22
<blockquote><p><b>#22:</b> muffled, from the other side of the door</p></blockquote>
<p><i>this got sad man.<b> trigger warning</b> for mentions of death and a very vague line implying the assumption of a suicide attempt that turns out to be a false assumption.</i></p>
<p><b><i><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15589032">[read it on ao3]</a></i></b></p>
<hr><p>            Dial. Call. Listen to it ring.</p>
<p>            <i>Your call has been
forwarded to an automated voice message system. Please leave a message or hang
up and try again.</i></p>
<p>            “Hey, it’s, uh- it’s me. Sorry, that’s probably stupid,
um… I know you probably don’t want to talk to anyone right now, and I totally
get that you need your space and I want to respect that, but everyone’s saying
they haven’t talked to you since Friday, and, uh… I dunno. I’m just worried, I
guess. Just, uh- shoot me a text when you get this and let me know if you’re
doing okay? I won’t bug you after that until you’re ready, I promise.”</p> <p><a href="https://sunsetozier.tumblr.com/post/176696198846/reddie-way-i-say-i-love-you-prompts-number-22" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Reblog url: https://oldguybones.tumblr.com/post/176980009320/an-idea-richie-and-eddie-were-together-forever
Reblog name: oldguybones
An idea; Richie and Eddie were together forever but Eddie broke up with Richie so he would leave town to follow his dreams.  Flash forward:  Richie is super famous and plays a small concert.  And of course Eddie is there.  But all of Richie&rsquo;s songs (fan requests) are all about Eddie and his heartbreak.  Imagine the lumineers:  slow it down, stubborn love, gale song, sleep on the floor.  And Eddie just suffers in remorse and knows he needs to get his Richie back.  Please write this
<p>Okay, so I can totally see this. </p>
<p>Eddie is painfully in love with Richie and has been for years upon years. The day they finally worked up the courage to confess their mutual feelings was the absolute best day of Eddie’s life. That was during their sophomore year of high school when they were both so young and so awkward, unsure how to “date.” They figured things out along the way and they were each other’s first everything. Boyfriend. Date. Kiss. Time. First everything. </p>
<p>They both just assume they’re going to end up together. For as many firsts as they shared, they always figured they would be each other’s lasts as well. </p>
<p>The only problem is that Richie’s head has always been in the clouds. He’s got big dreams and he knows, without a doubt, he’s going to make it out of Derry and make something of himself. Eddie knows it too. He believes in Richie like nothing else matters. </p> <p><a href="https://oldguybones.tumblr.com/post/176980009320/an-idea-richie-and-eddie-were-together-forever" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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I would love to hear your thoughts on how Went and Maggie met!! - 💛
<p>OKAY this is a bit of a crossover thing (<strike>And to clear up confusion right away I’ve always made Richie being the oldest out of the Tozier/Wheeler kids but if you want my thoughts on that you’ll have to ask</strike>) and i’m using google translate for the Italian phrases/names because Thats how I <i>do</i>. Correct me if they’re wrong. please. ( <a href="https://tmblr.co/mAXH3OuGKtjVVX9idIdct7g">@rosepetalrichie</a> and <a href="https://tmblr.co/mBj_dg4ZjTppMCD9wmeiGlQ">@spageddie-head</a> y’all wanted to see this?)</p>
<p><b>SO</b> Picture it!! ITALY - SUMMER OF 1974</p>
<p>- so Went is living in Italy. He’s 18 years old and he’s a dresses like a greaser. He lives in a small house by himself outside of town. </p>
<p>- he meets this lovely 17-year-old named Karen, they kind of hit it off, but eventually end up having a one night’s stand. </p>
<p>- Karen discovers she’s pregnant, and loses her mind. She doesn’t want a kid yet BUT she wants to keep the baby. SO she stays in Italy with Went until she has the baby, then swiftly leaves to go to Indiana. </p>
<p>- Went, being 19 and kind of an idiot, realizes that he has no idea what he’s doing and can’t raise this 3 week old baby boy (who he has yet to name, whoops. should probably get around to do that) and still work and what not by himself. He did not think this through. </p>
<p>- But he promised he would take care of his son and that’s exactly what he’s going to do.</p> <p><a href="https://honkhonkrichard.tumblr.com/post/176973649071/i-would-love-to-hear-your-thoughts-on-how-went-and" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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omg richie and eddie having a movie night and eddie falls asleep on top of richie and their still just friends so richie freaks out but then eddie wakes up and they end up kissing
<p>(I got like three prompts similar to this and I tried combining all of them so hope you like!)<br/></p><p>Richie
feels shuffling beside him, and then an arm slap against his chest. He opens
his eyes, blinking to get them adjusted to the bright screen on his laptop,
which is still playing ‘The Emperor’s New Groove’, as Eddie had suggested to
watch.</p><p>Richie
looks down at Eddie’s arm that is now over his bare chest, and before he can
start to slowly remove it to close his laptop screen, Eddie shuffles again,
still mid-sleeping. Suddenly, Eddie’s leg is thrown over Richie’s, making the
taller boy freeze.</p><p>The
thing is, it was hot this summer. Like, really, <i>really</i> hot. So both boys weren’t wearing pants. Richie was only in
his boxers, and Eddie was also wearing boxers—as well one of Richie’s old
shirts that he’d grown too tall for.</p><p>So
that meant that Richie could feel Eddie’s bare thighs touching his lower
abdomen, as well as the upper part of his legs. Richie gulped, and he felt
Eddie shuffle some more. Richie looked down at him, and his friend seemed to be…coming
closer.</p><p>Eddie
moved his leg again, placing it over Richie’s waist. His head was now on Richie’s
chest, a bit to the right side. He had practically climbed over him, eyes still
closed and obviously unaware of his actions as he stilled in his new position.</p><p>Richie
felt his heart beat faster. He and Eddie had been friends their whole life, but
Richie would be lying if he said he didn’t feel something in their relationship
change. There were more lingering stares, more unnecessary touching.</p><p> This was only supposed to be a movie night,
and then Richie was supposed to go back home. But both boys were too sleepy
from their long school day, and fell asleep in the middle of the movie. </p><p>Richie
heard Eddie’s constant breaths slowing down, like he was settling into a deeper
sleep. Richie paused.</p><p>Should
he leave? He didn’t want to wake Eddie up—especially not now when he seemed to
finally be peacefully sleeping. Richie let out a breath, and he brought one
hand to Eddie’s lower back, gently resting it there. He put his other hand on
Eddie’s head hesitantly, not really sure if he was crossing the line here.</p><p>Richie
tilted his head to the side, looking down at Eddie’s face, that was illuminated
by the brightness of his laptop screen. Richie’s heart skips a beat.</p><p>Shit,
Richie thinks. He’s kind of beautiful.</p><p>Even
as he thinks it, he wants to punch himself for being so cheesy, but it’s true.
Eddie’s eyelashes fall down to his cheeks, dark and long. His nose is small and
cute, his nostrils twitching a little like it does when he sleeps. His mouth is
slightly open, letting out little puffs of breath, his pink lips pouting a
little.   </p><p>Richie
stares at his freckles across his nose, and then some of the darker ones on the
side of his jaw. His skin looks so…<i>so</i>
soft, and Richie wants to touch it.</p><p>He
blinks, taking off the hand on his hair and slowly bringing it to Eddie’s cheek.
Under normal circumstances, Richie would probably realize how weird this really
was—trying to stroke your friend’s cheek while he sleeps. But being here,
having Eddie Kaspbrak sleeping on him, seeing how beautiful he really was—Richie
can’t help himself.</p><p>Richie
lets his thumb rub slowly over the skin by Eddie’s mouth, and it’s softer than
he expected. His lets out a little sigh, and his heart suddenly feels too
heavy. Richie blinks, his chest feeling like a hundred pounds. His eyes flicker
down to Eddie’s pouty lips, and then, he feels it. </p><p>The
sudden, excruciating desire to kiss him. Richie’s heart feels like it’s trying
to pull out of his chest, and he’s sweating now, trying to resist the urge to
bend down and kiss the life out of his best friend.  </p><p>Suddenly,
Eddie burrows his face deeper into Richie’s chest, his lips smacking together
once unconsciously, and his eyelashes start to flutter a second later. Richie
manages to quickly remove his hand on Eddie’s face before his eyes start to
open.</p><p>Eddie
opens his eyes, blinking a little as he doesn’t move for a bit. He finally
lifts his head up, and looks at Richie, who is just dumbly staring back at him,
not knowing what to do. Eddie blinks, and looks back at the laptop still
playing the movie. He looks back at Richie, who for some reason can’t get his
mouth to say anything.</p><p>Eddie
gets up a little more, but he’s still laying on Richie. He rubs his eyes and
yawns, and Richie fights the urge to coo at the sight. </p><p>“How
long were you awake?” Eddie asks him, still rubbing his eyes.</p><p>Richie
gulps. “Not that long.”</p><p>Eddie
drops his hands on his chest, shifting up a little. Richie’s heart thumps as he
realizes how close their faces are. He can’t help but look back down to Eddie’s
lips, which are now a little shiny from spit when Eddie licked them.</p><p>“So
you were just watching me sleep?” Eddie teases, smiling. And Richie knows he’s
joking—doesn’t actually know that Richie was doing just that. But Richie can’t
help himself.</p><p>“How
could I not? You’re fucking beautiful,” he breathes out, honest and serious. </p><p>Eddie
stills, blinking once in surprise. Eddie looks down shyly after a moment,
unable to say anything. Richie suddenly realizes what he just did.</p><p>He
clears his throat. “Sorry, I…I wasn’t trying to be creepy, I just. Sorry.”</p><p>Richie
closes his mouth awkwardly, hoping that Eddie wouldn’t kick him out for being
such a weirdo. </p><p>“Hey,”
Eddie says quietly after a moment. “You’re not creepy for watching me.”</p><p>Richie
smiles, feeling some tension die away. He’s about to respond, but Eddie
suddenly leans in to his face, tilting his head and putting his mouth to Richie’s
ear.</p><p>“You’re
creepy for rubbing my cheek like that.”</p><p>Richie’s
eyes widen, and Eddie pulls away, starting to get off of Richie and smirking
wickedly. Richie scoffs. </p><p>“You
little—you were awake that whole time?” Richie squeaks out, and Eddie laughs,
humming in affirmation. Before Eddie can completely get off him, Richie
suddenly grabs his waist and pulls him back, shifting up a little. Eddie yelps.</p><p>“Hey!—“
Eddie gets cut off when Richie flips them over, so now Eddie was on his back,
and Richie was on top. </p><p>“You
little sneak,” Richie tuts. “Pretending you were sleeping just so you could get
on top of me?”</p><p>Eddie
tries to fight Richie off, his arms pushing at his shoulders as he giggles. “Well—you
were the one fondling my face like a perv!”</p><p>Richie’s
cheeks flush, but he can’t stop smiling, watching Eddie giggle and try to push
him off. Richie grabbed Eddie’s wrists, pinning them by either sides of his
head. </p><p>“Whatever,”
Richie huffs, seeing Eddie’s laughter slowly start to die out. They’re both
panting a little, looking into each other’s eyes. Suddenly, the air around them
gets tense again, and Richie’s eyes keep flickering down to Eddie’s lips.</p><p>“You
know, I…” Richie gulps, his eyes fixated on Eddie’s mouth. “I really wanted to
kiss you.”</p><p>Eddie
inhales a little sharply, but he doesn’t move away or frown or anything, just
stares back at Richie. When Richie looks back into his eyes, he realizes that
Eddie’s now looking at his own lips. He suddenly gets a boost of confidence.</p><p>“So…can
I? Kiss you?” Richie asks lowly, grabbing both of Eddie’s wrists in one hand,
and the other to gently grab Eddie’s face, his fingers stroking the soft skin on
the side.</p><p>Eddie’s
breathing gets a little heavier, and he nods immediately. Richie doesn’t think
twice before leaning down and kissing him. </p><p>And
it’s like all of the background noise is just silenced, a low ringing noise in
Richie’s ears. It’s like he might as well be in space, floating around in
darkness and stars. And it’s like this feeling…this, warm, fuzzy feeling deep
in his chest, that spreads throughout his body, and reaches down to his toes,
making them tingle.  </p><p>Eddie’s
lips are soft and warm, opening up slightly as Richie pushes in a little more.
Richie’s body is still tingling, and all he can do is keep kissing Eddie,
feeling lost in the motion.</p><p>When
they pull away, they both pant a little, getting oxygen in their systems again.
Richie stares down at Eddie, his chest feeling light and heavy at the same
time. Eddie blinks up at him, smiling a little as his eyes go fond. </p><p>Eddie
suddenly scoffs gently. “Some movie night, huh.”</p><p>Richie
grins, glancing at his laptop still playing the movie. He looks back at Eddie,
who giggles softly. Richie curses.</p><p>“I’m
not ever letting you go, you know that, right?” he says, leaving small kisses
alongside his jaw, moving his hand down to Eddie’s waist, his finger curling
around the waistband of Eddie’s boxers.</p><p>Eddie
hums, panting a little as he grabs Richie’s hair with both of his hands. “I’m
counting on it.”</p>
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<p>OHOHOHOHO contortion, o-fuckin-Kay</p>
<p>Some nsfw shit right here my bean sprouts, slight dick obsessed!Eddie too</p> <p><a href="https://kitschyrichie.tumblr.com/post/176959381200/contortion-for-the-one-word-prompts-drabble-or" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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📁
<p>hey dude! thank you for prompting me to over share!</p>

<p>this HC is probably lowk unpopular, but here it is anyway: in my head, it takes Richie kind of a long time to wrap his mind around his own bisexuality</p>

<p>like he’s been thinking about sex forEVER, right, bc Richie’s mind runs at 10000 miles per hour and hyperfocuses on things he considers “alternative” - things that aren’t going to be shoved down his throat at school or at home or anywhere like that</p>

<p>and sex is sort of the apex of those things. NO ONE is talking about it yet in middle school, so he makes it his business to talk about it, consider it, investigate it as much as possible. he is genuinely interested, but the shock value is rad too - especially in middle school, because middle school is all about shock value</p>

<p>but sexual things between two people of the same gender? weird feeling in his gut. Eddie’s mom talks about AIDS a lot and Mrs. Emory at the grocery store has a lot to say on the subject when prompted and something about all of that hits a little close to home for Richie. so. best to avoid</p>

<p>until: school play, seventh grade. Bill has a stage kiss. Bill hasn’t kissed before and is very nervous. Bill asks Richie if he can practice on him. Richie is a good friend. They are each other’s first kiss.</p>

<p>Bill doesn’t feel the need to “practice kiss” boys anymore. Richie…..does</p>

<p>he remains in drama club into high school and puts out nonchalant offers to various male members of the club that vary from show to show depending on who has to do what on stage. the whole thing is very (forced) casual, very “no homo”. it never occurs to Richie that he does this for any reason other than the fact that he is honing his own kissing skills</p>

<p>(because never mind that he’s been having a hard time sitting still around Eddie Kaspbrak, his [arguably] cutest friend recently - never mind that he smells a phantom detergent smell whenever Eddie’s not nearby and feels a pang of something in his gut, never mind that he feels relief whenever he remembers that Eddie’s not in the drama club, that he’s not someone Richie’s ever going to have to “practice” kissing with, because that would just be…no.)</p>

<p>there are quiet rumors about Richie circulating at this point. no one knows quite what to make of him - he and Bev are touchy in the halls, and he’s had a girlfriend or two (or so people think), but maybe……</p>

<p>Stan hears the rumors first. Eddie hears them second. </p>

<p>Stan has an idea about what it all means. Eddie does not. In fact, Eddie seems to be having an even harder time with the whole thing than Richie.</p>

<p>“He can’t like both, Stan. It’s not…it doesn’t make sense. My mom says—“</p>

<p>“Balls to what she says, Eddie, she hasn’t left the house in three months. Go talk to Richie about this.”</p>

<p>Stan always makes a compelling point, so Eddie brings it up the next time he and Richie hang out.</p>

<p>it’s quiet. they turned off Richie’s Atari a couple of minutes ago, and the screen is still humming, still cooling down. Eddie figures it’s now or never.</p>

<p>“You and Rick Elliott at play practice, huh?”</p>

<p>Richie freezes.</p>

<p>“I’m not gay.”</p>

<p>Eddie stares at him. He stares at the ceiling.</p>

<p>“Does the practice help?” Eddie finally asks, not sure exactly what he’s trying to find out.</p>

<p>Richie peels himself up off of the couch.</p>

<p>“You should go home, Spaghetti,” he says firmly.  “Mrs. K will be expecting her bedtime kiss.”</p>

<p>it takes another couple of tries at that conversation before either of them budges on the feelings front….and even then, it’s only accusations dissolving into a sloppy, ridiculous make-out session. no conversation, just horny teen stuff.</p>

<p>they don’t even acknowledge that it might mean anything until Eddie realizes, some months in, that he hasn’t really ever had a crush on another person</p>

<p>and then he thinks about how Ben and Bill and Stan have described romance, and has a horrifying moment of clarity </p>

<p>and Richie resists - for what feels like forever, Richie resists, because he wants to be cool and he wants to be normal and he hates this part of himself - this weird, buzzy part of himself</p>

<p>and Eddie hates himself for it, too, if he’s being honest with himself and the people around him. Eddie hates that everyone that’s teased him about being “queer” is right - he hates that it feels like he proved them right </p>

<p>and so they never say it out loud - never put labels on themselves or their relationship</p>

<p>but by the end of high school…they know [well enough] what they are and what the thing between them means.</p>

<p>it’s the last thing either of them forget, and the first thing they remember.</p>
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📂 for Ben Hanscom
<p>SHANNON YOU READ MY MIND I love Ben Hanscom so much….thank you so MUCH</p><p>anyways this is kind of sad but -</p><p>when I think of Ben growing up and existing in that isolated architect sphere I imagine the presence of the friends he doesn’t remember - the only friends he’s ever had, will ever have - weighing on him heavily</p><p>it gets to the point where it’s affecting his work. he can’t deliver on what his contractors are asking because he’s stuck on bits and pieces of a life that he doesn’t remember living - freckles along the expanse of a skinny, pale shoulder, slender, deft hands flipping through pages and pages of bird pictures in the green, green forest of a town he can’t name, blue eyes contrasted against red flannel like fire and water all at once…</p><p>…green eyes, a laugh like a song, red hair, winter fire….January embers.</p><p>to get the images out of his head, he starts incorporating them into his architecture. he’s commissioned to make a villa for business retreats in France, and he builds it small and sweet, with pink highlights and prismatic windows that catch the light and cause rainbows to splay across the floor.</p><p>and one day Mike Hanlon, in his quest to keep up with his old friends, finds photos of that building in a lifestyle magazine…and his heart jumps into his throat, because <i>so much of that building is Eddie Kaspbrak</i></p><p>and from then on he pays special attention to Ben’s work, and sure enough, the trend continues - a nightclub in Germany that bends and twists like the crooked smile of a certain Trashmouth, a sensible observatory in Canada with Stan’s straight, neat countenance, a pseudo-palace in Russia with calm blues contrasted against ominous edges in true Bill Denbrough fashion…and a building for Mike himself, a sturdy farm-style ranch homestead in northern California. </p><p>(Mike frames the photo he finds of that ranch and hangs it in his bedroom. it’s one of his prized posessions.)</p><p>but for all of the buildings that Ben does, there is not one that even remotely resembles any aspect of Beverly Marsh</p><p>so when they’ve all reconvened, 27 years later, Mike pulls him aside and carefully asks, “Your buildings…no Bev?”</p><p>and Ben takes a deep breath, goes into his briefcase, and pulls out a series of sketches</p><p>Mike gasps at what looks like thousands of early drawings of libraries, mansions, skyscrapers - all tinged green and red, all more like fire than like metal and glass</p><p>“Nothing seemed good enough,” Ben says, not meeting Mike’s eyes. “Nothing was good enough to be her.”<br/></p><p>and Mike’s heart breaks a little bit, but he understands.</p><p>(he never found this out, because after they defeated IT for the final time, he started forgetting too, but - Ben did eventually build that Bev building.</p><p>it was the home that Ben and Bev shared together.)</p><p>&lt;3</p>
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can i have reddiespaghetti with 13 and 15 please! with a side of fluff and lovesick gay kissing boys
<p><b><i>Hi, yes, you definitely can! This is so fluffy, wow. Hope you like it!

</i></b></p>
<p><b><i>Prompts taken from <a href="https://hellsdemonictrinity.tumblr.com/post/167780256210/angstfluff-prompt-list-5">this</a> list.</i></b></p>
<p><b><i>13: I’ll take you home.</i></b></p>
<p><b><i>15: I like to think we’re more than just friends.</i></b></p>
<p><b><i>Warnings: underage drinking mentioned</i></b></p> <p><a href="https://hoeziertozier.tumblr.com/post/175207807299/can-i-have-reddiespaghetti-with-13-and-15-please" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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can you write an angst hc abt henry finding eds in heat pre pregnancy??? (&amp; then richie beating his ass after some good angst food) PLEASE
<p>yup! its not too angsty but my writing rn is a bit subpar</p> <p><a href="http://happytreasure.tumblr.com/post/176703030728/can-you-write-an-angst-hc-abt-henry-finding-eds-in" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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what about richies in a play and eddies the stage crew person who does makeup and they&rsquo;ve been flirting through the entire production practices and whatnot and so eddies fixing his makeup for opening night and richies like &ldquo;you&rsquo;re so close to my face this could be the perfect opportunity to kiss me. Yanno for good luck and shit&rdquo; And eddie nudges at his face and leans in and right as their lips are gonna touch he&rsquo;s like &ldquo;no can do sweetheart, you mess this makeup up and I&rsquo;ll kill you&rdquo;
<p>

<i><i>i changed it around a little because i feel like making eddie the makeup artist is too ooc for him so i made him a light booth person who helps richie with his makeup because richie asked him to and he doesn’t really know what he’s doing but he tries his best and it turns out alright.</i></i>

<br/></p>
<p><i><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15580326">[read it on ao3]</a></b></i></p>
<hr><p>            “You know I’m not a makeup artist, right? I have no fucking
clue how this shit works. You’re probably gonna look like a god damn clown out
there.”</p>
<p>            Richie grins (an action that makes Eddie huff in
frustration, because he was <i>trying</i> to
add blush, for god’s sake) and cocks an eyebrow. “I know,” he answers breezily,
“but you’ve been helping me with makeup at every rehearsal. I trust you to make
me pretty.”</p>
<p>            Letting out a dry snort, Eddie leans back far enough to
give Richie an amused look and states, “No amount of makeup can make you
pretty, Trashmouth.”</p> <p><a href="https://sunsetozier.tumblr.com/post/176671235106/what-about-richies-in-a-play-and-eddies-the-stage" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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I would love to hear Reddie and how they surprise each other 💕💕💕
<p>OH god yesterday was such a nightmare that I almost forgot I asked this but I’m so glad you didn’t because I had some thoughts that turned into like…a mini fic. sorry! (all of this came from <a href="https://sidebloggable.tumblr.com/post/137760683849/send-me-a-ship-and-ill-tell-you">this “send me a ship”</a> thing btw…I definitely construed this wrong but it’s fine)</p>
<p>so:</p>
<p>pre-pubescent Eddie is pretty sure that nothing about Richie will ever surprise him again. they’ve known each other since before they can remember; he’s had plenty of time to watch and listen and learn all of Richie’s little nuances</p>
<p>(like how he always gets up to go to the bathroom about 40% of the way through any given movie because he just can’t sit still for much longer than that)</p>
<p>(or that Richie not showering for several days either means that he’s been sucked into a new obsession or he is in desperate need of some time with his friends)</p>
<p>but then there’s puberty, and hormones, and growth spurts, and because everything is new Eddie has to relearn all of his relationships with everyone. and he’s SO surprised, all of the time….ESPECIALLY about Richie.</p>
<p>he hates it.</p> <p><a href="https://skeletonscribbles.tumblr.com/post/176668771912/i-would-love-to-hear-reddie-and-how-they-surprise" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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honestly 185, 191 &amp; 193 sound great
<p>okay this one got kinda filthy tbh………</p>
<p><b>reddie<br/>rated e<br/><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15292632/chapters/36145191">on ao3</a></b></p>
<p>185, 191 &amp; 193<br/></p>
<p>“Open up.”<br/>“Behave.”<br/>“Good boy.”</p>
<p>This was probably, no, this was definitely the longest car ride of Richie Tozier’s life. Actually, it had probably been the longest night of his entire life period. It was Bev’s 24th birthday, which inevitably meant all seven of them pregaming at her place, cramming into a booth in some crowded gay bar, and getting too drunk. Not that Richie minded, he was usually up for whatever Bev had up her sleeve. It was Eddie he wasn’t prepared for.</p>
<p>	One of Eddie’s best kept secrets was that he had a sexy sweet spot when he was drinking, one that even Richie rarely got to see. If he was just lightly buzzed he was usually too distracted, flitting from one conversation to the next most of the night. On the other hand if he drank just a little too much he got tired and cranky, usually burying his face in Richie’s arm and complaining that he wanted to be home. </p>
<p>	But there was a point, usually about two and a half drinks in, when he would start to make eyes at Richie. If he stayed just this level of drunk he would start to rub Richie’s upper arm. The deal was sealed if he wrapped his hand around it and squeezed, the silent signal to get out of wherever they were; They would be home and tangled up in bed within an hour.<br/></p> <p><a href="https://tozierbraks.tumblr.com/post/176640497467/honestly-185-191-193-sound-great" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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165, 166, and 194 with my boys Rich and Eds???
<p>For the prompts “Do you like it when I touch you like that?” + “Okay… this is new.” + “Good boy.” from <a href="http://oldspicehanlon.tumblr.com/post/174962519959/nearly-200-writing-prompts-feel-free-to-reblog">this prompt list.</a><br/></p>
<p>I’ve had this in my drafts for about a month and I finally got around to finishing it. Here’s some top!Eddie for your enjoyment.</p>
<p>Pairing: Richie Tozier/Eddie Kaspbrak<br/>Rated: explicit!<br/>Word count: 1,054</p>
<hr><p>“Okay,” Eddie says. “This is new.”</p>
<p>He’s standing in the doorway of their bedroom, one shoulder leaned up against the frame like he has plans to stay there awhile. Which, yeah. He does. Because this… well, this deserves some attention.</p> <p><a href="http://oldspicehanlon.tumblr.com/post/176610520539/165-166-and-194-with-my-boys-rich-and-eds" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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In your opinion, what was the biggest giveaway of Eddie&rsquo;s sexuality?
<p>Oh god. Anon, you’re KILLING ME!!!! I can’t just pick <i>one thing</i> fnsdjgjna. In my opinion, there isn’t like one BIG giveaway, it’s a lot of smaller giveaways that add up to a really obvious conclusion. So if you don’t mind, this turned into more of an expanded Top 5 list… SO HERE IT GOES:</p>
<p><b>1. The Hobo/Leper</b></p>
<ul><li>Okay first and foremost, the original ‘Leper’ was real, not IT. The hobo who tried to assault Eddie was very much real, and it’s notable (particularly in 1958) that Eddie was more concerned with contracting the hobo’s disease than the solicitation itself (probably because he doesn’t know what a blowjob is). He doesn’t really start running until the hobo starts touching himself, that’s when he kind of realizes what’s happening. <br/></li>
<li>I don’t think Stephen King would have included the blowjob thing if we’re just supposed to believe Eddie’s afraid of actual diseases alone. I think the blowjob aspect is meant to be symbolic of Eddie equating being gay/homosexual acts WITH disease and literally rotting from the inside out - because that’s what he’s afraid will happen to him if the hobo touches him. That he will rot from the inside out (this will tie into point #4 later). <br/></li>
<li>ITs manifestations around Eddie after this are very clearly based in disease AND sexuality, but MOSTLY sexuality. He doesn’t know much about sex, but he knows ENOUGH to be afraid of sexual things. ITs leper could have easily been a crusty old rotting woman soliciting him, and it matters that it wasn’t. IT never takes the form of a woman around Eddie, despite his mother being arguably his biggest fear. IT only ever takes the form of a rotting man soliciting sex from Eddie. Not just the hobo, but also Belch Huggins (this will tie into point #3). <br/></li>
<li>Just like with Beverly, Eddie’s fear is just “gross” on the surface, but sexual in its symbolism. Blood is gross and creepy, but Bev is really afraid of womanhood and the sexual objectification that comes with that. Rotting flesh is gross and creepy, but Eddie is really afraid of homosexuality and the stigma and otherness that came with it.<br/></li>
</ul><p><b>2. Parallels between Eddie and other gay (real and fictional) men.</b></p>
<ul><li>First, <a href="http://eddiefuckingkaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/167071558433/gentle-reminder-that-the-death-of-adrian-mellon-is">the parallels between Eddie and Adrian Mellon</a>. They are both described as small in stature and asthmatic, and the real person Adrian is based on, Charlie Howard, was targeted by bullies in school for being small, “fragile”, and not ‘masculine enough’, just like Eddie. When Mike describes Adrian’s death to the Losers, Eddie has a physical reaction to the story and grabs his inhaler - are we really supposed to believe he only related to Adrian because of ASTHMA? No. There was more to it than that. Additionally, Adrian was attacked by a group of bullies that mirror the Bowers gang - there was a violent leader (Henry), a dumb big guy (Belch), and one that was not as interested in the violence as the others (Vic). Adrian stood up to the bullies just like Eddie did. Adrian was brutally beaten by the main bully, just as Eddie’s arm was broken by Henry. And, Adrian was bitten by IT in the same spot on his arm (where the arm meets the shoulder) as Eddie is later, when IT bites his arm clean off.<br/></li>
<li>Second, <a href="http://eddiefuckingkaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/168064968163/confnded-so-this-is-bills-mental-comparison-for">the parallels between Eddie and Anthony Perkins</a>. Bill compares Eddie to Anthony Perkins as adults and it goes well beyond attaching a youthful, clean cut, brunet description to him. It also goes beyond the “haha get it?” implication that Anthony Perkins’ character in Psycho ALSO had a crazy mother who controlled every aspect of his life and taught him that sex was sinful. It’s deeper than that, because in real life, Perkins was a closeted gay man. And he DID have a mother like that - which is why he was perfect for the part of Norman Bates. Perkins’ father also died when he was five, he also had an overbearing mother who controlled him his entire life, even down to his emotions, and he spent his entire adult life trying to overcome the damage she caused. </li>
<li>Perkins definitely struggled with his sexuality, <i>even undergoing conversion therapy in his 30′s</i>, and did not have a relationship with a woman until he was well into adulthood (like Eddie, who was implied not to have much if any experience with women before marrying Myra at 35). Perkins had quite a few relationships with men who were quiet about it at the time but more vocal when it became more acceptable to be out, and he later died from complications due to his ongoing battle with AIDs. He even lived with a woman who was like his mother, for quite some time, while having relationships with men in private. Interestingly, one of Anthony’s close friends was openly gay Don Bachardy… whose name is almost LAZILY close to Adrian Mellon’s partner Don Haggerty. <br/></li>
</ul><p><b>3. The way Eddie thinks about boys vs. the way he thinks about girls.</b></p>
<ul><li>Eddie’s chapters are FULL of flowery and symbolic language, moreso as an adult but even as a child. Eddie loves to wax poetic, LOVES IT. So it’s important to pay attention to the way he talks about things or thinks about things. Phrasing is important. Effort is important. This is more true about the way he thinks about other characters than almost anything else. Basically, when Eddie thinks about boys (Richie and Bill mostly, but even seemingly innocuous comments about the other boys too, and even BELCH), he’s always using descriptive language and is just very… wistful about it. Compare this to the way he thinks about Myra, or his childhood crush on Greta, or even Bev - there’s a marked difference in tone. It’s very stiff and ambiguous in comparison to the freedom in his expression when he thinks about boys. <br/></li>
<li>Eddie’s descriptions of Myra are very… unloving. He talks about her under a thin layer of disgust, and often (rightfully) compares her to his mother. He did not marry her for love, he married her because she was able to continue confining him to his comfort zone after his mother died. The only time Eddie is able to start convincing him he could have loved her is when he’s far away from her and knows deep down that he’ll never go back. Also, at the Loser reunion, he gets <i>really</i> defensive about not having had any kids when Mike comments on it, because he seemed to take it as an accusation that he can’t perform (which is probably true). It’s hinted that he and Myra almost never have sex (the crickets), and when their physical relationship IS mentioned, he thinks of it as acts she does TO him, not something they do together. He’s extremely passive in that relationship, because he does not want to be there. He also has a secret stash of quaaludes in his medicine cabinet, which implies he abuses sedatives - possibly just to get through life with Myra. <br/></li>
<li>When Eddie thinks back on his crush on Greta, he thinks about two things: her shoulders, and her clothes. He doesn’t describe her face, or her appearance, other than her hair being blonde. He just describes her clothes, and thinks of her shoulders as pretty - possibly THE most gender-ambiguous body part ever. He also never goes into detail about how pretty Bev is, doesn’t blush around her, and just isn’t described as having an attraction to her. In fact, during the fight at Neibolt when her shirt gets torn, ALL of the boys are described as having some kind of obvious reaction to seeing her bare chest, <i>except</i>, notably, Eddie. Then there’s the sewer scene… but all I’m going to say about <i>that</i> is that Eddie was NOT interested. <br/></li>
<li>Compare all this with the way he describes Bill’s face as ‘lovely and well-loved’ and continually thinks about loving Bill and dying for Bill, the way he constantly CONSTANTLY talks about and thinks about Richie and how great and funny and interesting he is (more on that in #5), the way he describes Stan’s reflexes during baseball as ‘angelic’, even way he remembers Belch’s large body as ‘existing in its own cosmos of slow thunder’… every SINGLE time Eddie thinks about a boy, he uses figurative and poetic language, or simply goes on and on and on about how great they are. The tone is COMPLETELY different. (Notably, referring back to the Leper, just after remembering Belch in this way, IT manifests as the Leper AS Belch, in a Yankees uniform, asking about blowjobs, so… <i>yeah</i>). <br/></li>
</ul><p><b>4. Miscellaneous Symbolism</b></p>
<ul><li>Religious symbolism - Eddie as a kid is in constant fear that the church will somehow “know” how bad he is and damn him to hell, despite never having done anything wrong in his life. He thinks about this, specifically, after a very obvious double entendre with Richie (the rocket ice cream scene). While he’s dying, as well, religious symbolism comes into play, though this time it is about self acceptance, and is ALSO directly connected to Richie.<a href="http://eddiefuckingkaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/173277498378/eddie-kaspbrak-and-faith-a-stupidly-long-essay"> I talk about it a lot more in depth in this meta</a>. <br/></li>
<li>Rotting symbolism - this is connected to the religion thing, but also the leper and Eddie’s fear of disease. Eddie feels like he’s rotting from the inside out because of something inside him that is inherently bad. This comes up when he’s feeling religious guilt AND when he encounters IT, because he’s afraid that if the Leper touches him, it will speed up the process. Then everyone will be able to see how disgusting he is. It is NOT an accident that King makes this sexual by having the Hobo/Leper solicit Eddie. Eddie’s feelings of guilt and self-disgust are directly tied to sexuality. Eddie has been bullied for his perceived gayness and has heard his mother condemn gay men over and over, and he’s internalized that as something that Is Bad and, even more, something that Is Bad About Him that everyone - from God to Henry Bowers - can somehow see. When he dies in Richie’s arms, he thinks to himself that he is being CLEANSED of that rot, and it’s symbolic for his self acceptance. <br/></li>
<li>Referring back to the rocket ice cream thing, King uses innuendos once in a while to plant hints as well. This is the best example of one, because rocket ice creams are super phallic, and the way the whole scene is described, it is basically “Can I suck your dick, Richie?” “But your mom wouldn’t approve!” “I’ll take my chances.” Like… no more needs to be said about it.<br/></li>
<li>One of the tiniest, but most telling hints, are Eddie’s rings! As others have pointed out, pinky rings during this time period were popular among gay men (from the 50′s up to the 80′s, so basically his entire young life). Whether Eddie was or wasn’t aware of the meaning is unknown, but I doubt King would have mentioned it MULTIPLE TIMES if he <i>wasn’t </i>trying to send a message.</li>
</ul><p><b>5. Richie, Richie, Richie</b></p>
<ul><li>Finally, there’s Richie. I wanted to leave this until last because I think that ‘Eddie is gay’ is an argument that stands very well on its own OUTSIDE of Reddie. Eddie is gay <i>regardless </i>of whether you read Richie and Eddie’s interactions as romantic or platonic. BUT, I <i>do</i> read it as romantic, so here we go!<br/></li>
<li>This goes back to the way Eddie uses poetic language when he thinks about boys. He’s a super emotional, reflective person, so his inner monologues are always way more revealing than what he says out loud. With Richie, he thinks about how great he is a good deal more than anyone else, EVEN Bill. He thinks about how Richie gave him a<i> secret identity</i> with the nicknames he claimed to hate but actually liked. He thinks a lot about Richie’s ambitions and goals and desires - in some ways, we get more insight into Richie’s character from <i>Eddie’s</i> chapters than we do from Richie’s. He sees that Ben is looking at Richie with a mixture of ‘awe and wariness’ and understands why. He thinks of Richie as having “enchanting, often exhausting, charm.”<br/></li>
<li>He knows exactly what Richie’s report cards look like. He knows exactly who Richie’s idols are. He knows what kind of tape Richie uses to mend his glasses. He knows and uses ALL of Richie’s terminology (chucks, getting off a good one) and those are some of the first things Eddie thinks of as an adult on his way back to Derry. He takes the bait every time Richie picks on him, calls him cute, or tries to trick him - he literally cannot help himself. He just KNOWS Richie and thinks of him often, the way anyone with deep and honest feelings for someone does. There’s no trace of hero worship or pining from afar, it’s just… knowing another person so well and so easily that you don’t even realize you’re thinking about them. He even remembers the way Sonia complains about Richie in an exact quote, rather than in general as with the rest of his friends. <br/></li>
<li>There’s also the rocket scene again, the way Eddie reacts to being called cute, the way he blushes when Richie asks him if he knows what fucking is, the little things that could just be Eddie’s naivety but could also be more than that.</li>
<li>
<a href="http://eddiefuckingkaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/176181393698/so-theres-this-quote-in-it-on-page-88-i-believe">The Thing With The Shoes</a> <br/></li>
<li>Fighting with IT, Eddie puts up the biggest fights when it is something directly connected to Richie. As a kid, when he fights the Crawling Eye, he originally leaps into action because of Bill, but he puts the most <i>effort</i> into encouraging Richie to fight it too. He knows it’s one of Richie’s biggest fears, and he really goes hard at it (this is the Battery Acid moment) and is screaming at Richie to fight back. As an adult, it’s Richie’s mental calls for help that get Eddie to leap into action yet again. He distracts IT and attempts to hurt IT again because of Richie, for Richie. He dies <i>for Richie</i>. </li>
<li>The death scene, which doesn’t even NEED explanation. It was going to be a confession, point blank. <br/></li>
</ul><p><b>HONORABLE MENTION:</b> Eddie drinks gin and PRUNE JUICE, which just sounds disgusting and seems like a joke… at first glance. <i>Until </i>you think about how prune juice is high in fiber and is supposed to “move the mail” as Ben says. Eddie’s out here getting drunk while <i>clearing out his</i> <i>system.</i><i> </i>So basically,<i> </i>Eddie is GAY and<i> </i>tryna get fucked on what he assumes is his last night alive, as one does.</p> <p><a href="http://eddiefuckingkaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/176424342943/in-your-opinion-what-was-the-biggest-giveaway-of" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/176430915858/eddie-and-bev-at-a-sleepover-in-bevs-aunts
Slug: eddie-and-bev-at-a-sleepover-in-bevs-aunts
Reblog key: IwhTTEzK
Reblog url: https://richietoaster.tumblr.com/post/176429684330/eddie-and-bev-at-a-sleepover-in-bevs-aunts
Reblog name: richietoaster
*eddie and bev at a sleepover in bev&#039;s aunt&#039;s house* eddie: bev, i want a best friend who&rsquo;s a boy who i can hold hands with and cuddle with and kiss and is my boyfriend i want a boyfriend. | bev, munching on some fries while scrolling on twitter and not looking up at eddie: you mean richie?
<p>

richie and eddie are those people who are basically dating before they officially date and theyre too fucking dense to realise it. eddie could be bundled up in richies jacket, holding his hand, reaching up on his toes to give richie a kiss on the cheek, and he’d pull away like “i want a boyfriend :(” <br/></p>
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Reblog url: https://richietoaster.tumblr.com/post/176398793160/richie-tells-eddie-he-loves-him-for-the-first-time
Reblog name: richietoaster
richie tells eddie he loves him for the first time so randomly like. eddie is ranting to him about whatever the fuck and he&#039;s just like &quot;im so in love with you&quot; and eddie just stops breathing and is like &quot;i love u too but i was TALKING&quot;
<p>ghcfhdjdhd eddie doesnt even actually process it until after he’s finished talking. and then he realises that richie is staring at him (and has been for like five minutes) with his eyes starry and his face red. and eddie realises what richie had said. and what eddie himself had said in return. and hes so embarrassed that he kept on fucking talking like a fucking idiot and ruined the moment, that, in some sort of form of gay panic, he lurches over and kisses richie so hard that richie almost falls backwards</p>
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&ldquo;Is murder really that bad? What if that person was a douchebag?&rdquo; for the prompts please amelia you&#039;re great i love you &lt;3 :)
<p>Ahhh I hope you like my contribution to the Stozierlution!! Only for you Leigh! </p>
<p>Stozier </p>
<p>Rated G? T maybe? </p>
<p>Read <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14520066/chapters/35881896">here</a> on AO3 </p>
<p><b></b></p>
<p>“Is murder really that bad? What if that person was a douchebag?” Richie asked from Stan’s dorm bed as Stan walked in. </p>
<p>Stan looked around, trying to figure out how Richie was in his room.  He sighed and dropped his bag. The perks of being friends with Richie, he just showed up wherever the hell he wanted.  Like a cockroach. </p>
<p>“How did you even get into my room?” Stan asked, pushing him aside so he could sit too. </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/176350323157/is-murder-really-that-bad-what-if-that-person" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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The Losers + Infinity War&#039;s The Snap&trade; AU
<p>you sent this ask forever ago and i would be sorry for being so late to fill your request but this was so fucking painful to think about that it took a long time to make myself write it.</p>
<p>this won’t make sense if you haven’t seen infinity war. warning: death.</p>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15362367"><i>[read it on ao3]</i></a></p>
<p><b>perma tag list:</b> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m8dO457pCQ4NlxJq5xq9B_w">@eds-trashmouth</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mmKIz_BXwWJT_KmkXU_8o1Q">@recycle-byn</a></p>
<p>-</p>
<p>            It’s a nice day, Ben thinks.</p>
<p>            The sun’s out, not blisteringly hot but just warm enough
to be comfortable. Despite the wonderful weather, the beach is empty. Everyone
else in the world is inside right now, poised in front of their TV’s and
waiting with baited breath for an updated on whatever the hell is happening
this time. As of this morning, when Mike knocked on all their doors and asked
them to have a day out together, there’s no word on the situation. All they
know is Tony Stark is MIA and Steve Rogers was seen getting on an aircraft
rumored to be headed for Wakanda, so whatever it is, it has to be big.</p>
<p>            But the losers collectively decided not to give a fuck,
because if it’s the end of the world and today’s their last day, they don’t
want to spend it in fear. No, they want to spend it together, having fun.</p> <p><a href="https://sunsetozier.tumblr.com/post/176083156286/the-losers-infinity-wars-the-snap-au" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Prompt: Richie &amp; Eddie. Richie is having nightmares, so the first thing he does is going to Eddie&#039;s, Eddie comforts him (they may or may not be in a relationship), end up stargazing (and perhaps holding hands) after Richie is okay.
<h2><b>Silence</b></h2>
<p><b>Pairing: Richie Tozier x Eddie Kaspbrak</b></p>
<p><b>Word Count:</b> 1940</p>
<p><b>Warning: </b>…It is sad<br/></p>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/12811866/chapters/35677962">Archive of Our Own</a><br/></p>
<hr><p>Richie always had vivid dreams. The kind of dreams that authors wished they could write down and sell for tons of money. Every color, creature, person and moment was so real to him that he never thought he was dreaming. Sometimes it was wonderful to dream with no control. Other times, it was truly awful.</p>
<p>In this dream, he was lost. He wandered down a creepy corridor all alone. He was looking for someone, anyone, to point him in the right direction. The loneliness was crippling and it was quiet. Too quiet. He opened his mouth to speak but no sound came out. Richie began to panic. His body didn’t feel real to him, and yet he was trapped in it. The corridor continued on for miles with no noticeable way out. He ran, trying to scream for help. Still, nothing came out. Everyone left him. He was going to die here. Alone. Abandoned. Silenced.</p>
<p>Richie woke up screaming. Sweat trickled down the back of his neck as his heart slowed. Everything around him was blurry. He let out a sigh of relief. He didn’t have his glasses on, which meant he woke up from a nightmare. Just a dream. He was safe and sound, in his bed.</p> <p><a href="http://richiefuckfacetozier.tumblr.com/post/176127723256/prompt-richie-eddie-richie-is-having" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Heyyyy welcome back to tumblr, can u write something about reddie? Literally anything, my days kinda sad
<p>Aw no, I hope your day gets better! Here, have the most ridiculous idea I could think of:</p><ul><li>So you know those lame Home Ec classes? Where you get a robot babydoll and you have to take care of it for a week to simulate parent hood?<br/></li><li>Yeah</li><li>Eddie is absent that day they get the assignment, so guess who he gets stuck with, AKA the only kid in class who didn’t get a partner because everyone wants to actually PASS?</li><li>I’ll give you a hint</li><li>Richie kicks down Eddie’s front door, the baby’s head sticking out of his backpack</li><li>“HONEY I’M HOMO! Come meet your son!”</li><li>The baby is screaming</li><li>So is Eddie</li><li>Eddie snatches it from Richie, convinced that he’s going to be a single father for the next week</li><li>“What’s its name?”<br/></li><li>“Eddie 2, because he has your eyes!”<br/></li><li>“You’re a fucking moron.”<br/></li><li>“EDWARD, please! Don’t use that kind of language around our son!!”<br/></li><li>Eddie has an existential crisis in the middle of his kitchen because he’s holding a baby while the trashmouth is telling him not to swear</li><li>Trying to astral project himself back in time to punch Past Eddie in the face for missing class for a Doctor’s appointment </li><li>But as it turns out, Richie is all in on this assignment</li><li>He macgyvers a way to turn his hoodie into a sling so he can do his homework without leaving the baby alone</li><li>They take turns with who gets the baby during the school day, and Richie thinks its the sweetest damn thing that Eddie keeps sending him texts asking how things are going</li><li>“Little E2 is great!”<br/></li><li>“That’s not his<i> name</i>”</li><li>It is his name, Richie already made a fake birth certificate and got a Doctor’s signature (Dr. B Hascom, MD) </li><li>He gets extra credit for it too</li><li>They spend the weekend together, needing to write a paper about the assignment anyway</li><li>Richie accidentally falls asleep on the couch with the baby cradled to his chest, and Eddie just stares for a while before taking a picture so he can have the image forever</li><li>But then the baby starts crying, waking Richie up with a groan</li><li>“Eddie, I decided…I can’t handle being a teen dad. We should have used protection.”<br/></li><li>Anddddd the soft moment is over just the like that</li><li>Eddie snatches away the baby from a smirking Richie, regretting every life choice all over again</li><li>He has the baby in one arm while he makes breakfast the next morning, and Richie teases him for talking to the baby like he’s real</li><li>“Let me bond with my son, Richie.”<br/></li><li>Eddie and Richie fight over who has to get up in the middle of the night when the baby starts crying at 2 am, resulting in them both getting pillows to the face</li><li>“Ugh, et tu, E2? I can’t deal with TWO people trying to get my attention!”</li><li>“You’re a nerd Richie.”<br/></li><li>They’re actually really sad when they have to give the baby back, and Richie makes a big show of pretending to cry</li><li>“They grow up so fast! Our little boy! Can you believe it Eds?”</li><li>Eddie rolls his eyes, but he can’t help but grin at seeing Richie act so responsible and soft for the last week</li><li>“No, I can’t believe it at all”<br/></li></ul><p><br/></p><p>*feel free to add on!*</p>
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<p>okay but lets take this a bit further shall we??</p><p>Richie, blindfolded with rope keeping his arms tightly in place behind his back, sitting <i>over </i>(not on, he would get too much pleasure from that) a sybian with his knees planted to the wood ground while his cock is straining and leaking with precum bubbling up at the head. he’s visibly sweating and the vibrating cockring snug around him isn’t helping. his lips are bitten raw and his tongue is hanging, drool spilling down his chin as he fights the feeling to crumble completely to the ground. he’s got hot wax hardening down his shoulder blades and back and he can’t help but whimper out eddie’s name every so often. all while eddie watches with such a delighted smile on his face because richie refused an order.</p><p>“<i>sir… I’ll be good sir, promise.”</i><br/></p><p><i>“</i>Oh Richard, I know you will. Do you know why?” Eddie would stand and saunter over to Richie with a big smile on his face, not that Richie could see it. </p><p><i>“Because I’m nothing but a cock for you, sir. I’m only alive to please you, I’m sorry sir.”</i></p><p>Eddie would smile and pat Richie’s sweat slick hair. “You’re my good boy. But you didn’t listen to my order, now did you? You <i>refused me.</i> When I demanded you to turn on the vibrator inside me while we were in public.”</p><p>Richie’s head would snap up then, searching for Eddie’s voice. “But– But I didn’t want you to be seen! I thought people would see you Eddie ‘m sorry I should’ve listened please–” Eddie would move his hand off of Richie quickly and sigh. </p><p>“You haven’t learned yet, have you Richard?” He would press a soft kiss to Richie’s forehead and put his coast on. “I’m going to go out and buy dinner, I’ll be back when my boy behaves.” And with that, he would leave.<br/></p>
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56 with stanlon please
<p><b>56. “What if I told you I’ve been in love with you since I was eleven?”</b><br/>(prompt from <a href="https://pun-rise.tumblr.com/post/176490876291/prompts-list">this </a>list).<br/>Requests are open for IT ships.</p> <p><a href="https://pun-rise.tumblr.com/post/176560760152/56-with-stanlon-please" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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🧡💜 high school please!
<p>I can definitely do some fluffy cuteness. I hope that you like it!</p>
<p><b><a href="https://reddieforlove.tumblr.com/post/176130297213/send-me-a-heart-for-a-fic">send me a heart for a fic</a></b></p>
<hr><p>Richie knew he didn’t belong here. Not with his ripped jeans, smoker’s lungs, and general lack of athletic ability. The football field after school was the place for people who participated in all that sporty shit and their equally spirited friends. Not Richie, who sat in the far upper corner with one headphone in his ear and his bony ass digging uncomfortably into the hard metal bench beneath him.</p>
<p>He didn’t belong here.</p>
<p>Yet there he sat, tapping one foot against the row in front of him and occasionally glancing up from chipping the bright polish off of his nails to watch the runners sprint past along the track. His eyes always zeroed in on one particular runner, his shorts shorter than the rest and his legs moving quicker than any of them.</p> <p><a href="https://reddieforlove.tumblr.com/post/176560551168/high-school-please" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Hi um, sorry if you&rsquo;re not taking requests but that AU post you shared, could you write the &ldquo;we grow up as best friends but you got hot over the summer can I touch your biceps&rdquo; one? Sorry again if you aren&rsquo;t taking requests
<p><i>this took forever for me to get to because i’m super slow with requests but here you go!! a 4.6k monstrosity!! </i></p>
<p><b><i><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15533895">[read it on ao3]</a></i></b></p>
<hr><p>            “Guys, Hawaii is cancelled.”</p>
<p>            No one looks up when Richie exclaims this, leaning
against the doorway to Bill’s garage and gazing at his friends expectantly.
This is decidedly not the reaction he wanted, and hey, this is kind of
important – actually, it’s world-altering, if Richie’s being honest, so he
needs all attention on him. So, with a little huff, he steps forward, eyeing
everyone’s placement on the old couch, the five of them all piled on it in an
odd mess of intertwined limbs and soft snores. It’s not their fault that
they’re asleep, really, but Richie’s having a fucking crisis, and he kind of
needs them to be present when he rants about it. Which is why he feels
absolutely no remorse when he clears his throat, shakes out his limbs, and
launches himself onto the lop of the loser pile.</p>
<p>            “Jesus fucking <i>Christ</i>,
Richie, what the <i>fuck</i>—”</p>
<p>            “Oh, Tozier, you’re such an asshole—!“</p> <p><a href="https://sunsetozier.tumblr.com/post/176543648921/hi-um-sorry-if-youre-not-taking-requests-but" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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#8 or #43, Reddie? :D also i&#039;m sorry you&#039;re sad *hugs*
<p>You are an absolutely angel! Thank you for the prompt! I decided to do a different kind of angst for this one. </p><p>—-</p><p>“So this is it. It’s really going to
end like this?”<br/></p><p>The question breaks through the labored
breathing echoing in the room. Both Eddie and Richie sit on the
floor, their backs resting against the cabinets lined along the wall
and there’s barely any space between the two of them. They’re trying
to stay as quiet as they can, speaking in hushed voices while
attempting to control their breathing. Eddie could feel his lungs
struggling to pull in air, presumably from the sheer panic coursing
through him. Beside him, Richie pants and grunts with each breath as
he keeps his hand tightly against his side. Blood seeps through his
fingertips and he’s becoming more and more pale each passing second.</p><p>“fraid so Eds,” he grits out.</p><p>Beyond the room they were currently
holed up in, sounds of screams and inhumane screeches fill the halls.
It’s impossible to ignore the sound of loud thuds crashing against
the walls and not draw the conclusion of what exactly was making that
sound. The bodies of all their friends remain out there with those
<i>things; </i>they are the last two
and even then, they won’t be for long. They’re beginning to realize
that they aren’t going to make it out of there. Nobody would.</p><p>“There’s
so many things I didn’t get to do,” Eddie whispers, his voice
dripping with regret.</p><p>“Yeah?
Like what?” Richie chuckles lowly, his head resting back against
the cabinet. His eyes are beginning to droop and he’s having a hard
time focusing on the conversation, especially with the commotion
getting louder and louder, <i>closer.</i></p><p>Eddie
almost hesitates, but he figures in a few short minutes it might be
too late. “I never got to tell you how I feel about you.”</p><p>Richie
lets out a laugh, which quickly turns to a groan of pain. It’s funny,
and oh so ironic, that this confession comes in their final moments.
The two of them wasted so much time and now they barely had any left.</p><p>“What?”
Eddie frowns, “You never thought about <i>us?”</i></p><p>Richie uses up most
of his remaining strength to turn his head, his bright blue
eyes—darkened by the finality of death—stare into Eddie’s gray
eyes, which were beginning to fill with fearful tears as the boarded
up door busts open. “Just look at me Eds,” Richie pleads; he’s
desperate to keep Eddie’s attention on nothing but him for their last
moments. Out of their peripheral, the tall, slender figures can be
seen, stalking towards them. Richie’s voice is trembling, as they
both are, but he needs to get the words out. “I’ve thought about
us, being an <i>us, </i> every single day since the day I met you.”</p><p>Both of them slip
their eyes shut, attempting to block out everything that isn’t one
another. They rest their foreheads together and share a chaste kiss,
using their final breaths to utter the words they should have years
before.</p><p>“I love you,
Richie.”</p><p>“I love you too,
Eddie.”</p>
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nsfw thing do a friends with benefits where like they hook up during school and skip class and none of the other losers suspect anything bc richies a hoe and eddie hides his hickeys and they always make excuses for skipping thx
<p><b>Y’all are too good at this wtf</b></p><ul><li>So it started as a casual thing where Richie would text Eddie in the middle of class and tell him to come outside</li><li>Eddie’s excuse was that he had to go take medication and stay down at the nurses so she could see if something went wrong</li><li>The teachers never figured out that he was going to the parking lot to have sex with Richie Tozier in the back of his car</li><li>If Eddie didn’t show up to one of his classes the teachers would call the nurse to see if he was down there</li><li>Of course the nurse covered for him, she’s good friends with Eddie and she’s young and knows what it’s like to be in love (even if they are just fwb)</li><li>She would supply Eddie with makeup to cover all the hickeys he got</li><li>Other ways he would hide them are: turtle necks and scarves during the winter</li><li>The nurse taught him that putting ice or heat with a massage always gets rid of them</li><li>The back of Eddie’s car wasn’t always the location</li><li>Sometimes it was in the dressing rooms backstage or the tech warehouse</li><li>Places no one would think to look for them</li><li>If they were at the Barrens, well they wouldn’t dare try due to the lack of privacy</li><li>But at the Quarry</li><li>Richie would casually push Eddie off the side of the cliff and into the water following suit by screaming “CHICKEN FIGHT”</li><li>While everyone was busy with that, they would sneak off into a cave </li><li>On nights where they went to one of the loser’s houses for a sleepover they had to wait until everyone was dead asleep and sneak into a different room and be quiet or Eddie would “keep Richie company” on his smoke breaks</li><li>If they were at Mike’s family farm they would sneak out to the barn without them noticing</li><li>Sometimes if they wanted to be risky they would do it around people</li><li>Like this one time they were watching <i>Texas Chainsaw Massacre </i>at Mike’s farm (they projected the movie onto the side of the house) and Richie got a text from Eddie saying that he was bored and wanted to do something other than watch the movie</li><li>Richie was already sitting behind everybody so Eddie just had to move</li><li>Richie also had one of the only blankets</li><li>“Hey Bev, do you have any smokes on you? I left mine inside.”<br/></li><li>He got a full pack of Marlboro’s chucked at him along with a lighter</li><li>“Thanks Bev!”</li><li>He took two just to make it seem like he was going to use them and then chucked the carton back to Beverly</li><li>Eddie put the blanket over him and got closer to Richie</li><li>It started off as a not-so-friendly gesture of his hand on Richie’s upper thigh</li><li>Next thing you know Eddie is on top of Richie underneath the blanket pulling both of their pants to their knees</li><li>Once Eddie was done with that, he shoved their underwear down and sat on Richie’s dick</li><li>The only way Richie could keep quiet was by attaching his mouth to Eddie’s neck</li><li>Eddie couldn’t do anything but bite the collar of his shirt</li><li>Halfway through Eddie was pulled off with a whine</li><li>“Guys it’s getting late. I’m going to take Eddie home.”<br/></li><li>They all said goodbye and kept watching the movie</li><li>Let’s just say the characters weren’t the only thing being beaten that night</li></ul><p><b>I’m so sorry in advance. Especially the last bullet </b></p>
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Reddie Prompt: hurt and comfort. Eddie having been beaten up a little by bullies for getting angry at them for saying something about richie. Richie sees the results of the fight, keeps asking what happened, takes him home, patches him up but keeps asking why he got beaten up. Eventually eddie gives in an tells him why he got beaten up. Lots of softness, embarrassment and soft kisses? Probs been done before but weak for h/c!
<div class="post-answer__reply"><p>“Jesus <em>fuck</em>, what the hell happened to you!?“  </p><p>Eddie Kaspbrak grinned sheepishly from where he stood, shivering on his sort-of-maybe-boyfriend’s doorstep, body aching and face stinging. He looked like a mess no doubt, scrapes on his knees, cuts and dirt on his face, and what felt like an ugly bruise swelling out of a particularly nasty gash just under his right eye. Henry Bowers had known <em>exactly</em> what he was doing when he beat the shit out of him and shoved his face in the dirt. He <em>knew</em> it would send Eddie spiraling into a fucking panic only a true germaphobe would ever experience. He could feel the dirt now, like an extra layer of skin, caking into his wounds, mixing in with the sweat and tears and blood on his face. He needed to get clean, and it just so happened that Richie Tozier’s house was just around the corner from the…er…crime scene. </p><p>“I fell off of my bike,” he recited the mantra he’d been repeating in his head on the way over, shrugging. “I just need a couple Band-Aids, is all.” </p><p>Richie looked unconvinced from where he stood, leaning against the door frame with his arms crossed in front of him. It was one of the lazy mornings for the Losers Club- the kind where it was too cold to actually do anything fun, so everyone just ended up staying home, or doing their own things (Eddie himself had been on his way back from the train docks before…well, everything happened).</p><p>Most people looked like shit in the mornings. Richie Tozier was <em>not</em> one of those people. He looked…good, Eddie thought, despite everything, not that he really minded. Real good, all bedroom eyed and soft, frizzy black curls sticking up every which way. His face was flushed pink from the cold outside, the faint patches of freckles on his cheeks shining like stars out in the freezing winter air. His mouth was kind wet looking, lips shiny with water, and the idea that maybe he'd seen Eddie’s distorted outline through the blurry peephole and rushed to brush his teeth made the smaller boy's face go a little hot. Richie always had this infuriating ability to look like some kind of big awkward teddy-bear 24/7, all warm and inviting with his sleepy eyes and his goofy grin. Eddie wanted nothing more than to fall into his arms and cry out of pure frustration, let Richie kiss his head and bury him in the warmth of that big Derry High Football hoodie of his (Ben’s actually, but they all knew once Richie got ahold of a piece of clothing, he never gave it back).</p><p>But Eddie wasn’t going to do any of that.</p><p>Because then he’d have to tell him everything.</p><p>The tall boy raised an eyebrow. “That’s some bike accident, huh?” He asked suspiciously, pushing his glasses further up his freckled nose with the tip of his pointer finger. </p><p>Eddie huffed. “You gonna let me in or not, asshole? Its fucking freezing out here.“  </p><p>“Be my guest,” Richie winked, yanking the old mahogany door open far enough for Eddie to slip in past him.  </p><p>The Tozier household was Eddie’s favorite of all the Losers residences. Maybe it was because he’d spent so much time there while growing up—sticking glo-in-the-dark stars on Richie’s walls and building blanket forts in his cramped, cozy bedroom, pushing aside stacks of comics and rumpled clothes to make room for blankets on the hardwood floor.</p><p>Maybe it was because of Richie’s parents—nice folks, Wentworth was funny and Maggie was sweet.</p><p>Or maybe it was simply because Richie lived there, the boy he sort of, <em>kind of</em> kissed sometimes—chapped lips and heavy breathing in the darkness of his room—with his loud laugh and his spaghetti noodle limbs that held Eddie so nicely.</p><p>All he knew was that a wave of warmth came over him when he stepped inside just then, the familiar smell of cigar smoke and lemon scented floor polish calming him almost instantly. The panic and the anger and the adrenalin swirling inside his head dimmed, if only a bit. But it didn’t turn back time, didn’t erase what had just happened. Because it was true that Henry Bowers had punched the shit out of Eddie—it wasn’t something new, getting one beat by Bowers and his gang, routine more like. Only something had changed this time, and maybe it was that Eddie hadn’t slept his full 8 hours the night before, or maybe it was cold as fuck and he wanted to get the hell home already, but <em>something</em> had compelled him to open his big stupid mouth.</p><p><em>I’m not fucking scared of you, Henry</em>, he spat. Not long after that, a large bony hand was on his neck, pushing him into the scratchy trunk of tree. <em>Hmm, not scared anymore, are we, runt? Would you be scared if I hurt someone else, someone ya love? Maybe that faggot Trashmouth of yours. Not like anyone would give a damn if he showed up dead somewhere, one less cocksucker to worry about, </em>he’d said.</p><p>And that’s where things got supremely <em>fucked.</em></p><p>Because <em>Eddie</em> had thrown the first punch.</p><p>Eddie headed straight towards the bathroom, through the dimly lit hallway just past the front door, fingers dragging along the worn flowered wallpaper. He heard the front door shut behind him with a soft thud, the current of chilly air flowing in from outside cut off abruptly. Richie was behind him not more than a second later, flipping on the light switch in the bathroom and motioning for Eddie to sit on the counter. He shut the door behind them, sparing the bruised boy a glance before turning his back to him. Eddie watched his friend as he rummaged through the cabinets on the far end of the small room nervously.</p><p>“…know there’s a fuckin’…first aid kit around here,” he could hear Richie mumble, pill bottles rattling and falling over at the fault of his big, freckled starfish hands. “So,“ he began, voice muffled from inside the cabinet. “Ya gonna tell me what the fuck <em>really</em> happened, or are you gonna keep a good man in suspense?”</p><p><em>Nobody’s gonna miss that piece of shit fag anyways.</em></p><p>Eddie’s fists clenched in his lap, and he flinched in pain, glaring down at the gashes in the knuckles of his right hand, drying with dark black blood. He’d punched Henry hard, hard enough to make them both bleed, and he’d do it again if he fucking could.</p><p>“I told you what happened,” Eddie replied stiffly, sliding his hand under his thigh with clenched teeth to hide it. He watched as Richie made it across the room in a single easy stride, kneeling down in front of Eddie to stick his head in the cabinet under the sink. “I fell off my bike.”</p><p>“A-ha!” Richie came back up, a silky thin spiderweb tangled on his hair and an old fashioned tin pail in his grasp. “I know you’re lying, Spaghetti-head. But I’m gonna patch you up anyways, just because you’re cute.“ He tapped Eddie’s nose with the tip of his finger, a grin playing at his lips. Fair enough, Eddie thinks. They <em>both</em> knew he was lying, both knew what <em>really</em> happened—what always happened, that didn’t mean he had to admit it aloud.</p><p>“Ugh, fuck you,” he pushed Richie’s hand away, fighting down the smile that threatened to stretch out his split bottom lip. “Just gimme the first aid kit. I’ll do it myself.”</p><p>“Nope,” the tall boy held the box out of Eddie’s grasp. “Sorry, Eds, but I’m the doctor today. You can call me MD <em>Big</em> D—Get it? Because I have a big di—”</p><p>“—yes, yes I get it, Rich,” Eddie rolled his eyes, cheeks going a bit warm. “Now could we get this over with before I bleed out?”</p><p>“Anything for you, Sweetums!” Richie soaked one of the hand towels hanging from a hook by the sink with rubbing alcohol and dabbed the corner of it to Eddie’s dust covered face, cleaning out the scrapes and dirt. It stung a little, but Eddie liked the sting of rubbing alcohol, it calmed his nerves, eased the panicky feelings that settled in his chest like stones—if it burned it meant it was healing, his mom always said. He only flinched a little bit when the rough towel brushed the gash under his eye—Henry had been wearing his dad’s stupid college football ring, <em>fuck</em> him.</p><p>“Shit…sorry ‘bout that, kid,” Richie mumbled. He was close—close enough for Eddie to smell the bubblegum toothpaste on his breath—he <em>swore</em> Richie was the only person above the age of 6 that was still committed to <em>bubblegum</em> flavored toothpaste, <em>jesus</em></p><p><em><strike>But the fact remained that Richie Tozier had brushed his teeth for him</strike></em>.</p><p>“S'fine,” Eddie whispered, undamaged hand reaching out to curl around Richie’s slender torso, flexing his fingers against the warmth of his clothed spine for comfort. He could always count on Richie to be a human heater, and his hands were always freezing. “Just…stings a little is all.“</p><p>Richie sighed deeply, the hand towel on Eddie’s face slowing in movement just next to his mouth. “Fuck, Eddie,” he sighed, the pad of his thumb ghosting over the cut on Eddie's bottom lip, like he’d just noticed how fucked up his face was. &quot;He…he never got any of us this bad before…what the hell <em>happened</em>?“ Richie wasn’t joking anymore, eyes sad and tired behind his glasses. God, Eddie wished he didn’t have to look so <em>goddamn</em> sad.</p><p><em>So much for not telling him anything.</em></p><p>Eddie sighed. “I’m just tired of it, okay? I’m 16 years old now, I shouldn’t have to cower and beg at Bowers’s feet anymore. Fuck him.”</p><p>Richie froze. “You told him something, didn’t you? Eddie—”</p><p>“Look, all I said was that I wasn’t scared of him anymore. And then he said…he started talking about you and just saying <em>horrible </em>things, Richie. And…and I was just so mad and..” Eddie was rambling now, angry tears prickling at the corners of his eyes, <em>fuck</em>.</p><p>“And…?” Richie coaxed.</p><p>Despite everything, Eddie grinned. He held up his fist for the other boy to see, bruises, splits, and blood and all.</p><p>Richie's mouth fell open in awe at the sight of Eddie’s split knuckles. “No. <em>Way</em>.“ His freckled face broke into a wide smile.</p><p>“Yes, way,” Eddie said proudly, flexing his fingers. “Punched that son of a bitch right in the face. Made him bleed, too.”</p><p><em>Because he said you didn’t matter, Rich. And I know you don’t think you do either, but to me, you’re the whole goddamn world.</em></p><p>“Eddie Kapsbrak, you’re my fuckin’ hero,” Richie stated, eyes wide and cheeks pink.</p><p>Eddie rolled his eyes, face going hot under the other boy’s dark eyed stare. “Oh, beep beep, asshole. I’m proud of myself..“</p><p>“No, I’m serious, Eds,” Richie said. “I mean—You punched <em>Henry Bowers</em> in the face! Fuck—should I start callin’ you Rocky fuckin' Balboa now, or what?” he grinned, socking Eddie playfully in his arm. </p><p>“I mean—God, how the fuck do you even like someone like me?”</p><p>Eddie frowned. “Someone like you?”</p><p>Richie’s grin stayed put on his face, but there was something bitter in his eyes now, something Eddie didn’t like one bit. “You know…” He fished a Band-Aid out of the first-aid kit and carefully smoothed it over the scrape on Eddie’s knee. “I’m not like you, Eds. I can’t stand up to bullies, or tell people how I feel…I’m…<em>weak</em>.”</p><p>“Weak?” Eddie laughed, arms reaching out to pull the boy into him. “You know you’re the only fucking person in this town that can actually admit who you are? I mean, hell—it still scares me how much I like you, I still get all freaked out when I look at you and realize you’re more than just my friend. I…I get so scared even thinking about telling anybody about…what I am. But you? You <em>did it</em>. Fuck, Rich, you’re <em>my</em> hero.“</p><p><em>You gotta know that, right?</em></p><p>Richie’s eyes bore into him, bitterness and sadness magnified behind his huge dorky glasses. The fact that could think so little of himself made something in Eddie’s chest ache. He wanted to show Richie how special he was, how much he meant.</p><p>“My fucking hero,” Eddie said again. He slid a hand up to hold the other boy's chin, guiding their faces together.</p><p>Kissing Richie was always the same. Warm, sweet, a little rough and awkward. But it always felt like it was the first time, they way the other boy’s ridiculously long eyelashes tickled Eddie’s cheeks, big calloused hands—musician’s hands—tugging at his shirt to bring him in closer to his body, to the warmth that was <em>Richie</em>. It always caught Eddie off guard, how soft Riche Tozier could <em>actually</em> be. To the outside world, he was loud, blunt, unthinking, but to Eddie? There was this whole other side that only <em>he</em> got to see. Sure, Richie was still loud, still made jokes about Eddie’s mom (<em>ughhh</em>), but he could be sweet, like homemade honey, open mouthed kisses and warm hands on Eddie’s face, in his hair. Richie hummed happily and deepened their kiss, tongue finding its way into Eddie’s mouth, <em>warm and slick and sweet</em>. He tasted like bubblegum toothpaste, and maybe Eddie liked it, liked how it reminded him of his childhood, back when he didn’t have to worry things—like Henry Bowers or being a fag in a town full of fag-haters, or the well-being of this boy pressed up against him, bony and freckled and humming happy little sounds in the back of his throat whenever Eddie tugged at the roots of his curls. And he felt like that again for the first time in a long time, <em>carefree.</em></p><p>Because Eddie Kaspbrak wasn’t brave—he was just stupid and brash and most of the time he acted on impulse and feeling, alone. And he’d probably just signed himself up for a one way ticket to Hell with Bowers because of what he did, but he just couldn’t bring himself to <em>give a damn</em>, not with Richie keeping him warm. Because he knew he was safe here, in Richie’s house, with his lemon scented floors and glo-in-the-dark stars. Eddie would worry about the wrath of Bowers later.</p><p>Richie tugged his bottom lip between his teeth, and Eddie hissed in pain.</p><p>“Mmshit, sorry,” Richie laughed breathlessly, pulling away. Eddie gazed up happily at his face, cheeks flushed and lips swollen. Fucking gorgeous, he wanted to say, but he didn’t. Maybe one day he would finally work up the courage to say it, out loud. One day.</p><p>“S'alright,” Eddie said, still catching his breath. “I forgot where I was for a second.”</p><p>Richie smiles, slowly and lazily. “Yeah, I have that affect on people, Eddie-kins.”</p><p>“Jesus, shut the fuck up,” Eddie snorted, chucking the hand towel at him. “Come ‘ere.” He pulled Richie back into his embrace, bony hips settled in between where Eddie’s legs hung off the counter. He cupped Richie’s face in his hands, leaving a line of soft kisses down his jaw-line. “You gonna patch me up, or what Dr. T?”</p><p>Richie guffawed. “Its MD Big D, actually.” He pressed a lazy kiss to Eddie’s lips before bringing the rag back up to his face.</p><p>“There’s no fuckin’ way I’m saying that,” Eddie said, flinching at the stinging cut under his eye.</p><p>“Give it time, Eds. Give it time.”</p><p>He eventually finished cleaning out Eddie’s scrapes, all the while assuring him that it stated so in his PhD that kissing “boo boo’s” was part of training at medical school, and once Eddie was covered in bandages and kisses, face flushed and heart light with warmth, his sort-of-maybe boyfriend grabbed his hand and pulled him off of the counter. </p><p>“So…” Eddie began. “What do you wanna do now?”</p><p>Richie wriggled his eyebrow. “I think you know…”</p><p>Eddie did. “Blanket fort?”</p><p>Richie grinned.</p><p>“<em>Hell</em> yeah.“</p></div><hr><p>
UMm sorry if there’s no keep reading thing,,it’s not working on my laptop for some reason hmMmm :/ Gonna uhHH post this on my
<a href="https://archiveofourown.org/users/theinksplotch/works">ao3</a> ,, check my other stuff out if ya’ll want :))</p>
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Can you do reddie first time headcannons?
<p>i literally got this ask like four months ago but i’m The Worst about responding to prompts</p>
<p>anyway this is very long and very NSFW so here we go! continued under the cut</p>
<ul><li>so i think richie and eddie would be those dumb teenagers that would be like “doesn’t count til the dick goes in” so even though they’ve been fooling around for like 2 years, they both are like “yes we’re pure virgins”<br/></li>
<li>i think they would’ve gotten together around 16. richie’s teasing would slowly get more and more flirtatious until he’s just blatantly flirting with eddie all the time. neither of them even realize it at first, until one day after one of eddie’s track meets in tenth grade</li>
<li>eddie gets second and he’s a little disappointed but trying to seem like he’s not. richie notices right away so when eddie jogs over to his friends in his running shorts richie’s immediate response is to say something stupid to make eddie laugh</li>
<li>so the first thing he thinks of is “damn eds, look at that ass!”</li>
<li>and all the losers roll their eyes and eddie smacks him on the arm and they all start to head to the parking lot so they can go get dinner</li>
<li>but richie’s kind of standing there, like it just fucking occurred to him that ??? eddie does actually have a nice ass????? like he’s known it. objectively, he supposes. but for some reason eddie is in front of him and entirely unaffected by his comment because richie says shit like that all the time. but richie’s like.. do i actually mean that? am i actually flirting with him?</li>
<li>the answer is yes</li>
</ul><p><a href="http://richiesrocket.tumblr.com/post/176506415701/can-you-do-reddie-first-time-headcannons" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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hey!! I love your work sm omg, I was wondering if your still taking requests, could you write something like,, richie has to go on a trip with his parents for like two months and the losers always tell him whats going on while hes gone and Eddie won&#039;t admit it, but he fucking misses that boy more than anything,  they were having a sleepover and Eddie fell asleep hugging the bear (with glasses) that richie got him really fucking tight and bill takes a picture and sends it to richie and he just aH
<p>Hello love, thank you so much! I am still taking requests. This was a really cute prompt and it was a lot of fun to write. I love getting AUs because it lets me explore new situations I might not have written on my own. So thank you so much for this. </p>
<p>Warning: It is unedited and un-proofread because I am at work and am lazy (hey, it’s the truth at least).</p> <p><a href="https://reddie-for-anything.tumblr.com/post/176485847546/hey-i-love-your-work-sm-omg-i-was-wondering-if" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Afficher davantage</a></p>
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Have a small Stanlon snack. Whenever Stan has nightmares, Mike strokes his hair till he calms down, and Stan hums to Mike when he has nightmares and presses gentle kisses to his forehead till they fall back asleep.
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&ldquo;Honey, I just saw someone break into the Kasperbak house. Should I call the police?&rdquo; &ldquo;Oh no, that&rsquo;s just the Tozier boy. He does that.&rdquo;
<p>fghdfjhskfj one time when richie and eddie were in a fight, eddie locked his window so richie couldnt get in and so richie spent a good chunk of the night standing on eddie’s lawn and throwing rocks at his window, whining “baby pls let me in im <i>soorryyy” </i>“eds open ur window !!” <i>“eddiieee”. </i>until finally eddie’s neighbour got curious about what was going on and cautiously made his way onto eddie’s lawn, whisper-shouted “hey! what do u think ur doing?” when he saw a dishevelled teenage boy on the kaspbrak’s lawn. </p><p>and eddie finally opened his window when he heard his neighbour’s voice. rested his elbows on his window sill as his middle-aged neighbour and sad looking boyfriend tilted their heads to look up at them. </p><p>“is this kid bothering you?” his neighbour asked, pointing at richie. </p><p>richie met eddie’s gaze, giving eddie his best kicked-puppy look, but expecting eddie to say reply with something like ‘its ok, he’s my boyfriend’ regardless. because you know, thats the truth, and eddie would want to protect richie from getting into any serious trouble. </p><p>but eddie just says “yes” and shuts the window. </p>
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hi abo content? how about eddie&rsquo;s first heat after the pups are born and him constantly being torn between needing his alpha and wanting to just be with his babies and protecting them and just being a crying mess the whole time that he doesnt know what he wants and is just a wreck of emotions and tears
<p>ahh ace amazing hc i actually wrote a little snippet for this idea bc i liked it so much</p><p>“Richieeee,” Eddie hiccups, “Alpha, Alpha, where’s the pups?”</p><p>Richie doesn’t pause his thrusts as he fucks into Eddie’s tight heat. He doesn’t much want to think about their children midfuck, but he knows Eddie can’t help himself. His instincts are absolutely warring, half of them telling him to coddle and hold his pups and the other telling him to to lay still and take his alpha’s cock.</p><p>“Alpha, Alpha, please, scared,” he whispers.</p><p>Richie slows down his thrusts, and Eddie lets out a wail. </p><p>“No, no, no, need your knot please, need it,” he begs.</p><p>Richie brings his hand to the back of Eddie’s neck and squeezes, desperate to get him to calm down so he can be knotted. His omega falls limp to the bed, sniffling and whining. Riche continues his thrusts, trying to chase his orgasm. He eventually gets close, helped along by Eddie’s whimpering and begging. </p><p>“Been such a good boy for me, haven’t you? Gonna take my knot?” </p><p>Eddie nods furiously. “Yes, yes, yes, please, Alpha.”</p><p>Richie has a tight grip on Eddie’s hip as he speeds up his thrusts. Right before he comes he pushes his cock deep inside his omega and effectively knots him. Eddie mewls and buries his face in the sheets as he’s pumped full of come. </p><p>Richie slowly comes down from his high, expecting Eddie to be pliant and satisfied as he usually is when knotted. </p><p>Instead he’s shaking and sniffling. Richie quickly flips them on their sides. “Hey, hey, baby what’s wrong?” </p><p>And Eddie’s reaching full out sobbing at this point. “Alpha…where’s…where’s the puppies?”</p><p>Richie’s concerned by how worried Eddie is. He should be calmed down from being knotted and with his alpha. He quickly pulls a blanket over them and texts the pack to being Eddie the pups.</p><p>Mike and Stan quickly deliver the pups. Eddie surprisingly lets out a warning hiss when he sees someone besides his mate holding his pups. He quickly bunches over his three month olds until the other pack mates leave.</p><p>When they’re gone Eddie lays contently and coos over them. He even starts feeding one of them when they start fussing. Richie doesn’t try to intervine because Eddie is extremely territorial right now. </p><p>Most of all he’s trying to think of how they’ll separate Eddie from his pups once his knot goes back down and the heat takes back over.</p>
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How would you die in Willy Wonka&rsquo;s chocolate factory?
<p>this is a great question because it narrowed my soul! i would choke on regular chewing gum on the steps outside before even entering the factory. willy would make no attempt to perform the heimlich maneuver and would leave my corpse on the concrete</p>
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I WOULD LIKE TO SAY THAT IN KINDERGARDEN RICHIE JUST WALTZES OVER TO EDDIE LIKE &quot;YO UR CUTE CAN I HAV UR NUMBER, HOTSTUFF&quot; AND EDDIES LIKE &quot; ME? BUT ITS WINTER&quot; AND ITS JUST SO INNOCENT AND RICHIE C A N T
<p>FHGDFJSKDJDHFHDJ</p><p>richie, who watches too much adult tv: can i have ur number hot stuff ;))?</p><p>eddie, tiny and confused: uh…my favourite number is 3?</p><p>richie: </p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="490" data-orig-width="750"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/7d047dc69e6fa7056e04915518f60149/tumblr_inline_pc44x9joQ71r5adnj_540.png" data-orig-height="490" data-orig-width="750"/></figure>
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any REALLY GOOD bottom richie fics?
<p>i’ve got a few up my sleeve.</p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14529918">only love could ever hit this hard. </a> </b>by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mFN96Zdanvo0IYNCfCtMtug">@reddieforlove</a></p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14092569">Bath Bomb</a>. </b>by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mQ4FIKi8LmeZbYccPwm5dyg">@clavarioid</a> </p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/12646452/chapters/28819131">Richie Asks For Help. </a></b>by <a href="https://tmblr.co/miI8nJWXhXwjVcJ8urqaf8Q">@reddie-to-go</a></p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13536243">And I Need You In My Life.</a></b> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mRyK8qm6-luqvjeq3V8ULdA">@reddiepop</a></p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14371149/chapters/33178107">I Fall Apart (down to my core)</a></b> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mjbn-PQ4hKr8UUH2EyH2E_Q">@eds-kas</a></p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14505387">All Mine, All For Me</a></b> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mioWjJNP7ApDsDT7huIiu-g">@angel-infection</a></p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14449932">745 </a></b>by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mZ1WumW5UKLN0jWYWQQNm2A">@itchytoaster</a></p><p>there’s much, much more out there - so feel free to add yours if you’ve written it! </p><p>the more bottom richie the better. </p><p><b>I’M ADDING ONTO THIS! </b></p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14479011">The Seduction of Eddie Kaspbrak </a></b>by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A">@tinyarmedtrex</a></p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13870899/chapters/31910370">This Safe Place</a></b> by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A">@tinyarmedtrex</a></p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15319245">Euphoric</a></b> by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m6roUyvH8-ivpXzTGiBAVqg">@aizeninlefox</a></p>
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💙
<p>“On the bed.”<br/></p>
<p>If Eddie didn’t already know that something was wrong, he would have easily guessed when his command was met with nothing but silence rather than one of Richie’s usually vulgar responses. He simply heard the creak of the bed shifting as he reached to the top of his closet for the first aid kit that he kept up there for emergencies, which this certainly applied as such.</p>
<p>Eddie crept over, trying to be as quiet as possible as he sat down next to Richie, opening the small box and pulling out different supplies that he would need to patch up the cuts on his face. His hands shook just slightly as he laid them on the bed as neatly as he could, sharp breaths pushing through his lips as he fought to keep his panicked emotions from welling up.</p>
<p>Then he felt Richie’s hand on his knee and closed his eyes for just a moment, trying his best not to relive what just happened again and again in his head. Bowers’ knee on Richie’s chest as he slammed his fist against his face again and again while a gleeful Patrick held a screaming Eddie back. Taking in a shuddering breath, Eddie held it for a moment before letting it go.</p>
<p>“I can’t lose you,” he whispered, shaking his head as a tear slipped down his cheek.<br/></p>
<p>Richie’s hand rose to cup his cheek, his dry lips brushing over Eddie’s forehead just before he breathed out a promise he’d never be able to keep.</p>
<p>“You won’t.”<br/></p>
<p><b><a href="http://reddieforlove.tumblr.com/ask">send me a 💙 and I’ll write you a 5-10 sentence reddie fic</a></b></p> <p><a href="https://reddieforlove.tumblr.com/post/176031848653" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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💙
<p>Eddie didn’t have much of a plan when he left his home, his mother’s tearful vitriol haunting his every step. All that he knew was that he wanted something different for his life, something better. He wound up in Portland, desperate for work and finding an assistant job at a local radio station.</p>
<p>He was willing to do anything, which mostly meant making phone calls and coffee. He thought he’d mostly go unnoticed but it was hard to escape the attention of the most exuberant DJ. A man with wild curls and wilder eyes, his hands moving as fast as his mouth as he spoke a mile a minute into the microphone.</p>
<p>Eddie loved to listen to his voice almost as much as he loved to feel his touch, in those small moments when Richie forgot himself and brushed his fingers over Eddie’s palm or placed his hand on Eddie’s lower back. And when they went home together late at night, he loved to hear that same voice whispering in his ear as they tangled together in his bed.</p>
<p><b><a href="http://reddieforlove.tumblr.com/ask">send me a 💙 and I’ll write you a 5-10 sentence reddie fic</a></b></p> <p><a href="https://reddieforlove.tumblr.com/post/176030542438" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Hey do you (or any of your followers) know the fic where all the losers work at disney world ive been trying to find it for ages
<p>The one where Eddie is Peter Pan? I can’t remember.</p>
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Richie talking to mike about how amazing Eddie is and just melting on the ground and being a hot mess
<p>Opening my ask box to find this??? YES ❤</p><hr><p>Okay but let’s face it, Richie would talk about Eddie ALL THE TIME </p><p>
And when Richie spends an entire afternoon going ‘Eddie Spaghetti this’, ‘Eds that’ the losers roll their eyes and beep him when he so much as mentions their friend’s name</p><p>
So from that moment on, Richie will try to control himself and keep the Eddie-talk to a minumum (as much as he can)</p><p>
And Mike, observant as he is, notices it</p><p>
And one day, Richie is hanging out at the farm after school and he’s lying on his friend’s bed while Mike watches him from the desk and they’re talking</p><p>
And eventually the conversation strays to Eddie and Richie is trying to <i>be cool about it</i> and treat it like just another topic </p><p>
But then Mike is like ‘I know you’re dying to talk about Eddie, Rich.’</p><p>
And Richie’s restless ass who was throwing a rubber ball up and down while lying there, freezes and the ball drops on his face and he splutters and blushes because ‘I don’t know what you’re talking about Mikey.’</p><p>
And Mike gives him a knowing smile and ‘You always want to talk about him and I’ve seen you try to stop yourself but you can talk about him to me.’</p><p>
And Richie takes a deep breath and just. starts. rambling.</p><p>
‘Okay but did you see what he was wearing today? Those shorts, oh my god Mikey I swear he is trying to kill me<b>—</b>’</p><p>
‘I know it sucks that he was sick last week but he looked so fucking cute in Ben’s huge sweater and with his red little nose<b>—</b><b>’</b></p><p>
’And he is just so amazing. And so smart, you should have seen him today, answering all of the teacher’s questions<b>—</b>’ </p><p>
And so on. Richie just talks and talks about Eddie, rolling around in the bed and groaning and just <i>melting </i>because he loves Eddie so much. </p><p>
And Mike just sits there, trying to hold back his laughter and shaking his head fondly at Richie’s whipped ass. </p><hr><p>I got carried away with this gorgeous concept. </p><p>Anyone who wants to send me HCs of any sort, should definitely do it. 

 ❤

</p>
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I&rsquo;m always a hoe for no one knowing reddie is even gay and then catching them doing nsfw stuff (bc they are secretly dating and tried to do nsfw shit WITH THE OTHERS NEAR)
<p>Here it is! Sort of! NSFW under the cut!</p>
<p>“No— <i>guuuuys</i>, I’m pretty sure he’s been having sex with Stacy from bio.” Beverly mumbled, munching quietly on a carrot while her and her friends huddled closer to one another as they watched Richie from afar.<br/></p>
<p><i>Stacy from Bio is just looking for notes to borrow, she’s a note-whore.</i></p>
<p>“I think it’s Shawna from art class,” Stan admitted quietly. “She’s his type, I’ve seen them walking around the halls together, after hours.”</p>
<p><i>Shawna from art class? They walk around to cause rumors because Shawna is the biggest lesbian around. I should tell Beverly about that sometime.</i></p>
<p>“What about Brooke, from English.” Ben whispered quietly. “She’s always leaning too close to Richie when they’re talking,”</p>
<p><i>Brooke from English is deaf and can only read mouths, and Richie talks too fucking fast for that poor girl.</i></p>
<p>Eddie shrugged his shoulders when the group looked to him. “Eddie knows something.” Beverly mused, leaning it to give Eddie a look. “<i>Who</i>.” Eddie was silent for a long moment. “Come <i>on</i>, Eddie. He’s our friend, we just wanna know who he’s plowing so we can see if he’s good enough for our Richie.”</p> <p><a href="https://kitschyrichie.tumblr.com/post/174438050340/im-always-a-hoe-for-no-one-knowing-reddie-is-even" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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any REALLY GOOD bottom richie fics?
<p>i’ve got a few up my sleeve.</p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14529918">only love could ever hit this hard. </a> </b>by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mFN96Zdanvo0IYNCfCtMtug">@reddieforlove</a></p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14092569">Bath Bomb</a>. </b>by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mQ4FIKi8LmeZbYccPwm5dyg">@clavarioid</a> </p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/12646452/chapters/28819131">Richie Asks For Help. </a></b>by <a href="https://tmblr.co/miI8nJWXhXwjVcJ8urqaf8Q">@reddie-to-go</a></p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13536243">And I Need You In My Life.</a></b> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mRyK8qm6-luqvjeq3V8ULdA">@reddiepop</a></p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14371149/chapters/33178107">I Fall Apart (down to my core)</a></b> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mjbn-PQ4hKr8UUH2EyH2E_Q">@eds-kas</a></p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14505387">All Mine, All For Me</a></b> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mioWjJNP7ApDsDT7huIiu-g">@angel-infection</a></p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14449932">745 </a></b>by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mZ1WumW5UKLN0jWYWQQNm2A">@itchytoaster</a></p><p>there’s much, much more out there - so feel free to add yours if you’ve written it! </p><p>the more bottom richie the better. </p>
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Umm hi can I have a shit ton of nsfw reddie headcanons please?? It&rsquo;s totally okay if you don&rsquo;t want to or anything.
<p>worm worm worm, i love how i just get these now</p>
<p>also this. ended up turning into top eddie. that’s just how it be on sagansrecord dot tumblr dot com; warning for nsfw underneath the cut obviously</p> <p><a href="https://clavarioid.tumblr.com/post/172452439470/umm-hi-can-i-have-a-shit-ton-of-nsfw-reddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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For the one word prompt: Infinite
<p>SORRY THIS IS LATE AND SHITTY AND so I really had NOOOO idea what to do for this one. But I think it’s good practice to write something that isn’t sex??? This is totally a superhero AU LMAO<br/>
————<br/>
“What the fuck is going on?” Eddie shouted hastily as soon as he walked through the door to greet his friends. Wham! was blasting through the speakers inside the large condo. His five friends were all circled around Richie in their shared apartment. Eddie never understood the appeal of it, the entire far wall being a window that overlooked the beautiful New York city lights which shined with such vigor it was almost blinding. It was their meeting place, the place they all lived in, it was their home, their work, their everything.</p>

<p>“It’s Richie— we don’t know what’s going on—“ Beverly choked out, turning to face Eddie with tear stained, flushed cheeks. Eddie stood frozen by the door as he took up the scene before him. She was crouching over a groaning Richie, who hissed and growled at anyone who stepped closer. The rest of the group kept their distance, while Beverly tried to tell Richie that everything was going to be okay! “I, I promise— Eddie’s here, it’ll be okay…”</p>

<p>She took a few steps back and let Eddie rush over, his heart racing as he looked down at his best friend. His face was flushed, deep purple veins raising from his throat and his forehead. “What the fuck,” he whispered, pressing a hand against Richie’s, who clutched at Eddie’s tightly. “I think he’s presenting… but I have no idea what he could be…” he admitted, cooing softly to Richie who was trembling and curling in on himself. </p>

<p>“This isn’t normal, Eddie. This can’t be good.” She said softly, looking back at their group who ultimately agreed. </p>

<p>“Well what do you propose we do? It’s not like we can abandon him!” Eddie hissed.</p>

<p>“Eddie. We know you agree. Its not normal! I’ve never seen this before…” Stan snapped, crossing his arm and huffing she Eddie shot him a glare. “Also, we’re not gonna fucking abandon him, he’s our friend.”</p>

<p>“I’m sorry…” he sucked in a shaky breath, “I’m sorry— it’s just,” he felt a sudden heat wash over him. He whipped around to see Richie coughing up smoke, making Eddie jolt. “Richie what the fuck…”</p>

<p>“Eds—“ he choked, his eyes cracking open just slightly. His skin was beading with sweat as smoke continued to escape from his mouth. </p>

<p>“Richie, Richie.. how can I help you? Please, tell me!” He whimpered, grabbing Richie’s cheeks and forcing him to look up at him.</p>

<p>Richie groaned, gently pressing a hand to Eddie’s cheek and sighing pleasantly. The smoking from his mouth had ceased, and he was pleasantly cool. “What’s going on…” Richie rumbled, glancing down at himself and hiccuping. Once, twice.</p>

<p>Poof.</p>

<p>Richie jolted up, his eyes widening, as well as everyone else’s when they saw another Richie just… just standing there. </p>

<p>“You… you have my powers?” Eddie said curiously, pulling himself away from Richie and turning to look at Beverly who shook his head. </p>

<p>“I thought he had mine… he was burning up from the inside out when I was trying to get him up.” She insisted, slowly making her way toward the new Richie that had come from thin air.</p>

<p>Eddie summoned a clone of himself, whom already knew what Eddie wanted and swept Richie’s clone off to sit with him in the living room. They were all looking at Richie now. “What’s going on, Rich?” Eddie asked softly, who was breathing hard now.</p>

<p>“I’m a little scared to answer that, Eds… I have no fucking idea.” Richie glanced at the rest of his who froze on the spot momentarily.</p>

<p>The group made their way over to Richie, who was still lying on the wood floor. “As long as you’re okay now, we can figure it out the next time it happens.” Mike said, grabbing Richie’s arm and hauling him up from the floor, patting him on the back.</p>

<p>Richie smiled brightly, before his smile dropped and he was looking at his group of friends who had scared looks on their faces. “Uh, what?”</p>

<p>“You’re glowing.” Stan said flatly. </p>

<p>Richie looked down at his hands, seeing a soft golden glow about them. Richie’s eyes bulged when he snapped up to look at Mike, who was equally shocked. “Holy shit. I can—“</p>

<p>Bill seemed to have caught on, before he clasped his hands between Richie’s and grinned wide, Richie’s grin just as big. He began pushing him backward, pushing and pushing and pushing until he was being pushed out of a window and onto the balcony, screaming as he was pushed off.</p>

<p>Eddie screamed, “Bill what the fuck!” He shouted, running toward the window as he watched Bill throw Richie from the building with a bright smile on his face.</p>

<p>“Eddie! I-It’s fine…” he reassured, turning to look down over the balcony and waving below.</p>

<p>“Eddie. He’s an infinite.” Stan said softly, grabbing at his shoulder.</p>

<p>Eddie ignored him, shoving Bill back and gripping the balcony to look down and find Richie, or what remained of him.</p>

<p>Rather than seeing Richie’s body turned into a mash up of skin and blood and mush from the height that they were at, Richie was cheering and screaming as he flew about while Bill cheered him on. Richie looked at Eddie, who was glaring with such anger in his eyes. </p>

<p>He slowly floated to him now, a nervous smile on his face. “I guess I’m okay, isn’t that good?” He said with a shy grin. </p>

<p>“Thought Bill was trying to murder you.” He huffed, looking down at his feet. “I thought you were dying before that, too.” He mumbled.</p>

<p>“I guess I just wasn’t ready to breathe fire like Bev… and I can’t control how to control clones at will. Do I have to kill him or something?” He whispered to Eddie, who giggled quietly and shook his head.</p>

<p>“He’ll fade… but that’s not the point, Rich… You’re an infinite.” He said quietly, looking up at Richie who was grinning too wide. </p>

<p>“Isn’t that great? We’re gonna be a better team when it comes to kicking bad guy ass.” He said as he climbed back onto the balcony and sat on it, bringing Eddie between his legs to hold him tight. </p>

<p>“Why? Because you have every power in existence and you’re going to not need us anymore?” Ben piped up, his face turning pink when the others looked at him, then at Richie. </p>

<p>Richie frowned, looking at the group and then grabbing at Eddie’s hand. “I mean… I figured I would just steal someone’s useless power… like breathing underwater? I don’t want to be an infinite, so I’ll just find a power I like and get really good at using it.”</p>

<p>“You can’t waste a gift like that, how ridiculous can you be?” Stan said, looking at everyone else who reluctantly agreed with him, scratching the back of his neck as he saw Richie give him a look.</p>

<p>“Infinite’s don’t have cool super power friends because they don’t need them. I don’t want to be kicked out of the group… so every time we have a mission I’ll just pick a power for the day.” He decided, settling himself around Eddie as he pushed him forward back toward the living room. “‘m sorry I scared you. Thought I was dying,” He admitted, “I want you to be the last face I see before I die though, of course.” </p>

<p>Eddie turned to look at his lover, sighing quietly and placing a hand over Richie’s chest. “You know what this means then, right?” Richie shook his head, letting his hands link around Eddie’s waist.</p>

<p>“As an infinite, you might have some powers in the bedroom.” Richie perked up at that, his eyes going wide as Eddie giggled quietly. He yelped when Richie picked him up and sprinted off into his bedroom, slamming it shut.</p>

<p>“Who wants to make a bet that Richie doesn’t need to breathe anymore so he has Eddie sit on his face for hours?” Bill asked, turning to Stan who was groaning loudly.</p>

<p>“You’re hanging out with Richie too often. Come, time to clean your brain out.”</p>
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Im convinced that Pennywise has an arm kink.
<p>you are absolutely right anon. and i’m fucking kinkshaming</p>
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Hmmm maybe 17 &amp; 54 with Reddie?? (From the &ldquo;nearly 200 writing prompts&rdquo;) - 💛
<p><b>17: “ Are you upset with me? ”<br/>54: “ I can’t stand the thought of losing you. ”<br/>Title: It’s Quiet Uptown<br/>wc: 1155<br/>summary: Ya bois went to NYC to see a musical (yes, it was hamilton bc reasons) and Richie gets real worked up over it.<br/>A/N: oooof some angst with a happy ending come getch’all juice. </b></p>
<p><i>Thank you for asking!! &lt;333</i></p> <p><a href="https://honkhonkrichard.tumblr.com/post/175906095571/hmmm-maybe-17-54-with-reddie-from-the-nearly" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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for the promt thing either 21 or 23? with reddie c:
<p>thank you for this one, anon! I had quite the time with it - I played around a lot with mood and character and definitely had Shakespeare and the Lumineers all bouncing around my brain with it, so I hope you and everyone else let me know whether or not it reads well!!</p>
<p>I did <b>prompt 21: you’re not very intimidating</b></p>
<h2>her name is <b>Ophelia</b>, and if you want to read her on Archive, do it <b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15077069/chapters/35486016">HERE</a></b>.</h2>
<p>if not….then, proceed :) <strike>and if you don’t want to be sad, don’t read the last paranthetical, okay?</strike></p>
<hr><p>“Padiddle.”</p>
<p>The word echoed around the empty park in the wake of the roar of a passing car engine.</p>
<p>It was a clear, temperate, breezy night in early August, and Eddie Kaspbrak didn’t know too much about normal people and normal towns, but he imagined that if they were anywhere, anywhere else, there would be other people walking or laughing or stargazing or <i>something </i>outside with them in the park on an evening like this.</p>
<p>The people of Derry, Maine were more comfortable in their houses, where nothing could reach them.</p> <p><a href="https://skeletonscribbles.tumblr.com/post/175904762237/for-the-promt-thing-either-21-or-23-with-reddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: send help, i cry, this is wonderfully written tho, but sad, fic rec
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HAPPY BIRTHDAY BB oh my god ok,, can I get a cumslut!eddie nsfw prompt? if that&rsquo;s cool w you xo
<p>I’m putting this whole ass thing under the cut cause it gets smutty from the first sentence and so everyone can choose whether or not to read it.<br/></p>
<p>I’m so sorry that it’s coming (heh) so late. I hope that you like it and I didn’t do too bad!</p> <p><a href="https://reddieforlove.tumblr.com/post/175901138883/happy-birthday-bb-oh-my-god-ok-can-i-get-a" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: cumslut!eddie is a whole ass mood, i love, fic rec
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post links if you find any good fanfics please! &lt;3
<p>this is the only good neibolt! reddie fic i found so far <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13215879/chapters/30230613">https://archiveofourown.org/works/13215879/chapters/30230613</a> and it’s by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mPIFbmYXdhlpSAsh4SFzoxw">@acefusti138</a>. i was so confused about it at first but now i think about it almost everyday! warning it is extremely nsfw and gory and just … a lil disturbing but yeah! it’s wonderful and i loved it!</p>
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any REALLY GOOD bottom richie fics?
<p>i’ve got a few up my sleeve.</p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14529918">only love could ever hit this hard. </a> </b>by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mFN96Zdanvo0IYNCfCtMtug">@reddieforlove</a></p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14092569">Bath Bomb</a>. </b>by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mQ4FIKi8LmeZbYccPwm5dyg">@clavarioid</a> </p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/12646452/chapters/28819131">Richie Asks For Help. </a></b>by <a href="https://tmblr.co/miI8nJWXhXwjVcJ8urqaf8Q">@reddie-to-go</a></p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13536243">And I Need You In My Life.</a></b> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mRyK8qm6-luqvjeq3V8ULdA">@reddiepop</a></p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14371149/chapters/33178107">I Fall Apart (down to my core)</a></b> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mjbn-PQ4hKr8UUH2EyH2E_Q">@eds-kas</a></p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14505387">All Mine, All For Me</a></b> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mioWjJNP7ApDsDT7huIiu-g">@angel-infection</a></p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14449932">745 </a></b>by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mZ1WumW5UKLN0jWYWQQNm2A">@itchytoaster</a></p><p>there’s much, much more out there - so feel free to add yours if you’ve written it! </p><p>the more bottom richie the better. </p>
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tbh if richie and eddie were a M/F pairing you can bet your ass that richie teasing eddie and kissing his cheeks will not be seen as platonic. people will actually think that there is something between them but since they&rsquo;re guys they&rsquo;re just &ldquo;best bros&rdquo; 🤧
<p>its just the tea. like can u imagine if eddies last words (”you know i…”) had been directed towards a girl. can u imagine how many ppl would be like, without a second thought, “he was gonna tell her he loved her!!!! he was gonna say you know i love you!! ugh they had such a tragic romance!!” like can u IMAGINE </p>
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You want more? You got more. Picture this. Richie is on his back, hands above his heads but not tied up. Eddie told him to keep them there and he&#039;ll always obey. Eddie is on top of him, not on his dick but rubbing all over it nice and slow. Richie has already fallen apart under him. He&#039;s begging and whimpering, &quot;Please Eddie let me fuck you please I&#039;ll be so good to you I&#039;ll give it to you just how you like it let me make you feel good&quot; and Eddie just keeps grinding until slams down on Richie
<p>god damn, someone get this girl an award. you got me all feelin some typa way. </p><p>everyone better fucking read this &amp; give her the attention for writing something so beautiful. </p><p>can i hire you just to send me HC’s from now on? </p>
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Reddie getting it ON in a movie theater during a boring part
<p>Richie has the tendency to turn into a word class annoyance when he’s bored. Movies are no different. He fidgets and <strike>poorly</strike> whispers and just generally drives Eddie up the damn wall. They always sit in the back. Eddie’s attempt to limit how many people give them dirty looks when Richie gets a little too bored. He sees it as a strategy. Richie sees an opportunity.</p>
<p>They’re seeing a typical action movie with big explosions and predictable gunfights. Richie is getting antsy and Eddie can tell. No amount of popcorn he shoves at him is helping and soon enough, Richie is leaning over. Assuming that he wants to whisper in his ear, Eddie braces himself for some ridiculous commentary but then Richie’s hand is warm on his thigh as he presses a kiss to the sensitive spot just behind his ear.</p>
<p>“What are you doing?” Eddie says, the words coming out with less heat that he intended.<br/></p>
<p>Richie simply hums and nibbles at his earlobe, trailing his fingers along Eddie’s inner thigh, relishing in the catch of breath he hears even with the movie going on in the background. Eddie tries to will himself to push Richie away and remind him that they are most definitely in public. But then Richie is turning his chin with a gentle hand and kissing him, slow and deep, stoking a fire in his blood.</p> <p><a href="https://reddieforlove.tumblr.com/post/175933662723/reddie-getting-it-on-in-a-movie-theater-during-a" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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i know you&rsquo;ve written something for Eddie in lingerie but i just love that concept so much it&rsquo;s just so... fjdjjdjd goo d oof it&rsquo;s so sensual and hot and richie just thinks his boy is so beautiful/ hot... he loves the way eddie looks always but he&rsquo;s such a sucker for lingerie and he&rsquo;s like putty in Eddie&rsquo;s hands when he brings it out
<p>Okay so for real Eddie loves pampering himself. With his limo service company flourishing and Richie as a main cast member on SNL, they have a pretty nice apartment on the Upper West Side in Manhattan. Other than their bedroom, Eddie’s favorite room in the whole place is the bathroom. With the beautiful marble counters and incredibly large tub that he could soak in for hours if the water didn’t get cool.</p>
<p>He loves filling the water with scented oils staying in it until his fingers just start to prune, music floating through the air from the speaker on the counter and drowning out the sounds of the city. He drains the tub after a while, sitting on the edge of the tub and rubbing lotion into his skin before disappearing into his closet. He knows that Richie will be home soon and since he rarely gets home before dark, Eddie intends to take full advantage of it.</p>
<p>By the time Richie gets home, Eddie’s lounging on their bed with a glass of wine, reading a book with his legs crossed at the ankle. He hears Richie come through the door, loud as always with a call of “honey I’m home!” Eddie smiles just a little and keeps reading through his book. Richie moves around, dropping his backpack and leaving his shoes in the living room before wandering down the hall.</p>
<p>As soon as he walks through the bedroom door to the sight of Eddie on the bed, he just lets out a cross between a sigh and a moan and almost sinks to the floor right there. Because Eddie is sitting on their bed with a black silk robe tied loosely around his waist, falling open to reveal his tan chest and riding high on those thighs that Richie loves so goddamn much.</p> <p><a href="https://reddieforlove.tumblr.com/post/175930257063/i-know-youve-written-something-for-eddie-in" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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u ever just think about how,, the losers pretend that richie&#039;s jokes are so dumb and they&#039;re like &quot;i hate u&quot; or &quot;beep beep richie&quot; but like they rly do find his jokes and his voices super funny bc he always knows what makes who laugh and which voice is who&#039;s favorite and it&#039;s refreshing and it always cheers them up and their super fond and proud of their hilarious boi and they love him and his antics with all their heart and they never let him actually feel like he&#039;s not funny or listened to
<figure data-orig-width="400" data-orig-height="400" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/d66e5d20834f3877808400ab199393c4/tumblr_inline_pbqh10RQUz1s1ve28_540.jpg" alt="image" data-orig-width="400" data-orig-height="400"/></figure><p>┏┓ <br/>┃┃╱╲ In this <br/>┃╱╱╲╲ house <br/>╱╱╭╮╲╲ we love <br/>▔▏┗┛▕▔ &amp; appreciate <br/>╱▔▔▔▔▔▔▔▔▔▔╲ <br/>Richie’s <strike>dumb</strike> jokes<br/>╱╱┏┳┓╭╮┏┳┓ ╲╲ <br/>▔▏┗┻┛┃┃┗┻┛▕▔<br/></p>
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whast ur thoughts on mike being a druggie
<p>I’m 90% sure this idea was scrapped but (sighs) lemme speak,</p><p>it makes sense in the book because that’s how mike and the other losers find out how to defeat It but since they decided to just take away EVERYTHING about Mike’s character in the movie to make some stupid new kids on the block reference, it doesn’t make any damn sense. It just dwindles Mike’s character all the more so no one in the audience really sees who Mike really is. His character is so detailed, so crucial, so important to the book as a whole. Without Mike, there wouldn’t even be a chapter two. Mike is the glue of the group, the foundation. He stayed. He learned. He sacrificed. </p><p>Why? Not just for his friends, but for his town: where he was bullied for the color of his skin. In a town where white supremacists targeted not just him, but his entire family. Mike had the choice to leave, but he stayed. And in the movie, all of that: his character, his Christian background, his family legacy, his rivalry with Bowers, his extensive knowledge of the town (just to name a few), are ERASED. </p><p>Mike being a druggie would be the final nail in the coffin. </p>
Tags: 

Post id: 175869607058
Date: Sat, 14 Jul 2018 00:00:01
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/175869607058/sigh-it-just-rlly-sucks-that-ppl-are-so-close
Slug: sigh-it-just-rlly-sucks-that-ppl-are-so-close
Reblog key: fDV5zRmm
Reblog url: https://onlyreddie-deactivated20191226.tumblr.com/post/175866370844/sigh-it-just-rlly-sucks-that-ppl-are-so-close
Reblog name: onlyreddie-deactivated20191226
sigh it just rlly sucks that ppl are so close minded about that. All of the comments on the post r &ldquo;thank you for saying this ppl in movies and tv can&rsquo;t be just friends now a days!!&rdquo; I don&rsquo;t think any one has analyzed the novel here come on nensjsjsjs another one: &ldquo;they picked on each other so much bc they were BFFs&rdquo; I&rsquo;m done we&rsquo;re done here
<p>gay ship: exists</p><p>straight ppl: omg why cant ppl just be friends these days !!!!! what abt a FRIENDSHIP between two boys or two girls !!!! we Need that representation bc i was Harassed Once for being FRIENDS with someone of the same gender while walking down the street !!!!!! friendphobia exists !!!!!!!! thank u for being brave and discrediting this gay ship for us with no evidence and fighting BACK against the greedy gays !!!!!!</p>
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do you have any advice for beginning writers?
<p>i’ve listed some advice <a href="http://finnwolfhard.tumblr.com/post/174199024796/ive-been-having-some-trouble-basically-i-get-so">here</a> + <a href="http://finnwolfhard.tumblr.com/post/173962588421/hey-stell-can-i-ask-for-some-advice-how-do-you">here</a>, but in simpler terms, <b>just write</b></p>
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before the beginning!
<p>before the beginning: something that happened before my current plot. I’m gonna switch it up and give you something that happened before Cherry Wine.</p>

<p>Eddie shoves Richie which probably isn’t called for considering he’s intoxicated. He bumps into the wall and shoots Eddie a dirty look.</p>

<p>“You’re hurting me, Richie! Can’t you see that?!” Eddie says desperately.</p>

<p>Richie just frowns at him.</p>

<p>Eddie laughs bitterly. “God, you’re probably too high to even understand a word I’m saying, aren’t you?”</p>
Tags: sign me up, i loved awtew and i know i’ll love this too!, even if it breaks my heart, i cry, reddie
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I definitely can see Richie putting his thumb on Eddie&#039;s bottom lip and pulling it down while they&#039;re teasing each other and Eddie moans out &quot;daddy&quot; while he does and it Richie just fucking loses it
<p><b>nsfw warning</b></p>
<p>Imagine Richie has Eddie straddling his lap on their couch, completely naked and his hands tied behind his back in a silk scarf. And he’s desperate for friction and wiggling a little bit, a cock ring settled around the base of his cock to make sure that he can’t come until Richie wants him to. And <i>plot twist</i> Richie is fully clothed and loving how desperate Eddie is, stroking over his ribs and flicking at his nipples to make him whine.</p>
<p>And Richie leans in, tilting his chin up and kissing along the column of his throat, nipping at his collarbone and licking over the hollow of his throat, making his breaths coming out in short, quick bursts as Eddie rocks his hips and tugs a little at the scarf, wishing more than anything that he could bury his fingers in Richie’s hair and grind against his thigh to get himself off.</p> <p><a href="https://reddieforlove.tumblr.com/post/175926142968/i-definitely-can-see-richie-putting-his-thumb-on" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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&ldquo;i love seeing you all wet/hard&rdquo; and &ldquo;are you shy&rdquo; from the nsfw dom prompts, reddie pls! 💖
<p>thanks for the prompt/request!! sorry it took a lil while lol. also this got so much kinkier than i meant for it to be lmao </p>
<p>

(prompt from <a href="https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/175627997902/nsfw-dominant-starters">this list</a>)

<br/></p>
<p>this is a dom!top richie daddy kink fic bc it’s been a minute since i’ve written or read one of those lol</p>
<p><b>words:</b> 3,518</p>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15281532">read on ao3</a> or below!! </p>
<p><b>nsfw</b> below the cut (and a little bit above it lol)</p>
<p>Richie loved the state fair; the
ever-present smell of popcorn and funnel cake, the lights, the rides. He loved
it all. But mostly he loved the fair because Eddie loved the fair. The losers
went every year, and Richie never tired of watching Eddie and Bev’s heated yearly
competitions at the booth games. He even loved failing to get Eddie a giant
teddy bear alongside Ben and Mike, who made him look even worse as they won
decent-sized stuffed animals for Bev and Stan. He loved that Eddie won him a
stuffed animal after all of Richie’s failed attempts. He loved the view of the
fair from the top of the Ferris wheel, and he loved all the pictures they all
took together (especially when he got to take pictures with the goats at the
petting zoo).</p>
<p>However, while all of that was
amazing, Richie’s <i>favorite</i> part of the
fair was the candy apples. Not because he liked them, but because Eddie did. And
Eddie knew that Richie loved that Eddie loved candy apples. Which Richie <i>loved</i>, because it meant Eddie looked up
at Richie through his eyelashes while licking at the candy coating. It was very
exaggerated, and maybe a bit cheesy, but neither Richie nor his dick cared. It
wasn’t exactly appreciated by the other losers, but at twenty-three and after
six years of dating Eddie and Richie were far past caring about that.</p>
<p>Richie was delighted to see that
Eddie seemed intent on continuing the tradition this year as he ordered a candy
apple to eat as they walked around. Richie watched him intently as his tongue
poked out and swiped over the shiny, red candy shell. Richie licked his lips
hungrily as Eddie repeated the action, looking up at him coyly. Richie set a
hand on Eddie’s hips, the two of them dropping back from their friends for a
moment. “How’s it taste, baby?” Richie murmured lowly. Eddie smiled sweetly up
at his boyfriend, fluttering his eyelashes.</p>
<p>“Not as good as you, daddy.”</p> <p><a href="https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/175864389717/i-love-seeing-you-all-wethard-and-are-you-shy" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: goddammit this is sexy, cami gives great smut, and all writing in general, reddie, fic rec
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<ul><li>The Losers say ‘I love you’ to each other a lot<br/></li><li>because they genuinely mean it</li><li>but the phrase itself is different for each of them</li><li>Beverly rarely says it</li><li>not because its taboo, but because she never genuinely felt that feeling until she became friends with the other losers</li><li>and she realized what it meant</li><li>whenever its said by her, it’s meaningful. it usually takes a few moments for the person listening to comprehend it</li><li>Richie says it the most</li><li>as a child full of joy and laughter, he found the light in most things</li><li>sure, it was usually just ‘man I love you’ or, ‘i love you sonsa’ bitches’</li><li>but he said it, nonetheless</li><li>and sometimes, when all the losers sat silently on their backs watching the stars at the quarry</li><li>Richie would just smile, murmuring ‘I love you guys so much’</li><li>and the rest of them would say it back, knowing that the affection Richie had was genuine for them all</li><li>Mike is a lot like Richie in that way too</li><li>He felt love radiate from all things, great and small</li><li>Mike wasn’t one to shy away from the things he enjoyed, or whatever he adored.</li><li>He loved a lot of things: his family, the farm, his pets, and of course, his friends</li><li>he’d say how much he loved the sunrise or summer or the way ice cream tasted after a fun day at the quarry</li><li>Mike always professed his adoration for all things</li><li>“No one’s a mind reader, you gotta tell them how you feel.” And Mike always did as he preached<br/></li><li>and he always told his friends how much he loved them</li><li>Ben would write it mostly</li><li>he has journals detailing his summers with his best friends</li><li>writing poetry about how much he loves every single one of them</li><li>he doesn’t say it much out loud though, and usually, it’s to Beverly</li><li>its a romantic thing to him, but his actions still display his love</li><li>Stan wasn’t really one to talk about his affection</li><li>it was too, through gestures, witty jokes, bubbling laughs and wide smiles</li><li>but he would still tell them</li><li>like when Stan would get a scrape on his knee and Eddie patched him up</li><li>or if Stan got too tired, Mike would give him a piggyback ride</li><li>or if Richie didn’t bring enough cash to get something to eat, Stan would spot him</li><li>it was never vocal with Stanley either</li><li>Eddie used to say ‘I love you’ as a lie, it was a scapegoat, tossed around to get his mother off his back</li><li>so the words would leave his lips with a sour taste, acidic like his aspirator</li><li>but when he found company in people he genuinely loved, the words became different</li><li>instead of an eye roll, he would say it with a smile, rosy cheeks, and giggles</li><li>it was soft at first, still uncomfortable and awkward</li><li>but time went on, and Eddie became relaxed with the idea of love</li><li>because it wasn’t just romantic, it was platonic. it could come from anyone, and anywhere</li><li>and Eddie not just accepted it, but embraced it, forgetting about how the phrase was just another white lie</li><li>and instead, it became a phrase he associated with home</li><li>Bill used to tell Georgie he loved him</li><li>and Georgie, being a younger brother would just giggle and say ‘that’s gross!’</li><li>even now, Bill still wishes he said it more often</li><li>so he didn’t spare any word from his friends</li><li>Bill would always tell his friends how much they meant to him, why they were so important</li><li>if someone felt out of place or upset, Bill was there with words of encouragement and soft smiles</li><li>his artwork also painted his affection</li><li>he’d draw Beverly in orange, Ben in pink, Mike in yellow, Eddie in red, Richie in purple, and Stanley in blue</li><li>he rarely showed his art to them, but when he did, the other Losers loved it, because it was a public display of his love for the people that were closest to him. </li></ul><p><i>(from my ‘send an emoji and I’ll give you a headcanon with a character that the emoji reminds me of) I’m slowly finishing the last of these but please don’t send me anymore I am terribly swamped. I’ll open it back up in the future, though!</i></p>
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reddie. quarry.
<p>I’m not too sure this is good but I hope you like some good high school fluffy/angsty reddie.</p>
<hr><p>Richie knew that he wasn’t alone. He could feel the weight of eyes on his back as he sat there, one leg dangling over the cliff and a cigarette pinched between two fingers with his thumb rubbing absentmindedly over the filter. As he heard the crunch of gravel beneath feet, Richie kept his eyes tilted down towards the glittering water below. Water that he’d jump into without hesitation more times than he could count.</p>
<p>His tongue darted out, wetting his lips as the other boy sat beside him. It wasn’t easy to make out much in the darkness, with only the moon for light, but Richie didn’t even have to look to know that it was Eddie. He saw him shiver out of the corner of his eye and stuck the cigarette between his lips before tugging his jacket off of his shoulders.</p>
<p>Eddie let out a protesting noise but Richie handed it over anyway, glancing over at him in time to see the indecision play across his face before he took the jacket and slipped his arms into the sleeves. It was too big on Richie already so Eddie didn’t have a chance. It swallowed him up and made him look even cuter than usual. Despite his dark mood, Richie couldn’t help the smile that tugged at his lips.</p> <p><a href="https://reddieforlove.tumblr.com/post/175898723668/reddie-quarry" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: soft, i love, these boys are so cute, first kiss, reddie, fic rec, comfort is what reddie needs and i adore the cuddle fluff
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l i s t e n okay richie can and will stare at eddie for fuckin H O U R S. like whenever they fall asleep together and he wakes up he&#039;ll usually figit and shit but then he&#039;ll just start,,, staring at eddie and eddie will wake up amd be like &quot;the fuck r u doin&quot; and richies just like &quot;staring at ur fuckin beautiful face&quot; and eddie will get all embarrassed and be like &quot;shut the fuck up&quot; and go under the covers and F U C K
<p>hhhhhhnn the only time richie <i>couldnt</i> look at eddie was when they were making out on his bed for the first time one night and richie gently pushed eddie onto his back. planting one hand by eddies head, the other on eddies waist. eddies shirt having ridden up so richies palm burned on eddies bare skin. and they kept kissing. until they were panting. and richie finally pulled away. and he could see eddies flushed face, wide eyes, slightly parted lips, beneath him. just looking so bright and content and breathless. a little coy as he gave richie a smile with red, kissed lips. and like, its the perfect opportunity to stare, and the perfect thing to stare <i>at, </i>but richie was so fucking overwhelmed in that moment that he literally couldnt handle looking at eddie anymore, closed his eyes and groaned ‘fuck’ before burying his face in eddies neck. and once eddie found out why richie did that, he never let him live it down fhjdfds</p>
Tags: reddie, hc

Post id: 175792152688
Date: Wed, 11 Jul 2018 17:58:42
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/175792152688/eddie-you-need-to-tell-me-where-you-get-your
Slug: eddie-you-need-to-tell-me-where-you-get-your
Reblog key: vmn9TokC
Reblog url: https://edwardkaspbraks.tumblr.com/post/175790878380/eddie-you-need-to-tell-me-where-you-get-your
Reblog name: edwardkaspbraks
Eddie you nEeD to tell me where you get your clothes from because I LOVE your style
<figure data-orig-width="550" data-orig-height="112" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/a7579c8ab1c1f196844034c522ba5e71/tumblr_inline_pakocwSA2n1vulr2e_540.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="550" data-orig-height="112"/></figure><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="500" data-orig-width="500"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/a60048cbd4aef6ff07d0fb9b2988123c/tumblr_inline_pamwc9TmyL1vulr2e_540.png" data-orig-height="500" data-orig-width="500"/></figure><p>Honestly…Richie and Bev get me a lot of my clothes. I’m broke af so I don’t shop.</p><p style="">-Eddie</p>
Tags: hc, fantastic fanart

Post id: 175787400773
Date: Wed, 11 Jul 2018 15:13:19
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/175787400773/do-you-know-any-good-tumblrs-that-write-it-ships
Slug: do-you-know-any-good-tumblrs-that-write-it-ships
Reblog key: zVLRdatd
Reblog url: https://onlyreddie-deactivated20191226.tumblr.com/post/175782661374/do-you-know-any-good-tumblrs-that-write-it-ships
Reblog name: onlyreddie-deactivated20191226
do you know any good tumblrs that write it ships smut?
<p>Sure! There a tons of us trying to give y’all some smut and still writing (or attempting to write, because my writer’s block is being a little bitch right now. 11 WIPs!!!) but let’s get to those recs!</p><p>Here are a couple of people whom I love for you to check out!</p><p><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mWnlcLEBwcs3dQYY_5VI6EQ">@happytozier</a></p><p><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m_AIO55DJRdkgR-u_LjFA4Q">@onlyreddie</a></p><p><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mafOzdGfiJOWBc5THnuWhOA">@anxiousbich</a></p><p><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mt3xD6wLRW1ZDyDLlv0QTVQ">@notsugarandspice</a></p><p><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mU7_EWOhIcB7mjfitje5JSQ">@richiefuckfacetozier</a> </p><p><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mFN96Zdanvo0IYNCfCtMtug">@reddieforlove</a> </p><p><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/md8-wcTvT-vOQKqg3KrM18w">@reddies-spaghetti</a></p><p><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/msqm12wpbqEmk5CoZD1c6EA">@speakslow</a></p><p><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mPiEA7n1R1CH3zFlOdVnpFw">@didsw</a></p><p><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mj5Ac5_3T63JvNTGyQ_uOfg">@stellarbisexual</a></p><p><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A">@tinyarmedtrex</a></p><p><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mRyK8qm6-luqvjeq3V8ULdA">@reddiepop</a></p><p><a>@askpolylosersclub</a>​ (The account is not active now, but when it was they posted some bomb ass smut. They have a tag on the top of the blog that you can find links to the fics, I believe.)<br/></p><p>Also, “reddiebitch” and “mischeifmanager” on Ao3.</p>
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Stanlon
<p>Soooo I wrote this, like, two days ago and then totally forgot to post it. So sorry!</p>
<p>Based on Camila Cabello’s <a href="https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=BQ0mxQXmLsk">Havana</a>. (I can’t stand this song and wanted to pick another but my wife said she would publicly roast me if I did, so.)</p>
<p><i>Send me a pairing and I’ll write you a ten sentence story based on a song.</i></p>
<hr><p><a href="http://oldspicehanlon.tumblr.com/post/175751011464/stanlon" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: fic rec
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A Bev &amp; Richie headcanon where they run away and comfort each other when Derry becomes too much for them? I&#039;m being vague on purpose because I want you to work your writing magic :)
<p><a href="https://happytozier.tumblr.com/post/175728043421/a-bev-richie-headcanon-where-they-run-away-and" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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so richie and eddie are on a drive to the quarry bc it&rsquo;s hot (way too hot) and gross and eddie is already annoyed (but in a cute way) bc wtf it was just cold last week?? anyways they stop at the convenient store or whatever to get drinks and eddie stays in the air conditioned car bc &ldquo;richie if I step one foot out of this vehicle before we&rsquo;re at the quarry I will melt and you&rsquo;ll be responsible.&rdquo; when richie comes back he hands eddie his drink but also a box of tic tacs?? (Part 1)
<p>and eddie is confused bc he didn’t ask for that but he loves tic tacs bc he’s a little weirdo. but then he’s even more confused??? bc richie is apologizing and eddies like “wait what?” and richie just repeats himself slightly embarrassed like “sorry they’re the green ones eds I know you usually eat the orange ones” and eddie is like ?!?!? (Part 2)</p>

<p>bc EDDIE didn’t even know he usually only got the orange ones and “richie you know they’re all basically the same right?” it only forced him to think to himself “dear god why is richie like this” (but secretly he’s super endeared and happy bc yes richie is actually like this) (Part 3)</p>

<p>💖</p>
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Oof Richie just spooning Eddie as he rants about something that pissed him off that morning and he&rsquo;s getting so heated, so Richie just turns his head and blows a raspberry into Eddie&rsquo;s neck just to hear him break and laugh. Richie loves Eddie&rsquo;s laugh. It&rsquo;s canon.
<p>‘Richie! I was talking!’ <br/>
‘I know bubba but let’s just make out for now instead, you can rant about our gas bill later’</p>
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Reblog url: https://toziertrashmouth.tumblr.com/post/175760864179/everyone-thinks-richie-slaps-eddies-ass-a-lot-and
Reblog name: toziertrashmouth
Everyone thinks Richie slaps eddies ass a lot, and he does, but mostly it&rsquo;s to get back at Eddie for slapping richie&rsquo;s ass first. They have little slap fights from time to time. (Not too hard. They could never)
<p>Eddie would slap Richie’s ass whenever he gets the chance and Richie would waggle his eyebrows at him and chase him round the house to try and get him back</p>
Tags: 

Post id: 175778668258
Date: Wed, 11 Jul 2018 09:24:16
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/175778668258/what-do-dot-and-dante-look-like
Slug: what-do-dot-and-dante-look-like
Reblog key: wqUGOoft
Reblog url: https://finnwolfhard.tumblr.com/post/174255808421/what-do-dot-and-dante-look-like
Reblog name: finnwolfhard
What do Dot and Dante look like?
<p>aahhh i hav ref photos for dot from prev commissions &amp; i’ll describe dante hehe</p> <p><a href="http://finnwolfhard.tumblr.com/post/174255808421/what-do-dot-and-dante-look-like" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Post id: 175778511933
Date: Wed, 11 Jul 2018 09:17:06
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/175778511933/hii-i-would-love-to-see-what-you-do-with-dont
Slug: hii-i-would-love-to-see-what-you-do-with-dont
Reblog key: cb0TjTN1
Reblog url: https://oldguybones.tumblr.com/post/175769011650/hii-i-would-love-to-see-what-you-do-with-dont
Reblog name: oldguybones
Hii, I would love to see what you do with &quot;don&#039;t cover your mouth; I wanna hear you&quot; with stanlon
<p>thank you so much for the request!! sorry it took a few days, but thanks for the patience lol. okay so this was my first time writing stanlon smut and I had a lot of fun doing so, so thanks again for requesting it!! also, we’re a dom!bottom stan household so I hope that’s cool w you lol</p>
<p>(request from <a href="https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/175627997902/nsfw-dominant-starters">this prompt list</a>)</p>
<p><b>words:</b> 2,347</p>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15247656">read on ao3</a> or below!!</p>
<p><b>nsfw</b> below the cut</p> <p><a href="https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/175767580302/hii-i-would-love-to-see-what-you-do-with-dont" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: cami writes so perfect augh, NICE, stanlon reblog, fic rec
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Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/175778411333/richie-acts-like-such-a-horny-boy-but-he-can-make
Slug: richie-acts-like-such-a-horny-boy-but-he-can-make
Reblog key: x9v3nK2Y
Reblog url: https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/175769480782/richie-acts-like-such-a-horny-boy-but-he-can-make
Reblog name: wonderwheelzier
Richie acts like such a horny boy, but he can make out with Eddie for hours and not even pop a boner bc he just likes Eddie being close to him.
<p>I feel like Eddie is honestly more likely to initiate sexual situations because Richie could honestly just kiss him and look into his eyes and touch his skin for days on end without even considering sex because he’s just like ‘wow, this beautiful man wants to be with me’</p>
Tags: 
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Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/175778403503/omg-omg-imagine-frank-as-the-best-grandpa-ever-and
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Reblog key: EiZyffEr
Reblog url: https://reddies-spaghetti.tumblr.com/post/175770914968/omg-omg-imagine-frank-as-the-best-grandpa-ever-and
Reblog name: reddies-spaghetti
omg omg imagine frank as the best grandpa ever and just spoils his little granddaughter so much. like he babysits her all the time, and he takes her to like record stores, and she develops a really good taste in music. and also all the other losers love frank too and sometimes he hangs out with them when he&#039;s staying over at eddie and richie&#039;s and all the losers try to make everything perfect for his stay
<p>omg. young parents richie and eddie turning up at franks front door to drop their baby off. their daughters in eddies tired arms, richie is weighed down by all her baby bags. both of them looked haggard, heavy eyes bruised with purple rings, richie hair is wild and knotted and hasnt touched a brush in like two months, eddie is falling asleep on his feet, his body on autopilot as he bounces the baby on his hip. frank almost laughs at the sight when he opens the door. </p><p>“go and get some rest boys, i’ll be fine w this little one,” frank says, taking the baby from eddies arms. <br/></p><p>“thanks dad,” eddie sighs, almost tipping over from the sudden shift of weight, now that hes no longer carrying their daughter. he catches himself by grabbing richies arm, and then tiredly his forehead on richies shoulder. richie gives frank a thankful smile as he hands over the bags and then guides eddie back to the car. <br/></p><p>frank looks out his lounge room window about ten minutes later only to see that eddies car is still parked on the street. with richie and eddie curled up together, fast asleep in the passenger seat. </p>
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Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/175778132018/hi-for-reddie-o-course-could-you-maybe-write-a
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Reblog key: 51KyWJaz
Reblog url: https://onlyreddie-deactivated20191226.tumblr.com/post/175413182829/hi-for-reddie-o-course-could-you-maybe-write-a
Reblog name: onlyreddie-deactivated20191226
hi! for reddie (o course) could you maybe write a one shot with &quot;what did you call me?&quot; and &quot;no, I liked it&quot; blease no angst i beg you
<p>Hi so this turned into a big monster and i am sorry<b><br/></b></p>
<p>There is a HINT of angst but i promise it is necessary and not bad!! Promise!!</p>
<p>I know this probably wasn’t what you had in mind but I hope you find enjoyment anyhow!</p>
<p>ps: this is my first smut piece so please be nice to me ok</p>
<p><b>Word count: 4,262</b></p>
<p><b>Warnings: nsfw, sex with feelings, light bdsm, daddy kink, subtop!richie, dombottom!eddie, overall filthiness </b></p> <p><a href="https://reddieloserz.tumblr.com/post/175397931262/hi-for-reddie-o-course-could-you-maybe-write-a" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: fic rec
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eddie sticks his tongue out when he&#039;s r e a l l y concentrated on something and richie fuckin. D I E S
<p>he scrunches up his nose and his tongue pokes out from between his lips while hes studying and richie always interrupts him by getting all whiny like “eddie i need a kiss :(” “pls can i have a lil smooch” bc his bf is so <i>cute</i> he needs attention from him </p>
Tags: 
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fuck yes please more top!eddie
<p>Okay so I know this wasn’t a prompt but if you ask I shall receive.</p>
<p>This is loosely based on <a href="https://eds-kas.tumblr.com/post/175684474550/richies-likes-to-get-eddie-really-riled-up-so">this</a> ask, but mostly it’s a part 2 of my <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14371149">bottom!richie fic. </a>I guess you don’t have to read that one before you read this, but I recommend you do!<a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14371149"><br/></a></p>
<p>NSFW ahead!</p>
<p>———<br/></p>
<p>Richie is a dick.</p>
<p>Like, he knows he is.</p>
<p>He knows it and he uses it to its full potential. He uses it to get what he wants, he uses it to get people to shut up and he uses it for the simple fact that it’s <i>fun</i>.</p>
<p>Most importantly though, he uses it to get on Eddie’s nerves. His favorite thing is to be the biggest dick he possibly can to see Eddie’s cheeks grow red in frustration, to see his fists clenching, to see his mouth turn to a thin line.</p>
<p>Don’t get him wrong, Richie loves Eddie more than he loves life itself, but being a dick to Eddie is his specialty. What would he even be without the endless bickering they have each and every day? Who would he be if he didn’t say something stupid at least ten times a day? Where would he be if Eddie didn’t call him a dick all the time? Richie doesn’t even want to know, because he’s happy where he is, because he’s with Eddie and that’s really everything he needs.</p> <p><a href="https://eds-kas.tumblr.com/post/175725532485/fuck-yes-please-more-topeddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: fic rec
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Reblog name: edsbev
Richie was a comedian. He wasn&rsquo;t there to make you cry or freak out because of the problems in the world. He was simply there to make you laugh. The only time that he could open up would be at his own expense. It was quite literally his job. And he did it well. It made him happy. It felt good to laugh. But sometimes, he felt so hollow that he couldn&rsquo;t laugh with them. Richie was a comedian. He wasn&rsquo;t there to make others cry or freak out, but he did in private.
<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="245" data-orig-width="500"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/13210df3f1ba109ff912febe802ddf10/tumblr_inline_pbkumh1YFt1r5adnj_540.png" data-orig-height="245" data-orig-width="500"/></figure>
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Reblog url: https://happytreasure.tumblr.com/post/175854326243/hc-about-bottomrichie-its-an-underrated
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hc about bottom!richie? It&#039;s an underrated concept.
<p>okay i used to be a bottom!eddie supremacist but i’ve slowly begun stanning top!eddie so here u go!</p> <p><a href="http://happytreasure.tumblr.com/post/175854326243/hc-about-bottomrichie-its-an-underrated" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reddie, hc
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Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/175848988593/whats-the-beat-reddie-smut-youve-read
Slug: whats-the-beat-reddie-smut-youve-read
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What&rsquo;s the beat reddie smut you&rsquo;ve read
<p>these are my favs on ao3, I’ll even link them</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14326011">fellas, is it gay to jack a bro off?</a> – by <a>@didsw</a>​<br/>amazing amazing UHMAZING. I’m literally going to reread this right before bed because this story has me so damn fucked up I can’t even comprehend how much I love it.</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14204499?view_adult=true">shaking me right to the core</a> – by <a>@reddieforlove</a>​<br/>one of the first fics I read when I got into the fandom and it really drove me toward the desire to actually write for this fandom. so so good, please have a good read.</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14310525/chapters/33018639">How To Make A Short, Angry, Low-key-Freaky Boy Fall In Love With Richie Tozier</a> – by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mSqhWRgGXPAisEWmLkC3z_Q">@spaghedwards</a><br/>fuck you if you don’t read this. it’s so fucking good that I can’t even tell you how good. like, nothing rivals this fucking piece.</p><p>another fav by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mSqhWRgGXPAisEWmLkC3z_Q">@spaghedwards</a> is <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13770675/chapters/31650090">Google, why does it feel good when it hurts?</a> like, I gasped reading it. it’s so good and if you don’t read it? well, again, fuck you. not to be that asshole but it needs to be appreciated by the masses.</p>
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write me a smut m&rsquo;lady :) established relationship, one of them has just come back from a work trip and they missed each other awww
<p>AH the Eds to my Richie, my Keds, this is for you &lt;3 Soft, loving sex coming your way, BITCH! Also I’ve been dying to write red-haired, clumsy Richie and this was the perfect opportunity. I love YOU.<br/></p>
<h2><b>[Fill Me With Fire]</b></h2>
<p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15271602">~AO3 LINK~</a></b></p>
<p><b>Summary: <b>Eddie Kaspbrak left for four months on an abroad program through his university to go to Sweden for veterinary studies. Richie planned on making his boyfriend the perfect meal, but needless to say, it’s a disaster. But, Eddie couldn’t care less and is just happy to be back with his dumb boy. They have the needy sex they had been fantasizing about the moment Eddie left.</b></b></p>
<p><b><b>Rating: Explicit</b></b></p>
<p><b><b>Words: 3,415</b></b></p>
<p><b><b>NSFW UNDER THE CUT</b></b></p> <p><a href="https://hypnoidvoid.tumblr.com/post/175835942316/write-me-a-smut-mlady-established" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: perfect, it’s good smut but so sweet, i love
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Reblog url: https://thegreatwhiteferret.tumblr.com/post/175848143656/all-guys-should-take-it-up-the-ass-just-to-see-how
Reblog name: thegreatwhiteferret
all guys should take it up the ass just to see how it feels bc you&#039;ve got a prostate aka feel good area for some fuckin reason
<p>- richie at a family dinner</p>
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Reblog url: https://richiefuckfacetozier.tumblr.com/post/175828636661/eddie-would-you-dress-as-spider-man-for-halloween
Reblog name: richiefuckfacetozier
eddie would you dress as spider man for halloween this year? i bet you&rsquo;d look super cute. bonus points if richie dress up as deadpool.
<figure data-orig-width="500" data-orig-height="500" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/f000aa78ffa7dc7e116fbc706c017ce1/tumblr_inline_pbs0hrI9Fh1w2kar8_540.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="500" data-orig-height="500"/></figure><p>Yes! Richie supports this idea too!</p><p>-Eddie</p>
Tags: 

Post id: 175815566993
Date: Thu, 12 Jul 2018 11:00:15
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/175815566993/from-the-au-list-i-had-a-party-last-night-and-you
Slug: from-the-au-list-i-had-a-party-last-night-and-you
Reblog key: jyDwbaHk
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From the AU list &ldquo;I had a party last night and you woke up on my couch this morning and idk who you are&rdquo; AU :)
<p>Most people would think having the life of the party as a roommate would grow old fast. The endless parties, the nonstop drinking and occasional smoking. When those things happened at least a few times a week, most people would get annoyed and refuse to live under such conditions. But not Eddie. He absolutely adored the fact that Beverly hosted multiple parties at their place each week. Not only was he able to participate in any and all activities if he wanted, but he also wasn’t responsible for the clean up (though, there were plenty of times he helped regardless). </p>

<p>And sometimes, in the morning as he headed off to class, he would be sent off with a chorus of weak “Have a good day,” and “You look great today,” from the leftover party-goers who had passed out in various places around their house. He always met and interacted with a lot of interesting people during these parties. </p>

<p>So it was no surprise to him when he walked out into the living room, book bag slung over his shoulder, and found an unconscious body awkwardly draped over their couch. He was entirely too tall for the small couch, one leg propped up on the arm rest while the other dangled off the edge.</p>

<p>Eddie was halfway to the door, trying to sneak as quietly as possible, when the stranger woke, with a violent startle. The sound took Eddie by surprise, nearly making him jump out of his skin.</p>

<p>“Holy shit!” he exclaimed loudly. “You scared the hell out of me!”</p>

<p>The dark haired man groaned as he not-so-gracefully sat up, cradling his head in his hands. “Could you please not be so loud?”</p>

<p>Eddie chuckled, “Rough night, huh?”</p>

<p>“You can say that again.”</p>

<p>“Rough night, huh?” Eddie repeated with a smug chuckle.</p>

<p>The man let out a weak laugh, “Ha. Classic. You’re funny.”</p>

<p>“I like to think so,” Eddie said proudly. He moved over to where the stranger sat, extending his hand out to him. “I’m Eddie.”</p>

<p>“Richie,” the man mumbled, barely able to reach up to shake his hand. Emitting another groan, he slowly shook his head, “Ugh, I can’t believe I drank that much.”</p>

<p>Eddie nodded in agreement, “Yeah, that probably wasn’t the smartest decision.”</p>

<p>“Hey!” Richie shouted defensively, his bottom lip jutting out in a pout, “Be nice to me, my girlfriend broke up with me last night.”</p>

<p>“Yeah, I know,” Eddie’s face contorted into a cringe as he nodded, “Everyone saw it happen.”</p>

<p>Richie curled his lips in and released them with distinct pop. “Well that’s just fucking peachy.”</p>

<p>“The real fun came with what happened after she left,” Eddie informed him, “You took shot after shot after shot…”</p>

<p>Even just the vague mention of alcohol made him nauseous. “Who the fuck let me drink that much?”</p>

<p>After a moment of consideration, they both answered knowingly, “Bev.”</p>

<p>“She is such an enabler,” Eddie laughed, shaking his head. “Had she not given you that last shot, you mightnot have gotten up on the table.”</p>

<p>“I was really hoping that was just a dream.”</p>

<p>“Oh no, that was real!” Eddie assured him, “You got up on the table and started yelling, ‘I’m single now bitches! That means there’s a party in my pants!’ And then you made a point to clarify, quite a few times I might add, that ‘anyone and everyone is welcome.’ Very inclusive.”</p>

<p>Richie shook his head, slowly at first before it gradually turned to a nod of consideration, “That does sound like me.”</p>

<p>Eddie chuckled fondly, reaching his hand out to Richie once again, “C'mon, I’ll buy you breakfast.”</p>
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/eddie lays next to the taller boy, glancing up at the ceiling. &quot;lo que tenemos, es notable, mi amor&quot; he says softly, tucking his bottom lip between his teeth. richie smiles to himself, a blush rising on his cheeks. &quot;what was that?&quot; he taunts, curious to find out what eddie had said in english. eddie sighed, turning on his side with a lazy smile. &quot;what we have, it&#039;s remarkable, my love.&quot;/ (MY SPANISH ISNT THAT GOOD SO DONT MIND THE MESS UPS IF THERE ARE ANY x)
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hi! for reddie (o course) could you maybe write a one shot with &quot;what did you call me?&quot; and &quot;no, I liked it&quot; blease no angst i beg you
<p>Hi so this turned into a big monster and i am sorry<b><br/></b></p>
<p>There is a HINT of angst but i promise it is necessary and not bad!! Promise!!</p>
<p>I know this probably wasn’t what you had in mind but I hope you find enjoyment anyhow!</p>
<p>ps: this is my first smut piece so please be nice to me ok</p>
<p><b>Word count: 4,262</b></p>
<p><b>Warnings: nsfw, sex with feelings, light bdsm, daddy kink, subtop!richie, dombottom!eddie, overall filthiness </b></p> <p><a href="https://reddieloserz.tumblr.com/post/175397931262/hi-for-reddie-o-course-could-you-maybe-write-a" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: fic rec

Post id: 175802832813
Date: Thu, 12 Jul 2018 00:26:51
Post url: https://reddieloves.tumblr.com/post/175802832813/hi-can-you-please-write-something-about-eddie-or
Slug: hi-can-you-please-write-something-about-eddie-or
Reblog key: I9AmZ1x7
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hi! can you PLEASE write something about eddie or richie having a choking kink? (preferably richie) if you can&rsquo;t that&rsquo;s okay!
<p>UH, ABSOLUTELY I CAN. This is my shit thank you sm for the ask </p><p>Ya’ll know I chose Richie btw my boy loves some asphyxiation and his boy Eddie loves shutting him up </p><p><b>Word Count: 4,195</b></p><p><b>Warnings: Choking, BreathPlay, Hitting, Barebacking, SubTop!Richie, DomButtom!Eddie</b></p><h2><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15147458">Only on AO3</a></b></h2>
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<p>rb if you’re gay because you’re too stupid to know better</p>
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<p><i>4. “My heart beats so fast when I see you.”<br/>11. “I think you’re my true love.”<br/>33. Slow dancing</i></p>
<p><i>* * * * *</i></p>
<p>As the music of the first dance filtered through the speakers and the guests clapped as Stan lead his new wife Patty out onto the dancefloor, pulling her into his arms. From the side of the circle, Eddie watched as the rest of the main wedding party stepped onto the dancefloor with the happy couple, including Richie who was dancing with one of Patty’s sisters, her maid of honour. </p>
<p>He knew that he had no need to be jealous as Patty’s sister was married with a family of her own, but he couldn’t help the flare of the green eyed monster in his stomach as he watched Richie’s arms wrap around her waist. So what if he had had a lifelong crush on his best friend? So what if he was too scared to say anything out of fear of ruining their friendship?</p>
<p>He was being a child, Eddie knew that much, but he couldn’t help himself. Unable to look at Richie dancing any longer, he turned away to the bar, ordering another drink and downing it in one go. He wasn’t much of a drinker, but it was a special occasion, and Eddie was feeling sorry for himself. </p>
<p>Just before he could take a drink from the glass, a pair of hands were placed on his shoulder and Eddie turned around, surprised to see Richie grinning at him. “Come on, Eds. Dance with me please?” He held out a hand and Eddie glanced behind him to see Patty’s sister dancing with someone else, up close and personal. Suddenly, he felt a little stupid for being jealous. </p> <p><a href="https://eddiefuckinkaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/190846365486/4-11-and-33-with-reddie-pretty-please" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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